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gary,  that  I  remember  very  well  the  trees  around  the  New 
York  "  Battery  "  were  crowded  with  people  who  had  climbed 
there  to  see  the  distinguished  stranger  as  he  passed.  I  shall 
never  forget  that  scene.  Indeed,  if  one  be  well  poised,  he 
cannot  stand  in  a  better  place,  to  see  a  passing  crowd,  than 
in  a  tree-top.  Well,  Christ  was  coming  to  Jericho,  and 
there  was  a  small  man,  whose  head  did  not  come  up  to  the 
shoulders  of  other  people,  who  despaired  of  seeing  the  dTstin* 
guished  stranger  while  standing  on  the  dead  level ;  so  he 
climbs  up  into  a  sycamore-tree — broad-branched,  stretching 
its  arms  clear  across  the  highway — and  sits  there  while  Jesus 
advances.  Christ,  coming  up  with  a  great  multitude,  casts 
His  eye  up,  and  sees  this  man  on  the  branch  of  the  sycamore, 
and  says  :  "  Come  down ; "  and  after  the  man  has  alighted, 
He  says,  among  other  things,  to  him :  "  The  Son  of  Man  is 
come  to  seek  and  to  save  that  which  was  lost."  Our  sym- 
pathies are  always  aroused  when  we  see  anything  that  is 
lost.  Even  a  dog  that  has  wandered  away  from  its  master 
we  feel  sorry  for.  Or  a  bird  that  has  escaped  from  ita 
owner,  we  say :  "  Poor  thing."  Going  down  the  street  near 
nightfall,  in  the  teeth  of  the  sharp  north.-east  wind,  you  feel 
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very  pitiful  for  one  wlio  lias  got  to  be  out  to-night.  As  you 
go  along  you  liear  the  affrighted  .cry  of  a  child.  You  stop. 
Tou  say :  "  What  is  the  matter  ?  "  You  go  up  and  find 
that  a  little  one  has  lost  its  way  from  .home.  In  its  excite- 
ment it  cannot  even  tell  its  name  or  its  residence.  The 
group  of  people  gathered  aroimd  are  all  touched,  all  S3nn- 
pathetic  and  helj^ful.  A  plain  body  comes  up,  and  with  her 
plaid  she  wraps  the  child,  and  says  :  "  1*11  take  care  of  the 
poor  bairn  ?  "  While  in  the  same  street,  but  a  little  way  off, 
the  crier  goes  through  the  city,  ringing  a  bell,  and  uttering 
a  voice  that  sounds  dolefully  through  all  the  alleys  and 
byways  of  the  city:  "A  lost  child!  Three  years  of  age, 
Hue  eyes,  Hght  hair.  Lost  child !  "  Did  you  ever  hear  any 
such  pathos  as  that  ringing  through  the  darkness  ? 

You  are  on  shipboard.  You  see  against  the  sky  a  vessel. 
It  comes  nearer.  You  hoist  a  flag.  It  makes  no  response. 
You  say:  "What  is  the  matter  with  that  vessel?"  You 
put  the  sea-glass  to  your  eye,  and  you  find  there  is  no  one 
in.  the  rigging — ^no  one  on  the  deck.  "  Ah,"  you  say :  "  I 
guess  that  must  be  an  abandoned  ship."  It  comes  on,  falling 
over  into  the  trough  of  the  ocean.  It  floats  every  whither, 
tossed  by  the  wild  sea,  and  the  crew  say  to  the  passengers, 
and  the  captain  says  to  his  mate : 

"it  is  a  lost  ship." 

You  are  going  down  the  street,  and  you  see  a  maji  that 
you  know  very  well.  You  once  associated  with  him.  You 
are  astonished  as  you  see  him.  "  Why,  you  say,  "  he  is  all 
covered  with  the  marks  of  sin.  He  must  be  in  the  very  last 
stages  of  wickedness."  And  then  you  think  of  his  blasted 
bfime,  StEid  say :  "  God  pity  his  wife  and  child !  GK)d  pity 
Him  i  i' :  A  lost  man  I 

Under  the  gaslight,  you  see  a  painted  thing  flaimting  down 
tbe  street— once  the  joy  of  a  village  home — ^her  laughter  ring- 
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ing  horror  tlirough  tlie  souls  of  tlie  pure,  and  rousing  up  tke 
merriment  of  those  already  ruined  like  herself.  She  has 
forgotten  the  home  of  her  youth  and  the  covenant  of  her 
God.     A  lost  wmnan ! 

But,  my  friends,  we  are  all  lost.  "  All  we,  like  sheep,  have 
gone  astray ;  "  and  the  bellmen  of  heaven  come  out  hunting 
up  and  down  to  find  those  who  have  missed  their  way, 
bringing  through  all  the  streets  of  the  city,  and  all  the  valleys 
and  mountains  of  the  earth,  the  old  Gospel  bell.  "  The  Son 
of  man  has  come  to  seek  and  to  save  that  which  is  lost." 

I  am  glad  that  it  is  the  Son  of  Man  who  has  come  to  seek 
us.  It  is  not  one  armed  with  thunderbolts,  riding  down  the 
sky  in  ponderous  chariot  to  crush  us,  but  the  Son  of  Man : 
His  nature  just  like  our  nature,  with  one  exception ;  His  in- 
fancy rocked  in  the  cradle  of  a  mother's  arms  ;  His  boyhood 
spent  in  Nazareth,  amid  a  boy's  temptations.  Afterwards, 
with  blistered  hand,  learning  a  trade.  Afterwards,  preaching, 
not  with  priest's  gown,  but  in  citizen's  apparel ;  talking  as 
brother  talks  with  brother.  Oh,  He  was  the  Son  of  Man ! 
He  walked  like  a  man ;  He  slept  like  a  man ;  He  ate  like  a 
man;  He  drank  like  a  man;  He  wept  like  a  man;  He 
suffered  like  a  man ;  He  was  a  man !  He  knew  what  sin  and 
temptation  are  by  personal  contact,  for  He  lived  in  a  most 
abandoned  village  ;  and  He  moved  around  amid  fishing 
villages  known  in  all  ages  for  their  vice ;  and  in  after  years 
he  preached  in  Jerusalem,  a  city  which,  though  it  had  a 
temple,  was  worse  than  New  Tork.  And  when  Christ  comes 
to-night.  He  comes  not  to  a  new  world  to  make  a  discovery, 
but  He  comes  to  an  old  world  where  He  once  lived ;  to  a 
race  whose  nerves,  and  muscles,  and  bones,  and  flesh  were 
just  like  those  which  He.  inhabited.  Like  us,  thb  cold  chiUed 
Him ;  like  us,  fire  wanned  Him ;  like  us,  betrayal  exasperated 
Him.    I  warrant  you,  that  in  that  hostile  and  rough  society. 

He  received  many  a  kick,  axid  bruise,  and  cuff  that  has  never 
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been  recorded.     I  am  glad  to  know  tliat  He  corner  in  the 
fresh  memory  of  His  sorrows  on  earth,  and  of  those  thrilling 
night  scenes  and  day  scenes  of  His  earthly  citizenship,  "  to 
seek  and  to  save  that  which  was  lost." 
In  the  first  place,  I  remark  that 

WE   ABE   LOST   TO   HOLINESS. 

Are  you  not  all  willing  to  take  the  Bible  annoimcements  that 
our  nature  is  utterly  ruined  ?  Sin  has  broken  in  at  every 
part  of  our  castle.  One  would  think  that  we  got  enough  of 
it  from  our  parents,  whether  they  were  pious  or  not ;  but  we 
have  taken  the  capital  of  sin  with  which  our  fathers  and 
mothers  started  us,  and  we  have  by  accumulation,  as  by 
infernal  compoimd  interest,  made  it  enough  to  swamp  us  for 
ever.  The  heart  a  battle-groimd,  across  which  armed  batal- 
lions  sweep  right  and  left.  The  ivory  palace  of  the  soul 
polluted  with  the  filthy  feet  of  all  uncleanliness.  The  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  comes  to  bring  us  back  to  holiness.  He  comes 
not  to  destroy  us,  but  to  take  the  consequence  of  our  guilt. 
He  breaks  through  lacerating  thorns,  and  he  dies  to  offer  us 
oleanliness.  Here  is  a  man  who,  a  few  weeks  ago,  said :  "  All 
is  right  with  me.  I  am  not  willing  to  confess  I  am  a  sinner." 
Now,  the  sj^irit  comes  to  his  soul,  and  he  feels  himself  to  be 
so  great  a  sinner,  that  there  is  no  mercy  for  him.  When  did 
he  make  the  most  accurate  estimate  ?  Now.  "  The  heart  is 
deceitful  above  all  things  and  desperately  wicked."  But 
says  some  one  in  the  audience :  "  I  have  sinned  so  much  I 
do  not  believe  Christ  will  take  me."  Napoleon  thought  of 
going  over  into  Italy.  His  friends  laughed  at  him,  and 
said :  "  You  can  never  get  over  the  Alps.  If  you  know  any- 
tliing  about  the  Alps,  you  know  you  can  never  get  over 
there."  Napoleon  waved  his  hand,  and  said :  "  There  shall 
be  no  Alps."  Then  the  road  was  built  through  the  Simplon 
pass— ^the  wonder  of  following  ages.    We  stand  and  see  tho 
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mountain  of  our  guilt.    The  obstacles  seem  so  great  that  it 

is  impossible  for  us  to  find  a  way  into  the  peace  and  life  ot 

the  Gospel ;  but  Christ  comes,  and  He  waves  His   wounded 

hand,  and  cries :  '*  There  shall  be  no  obstacles  !    I  will  come 

over  the  mountain  of  thy  sin  and  the  hills  of  thine  iniquity." 

Oh,  ye  who  have  sinned,  instead  of  flying  away  from  Christ, 

if  you  only  knew  who  it  is  that  comes  to  save  you,  you  would 

fly  no  farther,  but  turn  around ;  and  while  Christ  seeks  you, 

you  would  seek  Christ,  and  this  house  would  be  a  scene  of  a 

penitent  sinner  and  a  pardoning  Saviour,  throwing    each 

other's  arms  around  each  other's  necks  ;  while  heaven  could 

afford  to  stop  half-an-hour  and  hang  over  the  battlements 

gazing.    What  is  that  flutter  among  the    angels  P      Who 

is    that    horseman    rushing  through    the    city  with  quick 

despatch  ?    What  is  that  announcement  on  the  bulletins  of 

heaven  ?    I  know  what  it  is.     Christ  has  found  that  which 

was  lost. 

'  **  Nor  angels  can  their  joy  contain, 

Bat  kindle  with  new  fire ; 

The  sinner  lost  is  found,  they  sing, 

And  strike  the  sounding  lyre." 

I  remark,  again — 

WE  ABE   LOST  TO   HAPPINESS, 

and  Christ  comes  to  find  us.  A  caliph  said :  ''  I  have  been 
fifty  years  a  caliph,  and  I  have  had  all  honours,  and  all 
wealth ;  and  yet,  in  the  fifty  years,  I  can  count  up  only 
fourteen  days  of  happiness."  How  many  there  are  in  this 
audience  that  cannot  count  fourteen  days  in  all  their  life  in 
which  they  had  no  vexations  or  annoyances.  We  all  feel  a 
capacity  for  happiness  that  has  never  been  tested.  There 
are  interludes  of  bliss  ;  but  whose  entire  life  has  been  a  con- 
tinuous satisfaction  ?  Why  is  it  that  the  most  of  the  fine 
poems  of  the  world  are  somehow  descriptive  of  grief  ?  It 
is  because  men  know  more  about  sorrow  than  they  do  about 
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joy.  John  Milton  succeeds  wlien  lie  writes  " Paradise  Lost" 
but  fails  when  he  comes  to  write  "  Paradise  Begained.'' 
Dante's  "  Inferno  "  is  a  chime  of  horrors.  Bryant's  "  Thau- 
matopsis  "  is  a  poem  of  tears.  Take  the  pathos  out  of  the 
writings  of  Tennyson  and  Longfellow,  and  you  have  taken 
three-fourths  their  power.  John  Buskin  writes  his  most 
effective  passages  about  the  ruins  of  Venice.  It  is  because 
men  know  more  about  sorrow  than  about  joy  that  they  aio 
more  efEective  in  describing  the  former  ?  The  dog  of  bad 
news  runs  faster  than  the  carrier  pigeon  flies  with  good 
tidings.  There  are  flushes  of  satisfaction  in  the  heart ;  but 
whose  life  has  been  a  prolonged  delight  ?  The  soul  has  four 
ranks  of  keys,  and  the  world  does  not  know  how  to  play  on 
such  an  elaborate  instrument ;  but  Eeligion  comes,  and  with 
her  right  hand  she  .touches  the  higher  keys  of  the  soul,  and 
with  her  left  hand  the  lower  keys  of  the  soul,  and  then 
sweeps  them  with  the  symphonies  of  heaven.  Christ  comes 
to  find  those  who  have  been  lost  to  happiness.  He  soothes 
them.  He  inspirits  them,  He  lifts  them.  He  opens  the  door 
of  the  lost  Eden,  and  invites  them  to  come  in  again  to 
peace. 

Oh,  how  many  in  this  house  have  been  goaded,  and  stung, 
and  plagued !  Had  it  not  been  for  risking  your  eternal 
interests,  some  of  you  would  have  put  an  end  to  the  scene 
of  earthly  suffering  with  your  own  hand.  A  deep  undertone 
of  sadness  rolls  through  the  soul.  Tou  would  be  -svillirig 
now  to  give  up  your  money,  and  your  social  position,  and  all 
you  have  achieved,  for  one  day  of  the  peace  which  the  good 
old  slave  expressed  when  he  said,  with  broken  language: 
"  In  owning  Christ  I  seem  to  own  everything;  The  air  is 
mine,  for  I  can  breathe  it ;  the  sunshine  is  mine,  for  I  can 
sit  in  it ;  the  earth  is  mine,  for  I  can  lie  down  in  it."  To 
have  something  of  the  complete  satisfaction  which  belongs 
to  the  humblest  of  Gk>d's  children,  you  would  give  almost 
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anTtliing.  Oh,  ye  wlio  are  struok  througli  with  unrest, 
Chzist  comes  to-night  to  give  you  rest.  If  Christ  comes  to 
you,  you  will  be  independent  of  all  worldly  circumstances. 
It  was  so  with  the  Christian  man  who  sufEered  for  His  faith, 
and  was  thrust  down  into  the  coal-hole  of  the  Bishop  of 
London.  He  said :  **  We  have  had  fine  times  here,  singing 
gladsome  songs  all  night  long.  Oh,  God!  forgive  me  for 
being  so  unworthy  of  this  glory."  So  said  the  martyr  in  the 
coal-hole  of  the  Bishop  of  London.  More  joyful  in  the  hour 
of  suffering  and  martyrdom  was  Rose  Allen.  When  the 
persecutor  put  a  candle  underneath  her  wrist,  and  held  it 
there  until  the  sinews  snapped,  she  said :  "  If  you  see  fit,  you 
can  bum  my  feet  next,  and  then  also  my  head."  Christ 
once  having  taken  you  into  His  custody  and  guardianship, 
you  can  laugh  at  pain,  and  persecution,  and  trial.  Great 
peace  for  all  those  whom  Christ  has  found,  and  who  have 
found  Christ.  Jesus  comes  into  their  sick  room.  The  nurse 
may  have  fallen  asleep  in  the  latter  watches  of  the  night,  but 
Jesus  watches  with  slumberless  eyes,  and  He  puts  His  gentle 
hand  over  the  hot  brow  of  the  patient,  and  says :  "  You  will 
not  always  be  sick.  I  will  not  leave  you.  There  is  a  land 
where  the  inhabitant  never  saith:  'I  am  sick.'  Hush^ 
troubled  soul !    Peace ! " 

This  Jesus  comes  into  the  home  of  bereavement,  and  He 
says :  "  I  took  your  lost  darling.  I  come  now  to  make  up 
for  his  absence.  I  wanted  him  at  the  gate  when  you  came 
through.  The  days  of  your  separation  will  only  add  to  the 
joys  of  re-union.  Peace,  I  am  the  resurrection  and  the  life ; 
he  that  believeth  in  Me,  though  he  were  dead,  yet  shall  he 
Uve." 

Just  as  sometimes  a  child  is  so  sick  that  it  cannot  lie  any 
longer  in  the  cradle,  and  the  mother  has  to  take  it  up,  so 
sometimes  the  Lord's  children  are  so  troubled  that  they  can- 
not lie  easy  anywhere  but  in  God's  lap,  while  He  bends  over 
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them  and  sings  this  sweet  song :  ''As  one  whom  his  mother 
eomforteth,  so  will  I  comfort  you." 

"  The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  leaned  for  repose, 
I  will  not,  I  will  not,  desert  to  His  foes ; 
That  soul,  though  all  hell  should  endeavour  to  shake, 
1*11  never,  no  never,  no  never,  forsake." 

Again,  I  remark  that 

WE   ABE   LOST  TO   HEAVEN, 

and  Chrifit  comes  to  take  us  there.  I  cannot  imagine  any- 
thing more  distressful  than,  without  having  mxuical  taste,  to 
sit  and  listen  to  an  oratorio  for  two  hours  and  a  half.  Though 
it  be  the  best  of  oratorios,  if  a  man  have  no  musical  taste, 
it  is  a  distress  to  him,  while  it  is  a  joy  to  others.  And  I 
cannot  imagine  anything  more  distressful  for  a  man  who 
has  no  love  for  pictores,  to  be  shut  up  in  the  Luxembourg 
§^ery  in  Paris.  Tes,  I  can  think  of  one  thing  worse  than 
that,  and  that  will  be  for  a  man  to  enter  heaven  without  any 
taste  for  it.  I  sometimes  hear  people  talk  as  though  all  a 
man  had  to  do  was  just  to  leave  this  world  and  go  into 
heaven  and  sit  down  to  its  enjoyments.  If  a  man  cannot 
stand  Christian  society  here  for  one  day,  how  would  he  stand 
a  million  ages  of  it  ?  I  see  an  unregenerate  soul  entering 
heaven.  It  enters  heaven,  looks  around,  and  sees  God 
there,  and  angels  there,  and  hears  the  cry  :  "  Holy,  holy ; " 
and  the  unregenerate  soul  says :  "  This  is  no  place  for  me," 
and  he  flies  to  the  battlements,  and  he  cries :  "  I  can  stand 
it  here  no  longer,"  and  he  leaps  off  into  outer  darkness.  In 
other  words,  the  worst  hell  for  a  man  would  be  heaven,  if  he 
has  no  qualifications — no  preparations  for  it.  But  Christ 
comes  to  take  the  discord  out  of  our  soul  and  string  it  with 
a  heavenly  attuning.  He  comes  to  take  out  that  from  us 
which  makes  us  unlike  heaven,  and  substitute  that  which 
assimilates  us.    Ten  thousand  times  the  gate  of  heaven  has 
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swung  ba«k  and  forth,  but  it  never  swings  back  and  forth, 
save  as  Christ  opened  it,  and  you  will  go  in  through  Him  or 
not  at  all.  Christ  wants  you  there.  How  do  I  know  it  ? 
Suppose  a  man  lost  a  diamond,  and  he  looked  for  it  eight  or 
ten  days,  would  you  not  conclude,  from  the  fact  that  he 
looked  for  it  so  long,  that  he  wanted  the  diamond  P  And 
when  I  find  Christ  seeking  for  your  soul,  seeking  for  it  ever 
since  it  has  been  a  soul,  seeking  for  it  by  day  and  by  night, 
seeking  for  it  through  heat  and  through  cold,  seeking  for  it 
with  tears  in  His  eyes  and  blood  on  His  brow,  and  scourges 
on  His  back,  and  a  world  of  agony  in  His  heart,  I  know 
that  it  is  because  He  wants  to  find  you.  Oh,  He  has  pre- 
pared a  glorious  heaven  for  you!  It  is  all  ready.  Not 
merely  a  throne,  but  steps  by  which  to  mount  it.  Not  only 
a  harp,  but  a  song  to  play  on  it.  Not  only  a  bannered  pro- 
cession, but  a  victory  which  it  is  to  celebrate.  Q-od  wants 
no  vacant  chairs  at  that  banquet.  He  does  not  want  those 
who  stand  around  SLim  in  glory  to  wonder  why  you  have 
jnot  been  solicited.  He  does  not  want  the  Book  of  life  to 
thunder  shout  till  your  name  is  in  it.  What  do  I  breathe  ? 
It  is  the  fragrance  of  Him  whose  garments  smell  of  myrrh, 
and  aloes,  and  cassia,  out  of  the  ivory  palaces.  What  do  I 
hear  ?  It  is  the  footstep  of  Him  who  comes  with  worn  san- 
dal in  the  journey  from  Bethlehem  to  Nazareth,  and  from 
Nazareth  to  Jerusalem,  and  from  Jerusalem  to  Golgotha,  and 
from  Qolgotha  to  glory,  and  from  glory  here,  seeking  that 
which  is  lost.  Oh,  jostle  Him  not  from  thy  door-step.  Do  not 
•drive  this  Christ  away,  as  though  He  were  an  imworthy  beggar 
soliciting  your  alms.  Hear  His  voice.  Trust  His  sacrifices, 
^spond  to  His  love.  Take  His  heaven.  Do  you  not  know, 
oh  man,  oh  woman,  that  you  are  the  lost  one  spoken  of  in 
my  text  ?  "  The  Son  of  Man  is  come  to  seek  and  to  save 
that  which  was  lost.'*  You  may  hide  away  from  Him ;  but  there 
-are  some  things  which  will  find  you,  whether  Christ  by  His 
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grace  findg  you  or  not.  Trouble  will  find  you.  Temptation 
will  find  you.  Sickness  will  find  you.  Death  wiU  find  you. 
The  judgment  will  find  you.     Eternity  will  find  you. 

Soon  you  wiU  be  gone  from  all  these  scenes,  and  if  a 
thousand  men  shotdd  come  out  with  lanterns,  and  torches, 
and  St.  Bernard  dogs  used  to  hunting  up  missing  travellers, 
and  search  for  your  soul,  you  could  not  oe  found  by  them. 
The  grave  will  have  your  body.  Your  heirs  will  have  your 
estate.  Eternity  will  have  your  soul.  In  the  flash  of  a 
second,  your  last  opportunity  for  heaven  may  go  out.  Post- 
pone this  question  of  the  soul,  and  you  are  postponing  get- 
ting into  the  last  life-boat  that  shall  put  out  from  the  wreck 
for  the  beach  ere  the  hulk  lurch  over  and  go  down.  G-od 
forbid  that  any  of  you  should  at  the  last  have  the  dismay  of 
the  Scotch  woman  of  whom  I  was  reading  a  few  days  ago. 
One  night,  she  could  not  sleep  because  of  her  soul's  wander- 
ing from  Christ.  She  got  up  and  wrote  in  her  diary :  "  One 
year  from  now,  I  will  attend  to  the  matters  of  my  soul." 
She  retired,  but  she  could  not  sleep.  So  she  arose  again,  and 
wrote  a  better  promise  in  her  diary.  "One  month  from 
now,  I  will  attend  to  the  matters  of  my  soul."  She 
retired  again  but  found  no  sleep,  and  arose  again  and 
wrote :  "Next  week,  I  will  attend  to  the  matters  of  my  soul." 
Then  she  slept  soundly.  The  next  day  she  went  into  scenes 
of  gaiety.  The  following  day  she  was  sick,  asd  the  middle 
of  next  week  she  died.  Delirium  lifted  from  her  mind  just 
long  enough  for  her  to ,  say :  "  I  am  a  week  too  late,  I  am 
lost  r  Oh,  to  be  a  year  too  late,  or  a  month  too  late,  or  an 
hour  too  late — aye,  to  be  a  second  too  late,  is  to  be  for  ever 
too  late.  May  God  Almighty,  by  His  grace,  keep  us  from 
the  wild,  awful,  crushing  catastrophe  of  a  ruined  soul  1 
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THE  GEEAT  INTEEVIEW. 

"Prepare  to  meet  thy  God  "^ Amos  iv.  12. 

THE  Jews  were  incorrigible.  God'  had  tried  for  their 
correction,  captivity,  famine,  too  much  rain,  too  little 
rain,  universal  sickness,  lightning,  and  war.  No  good  result. 
He  now  tells  them  that  greater  judgments  are  to  come,  and 
breaks  in  upon  them  like  a  cavalry  charge  with  the  words : 
"  Prepare  to  meet  thy  God." 

We  go  out  in  the  spring-time  and  we  meet  God  amid  the 
apple  blossoms.  We  go  in  August,  and  in  the  full  leafage, 
we  meet  God  in  the  forest.  We  go  out  in  the  wintry  blast, 
and  we  meet  God  in  the  snowbanks.  The  rainbow,  the 
morning  cloud,  the  "northern  lights,"  the  jewelled  mid- 
night, only  His  different  changes  of  apparel  flung  over  His 
shoulders,  or  girdled  about  His  loins,  or  set  upon  His  brow 
as  a  garland.  It  is  the  same  God  that  wraps  Himself  in  the 
cyclone  and  walks  the  sea,  or  in  the  simoon  and  walks  the 
desert,  or  stamps  His  foot  in  the  South  American  earth- 
quake, or  smites  with  the  red  fist  of  the  lightning.  I  can 
get  no  idea  of  what  God  is  from  the  natural  world.  "  God 
is  love,"  smiles  the  sunshine.  "God  is  wrath,"  cries  the 
Caribbean  whirlwind  as  it  cracks  off  the  masts  of  the  ship- 
ping. So  that  I  turn  away  from  the  earth  and  I  turn  to  the 
Bible,  and  I  ask :  "  Who  is  He  ?  "  Eternal— a  myriad  of 
ages  no  more  to  Him  than  a  heartbeat.  Omnipotent — the 
universe  dropping  in  one  word  from  His  tongue.  Omniscient 
— ^His  eye  taking  in  immensity  at  a  glance.  Holy — ^thunder- 
ing away  the  least  taint.  Loving — ^inviting  the  whole  world 
to  His  heart.  A  drde  of  attributes,  sweeping  aroimd  thrones, 
and  coronations,  and  blandishments — glories  that  never  fade 
and  sorrows  that  never  go  out.  All  the  glittering  worlds 
of  to-night  only  the  dust  of  His  chariot-wheels.  The  pomp 
of  heaven  marching  under  his  footstool.    The  only  wise,  the 
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only  pure,  the  only  good,  the  only  holy,  the  only  great !  God  ! 
God! 

My  text  says  that  that  Being  we  have  to  meet.  There  are 
some  persons  we  never  meet.  Thousands  of  miles  divide  us. 
We  never  will  meet  them  in  house,  or  store,  or  street ;  but 
God,  the  text  says,  we  mtist  meet. 

I  remark  first :  we  must 

MEET  GOD   IN   THE   MISFORTUNES   OP   LIFE. 

Is  there  a  man  here,  who  has  come  to  mid-life,  that  has 
never  been  buffeted  ?  The  path  of  life  has  sharp  thorns,  and 
deep  plunges,  and  steep  ascents,  and  ovenvhclming  surprises. 
You  must  meet  God  in  times  of  sickness.  You  will  be  going 
along,  keeping  up  day  after  day,  until,  after  awhile,  you 
will  surrender.  You  will  be  flat  do^vn.  Business  stopped  at 
a  time  when  you  cannot  afford  to  have  it  stop.  Sleepless- 
ness. Almost  interminable  nights.  Forebodings,  watchings. 
Wondering  when  it  is  going  to  end.  Scrutinizing  the  doc- 
tor*s  face  to  see  what  are  the  prospeets  of  recovery  or  dis- 
solution. An  unnatural  silence  about  the  house  because  feet 
are  slippered  and  the  voices  hushed.  A  glimpse  of  eternity 
through  the  turned  lattice  of  the  sick  room.  "Whom  will  you 
meet  there  ?  The  doctor,  the  nurse,  inquiiing  friends,  you 
will  meet  there ;  but  One  other.  By  your  hot  pillow  in  that 
solemn  silence,  amid  those  great  uncertainties,  you  will  meet 
God !  He  will  talk  to  you  and  ask  you  what  you  did  in 
days  of  health,  what  are  your  preparations  for  eternity,  and 
what  would  happen  if  now  your  pulse  should  stop  and  your 
lungs  should  cease  their  respiration  ?  Oh,  it  is  a  solemn 
hour  when  an  impenitent  man — flat  down,  helpless,  not  able 
to  lift  a  finger — has  all  the  past  rushing  upon  him.  Flannels 
no  longer  able  to  keep  the  feet  warm  because  they  seem 
dipped  in  the  cold  stream  that  bounds  this  life;  and 
over  that  pillow,  God  bending — an  offended  God,  an  unre- 
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conciled  God,  an  omnipotent  God !  I  think  the  brightest 
places  I  have  ever  seen  have  been  the  sick  rooms  of  God's 
dear  children.  They  seemed  ready  for  anything,  and  the 
Lord  was  there  beautifully  and  gloriously  to  comfort  them. 
But  I  have  looked  olE  upon  a  desert  and  seen  sand  and  deso- 
lation. No  flower.  No  leaf.  No  brook.  I  have  seen  dark 
midnights,  when  riding  along  my  horse  would  have  gone 
over  the  precipice  but  for  the  flash  of  the  lightning  that 
revealed  it.  And  yet,  I  am  to  tell  you  that  the  darkest  mid- 
night  I  ever  saw  is  the  midnight  desert  of  a  sick  room  in 
which  an  impenitent  soul  meets  God. 

Again  I  remark :  we  will  have  to  meet  God  in  the  hereave- 
ments  of  life.  Wo  cannot  escape  them  unless  a  man  stands 
all  alone — fatherless,  motherless,  brotherless,  sisterless, 
childless.  But  there  are  lines  of  affection  and  influence 
reaching  out  all  around,  and  our  common  sense  tells  us  that 
there  must  be  last  words  ;  last  looks  ;  last  pressures  of  the 
hand ;  arms  folded  in  the  final  sleep ;  feet  stopped  at  the 
end  of  the  journey ;  faces,  once  cheerful  and  bright  wi]bh 
emotion,  white,  and  still,  and  pinched ;  shadows  of  sorrow 
over  earth  and  sky ;  the  chair,  the  table,  the  floor,  the 
ceiling,  everything  about  the  house  seoTtiing  to  whisper  "  dead  ! 
dead ! "  Oh,  when  the  hour  of  bereavement  comes  to  us, 
will  we  stand  in  such  relation  to  God  that  we  will  get  com- 
fort ?  I  have  seen  a  man  in  such  an  hour  grind  his  teeth, 
and  clench  his  fist,  and  ask  God  in  indignation  what  He  meant 
by  doing  that.  I  have  seen  a  Christian  man  kiss  the  rod 
and  say  :  "  The  Lord  gave,  and  the  Lord  hath  taken  away  ;, 
blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord."  But  it  is  not  always  so. 
I  have  seen  a  man  stand  over  a  dead  body  and  defy  God,  and 
tell  Him  to  come  on  and  do  His  worst !  I  shall  never  forget 
a  scene  in  a  former  parish.  A  husband  had  lost  his  life  in  a 
distant  city.  Li  the  midnight  the  lifeless  body  was  to 
arrive.     Oh,  what  a  home  of  grief.     I  tried  to  pray.     My 
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voice  was  drowned.  The  bereft  would  not  listen.  I  told 
tbem  Christ  was  a  sympiathizing  Saviour.  She  did  not 
believe  it.  I  said :  "  God  is  a  Father."  She  said :  "  No,  He 
is  a  tyrant."  Oh,  may  God  forbid  that  I  should  ever  come 
for  the  purposes  of  sympathy  and  consolation  to  a  house  of 
bereavement  where  the  soul  is  rebellious  against  the  Lord. 
There  is  not  any  comfort.  Christian  men  cannot  invent  any 
comfort.  There  is  no  recipe  of  the  Gk)spel  adapted  to  the 
case  where  the  man  will  not  take  the  medicine  and  will  not 
believe  the  promises.  Amid  the  misfortunes  and  the  up- 
tumings  of  life  we  must  meet  G^. 

Again,  I  remark :  an  interview  of  this  kind  will  take  place 

IN  OUR   LAST   HOUR. 

We  dp  not  want  any  Bible  or  argument  to  prove  that  we 
have  to  quit  this  scene  after  awhile.  There  may  be  worldly 
alleviations  in  the  last  hour.  A  man  may  have  accumulated 
property,  or  have  a  generous  life  insurance,  and  he  may  be 
ble  to  say  to  those  whom  he  is  leaving  behind :  "  Keep 
things  just  as  they  are.  Send  the  boy  to  college  as  though 
I  had  lived.  There  will  be  dividends  large  enough  to  meet 
all  expenses."  That  is  very  well  for  those  whom  you  leave 
behind ;  but  qne  moment  after  you  have  quitted  life,  where  will 
yov/f'  residence  be?  We  may,  by  keeping  clear  of  ministers 
and  ehurches,  keep  God  out  of  our  thoughts ;  but  now,  I 
will  suppose  that  your  last  hour  has  come.  Word  goes  over 
to  the  store  that  you  will  not  be  there  to-morrow.  Some 
one  else  will  have  to  open  and  read  the  letters  and  answer 
them.  Some  one  else  will  have  to  make  purchases  and  fix 
i^e  prices.  You  will  not  be  there  to-morrow,  nor  all  this 
week,  nor  all  this  month,  nor  all  this  year,  nor  all  this  cen- 
tury. Tou  will  never  be  there  again.  I  am  supposing  that 
jour  last  hour  has  come.  Leaving  this  life,  suppose  you 
have  made  no  preparations?    The  ship  is  sinking,  and  no 
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life  preserver.  The  darkness  is  coming  on,  and  no  tordu 
Eyerything  going  out  of  your  grasp — ^bond  and  mortgages 
going — everything  going,  swimming  away  from  the  eye, 
swimming  away  from  the  ear,  swimming  away  &om  the 
touch.  That  is  one  side — eTcrything  going.  On  the  other 
side,  w^t  is  coming  ?  No  inheritance  coming.  No  bright 
angels  coming.  No  heaven  coming.  God  there,  meeting  the 
unpardoned  souL  The  immortal  soul  is  starting!  Stand 
hack  now,  and  let  it  swing  o£E !  It  flies !  Away !  Away ! 
No  open  window  to  receive  it.  No  outspread  arms  of  Jesus 
to  welcome  it.  He  dies  without  repentance,  and  goes  to  a 
world  without  hope. 

I  bless  God  that  there  are  many  who,  in  their  last  hours, 
have  found  joy  and  peace.  So  it  wsus  with  Lady  Huntingdon. 
As  she  went  out  of.  this  life,  she  said:  "I  will  go  to  my 
Father  to-night."  So  it  was  with  Alice  Lucey.  In  her  last 
moments  she  said :  *'  My  God,  I  come  flying  to  Thee."  So 
it  was  with  John  Pawson,  as  he  closed  his  eyes  in  death,  and 
said :  ^Precious  Jegus."  So  it  was  with  John  Bradford,  who 
cried  out :  "  If  there  is  such  a  thing  as  going  to  heaven  on 
horseback,  this  is  it."  But,  alas,  for  some  who,  in  that  hour, 
have  g^ne  away  broken  down  into  darkness.  So  it  was  with 
the  French  athlete,  able  to  wrestle  down  every  gymnast, 
but  in  his  last  moment  crying  out :  '^Oh  death,  if  thou  wert 
a  man,  how  soon  I  would  throw  thee."  So  it  was  with 
Yoltaire,  who  said  he  would  give  the  doctor  half  his  fortune 
if  he  could  only  have  another  six  months  of  life.  So  it  was 
with  Altamont  in  his  dpsing  moments,  when  he  looked  up 
and  said :  ''  Oh  thou  blasphemed,  but  most  indulgent  Lord 
€k)d,  hell  itself  is  a  refuge  if  it  hide  me  from  Thy  frown." 

I  remark,  again :  we  mtut  meet  Qod  in  the  greed  day.  Some 
say  there  will  be  no  judgment-day ;  but  how  do  you  explain 
things  ?  Here  is  one  of  the  best  men  in  destitution ;  here  is 
one  of  the  worst  of  men  in  great  affluence,  fojing  sumptu- 
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OTisIy  everj  day.  Do  you  not  think  there  is  to  be  a  time 
when  these  wrongs  are  to,  be  righted,  and  these  mysterious 
things  are  to  be  explained?  I  think  so.  Common  sense 
teaches  us 

THEKE   MUST   BE   A   JUDGMENT-DAY. 

The  mogul  of  Turkey  used  to  be  weighed  once  a  year.  On 
the  opposite  side  of  the  scales  first  was  put  silver,  then  gold, 
then  jewels,  and  then  the  gold  and  the  jewels  were  thrown 
among  the  people.  My  friends,  the  day  comes  when  you  and 
I  must  be  weighed  in  scales  of  a  different  character — weighed 
not  against  the  gold  and  the  jewels  of  this  world ;  but 
weighed  by  the  law  of  the  eternal  right  and  the  eternal 
wrong. 

Astronomers  tell  us  that  this  world  is  going  to  freeze  to 
death.  Tliey  say  that  the  sun  is  losing  at  the  rate  of  one 
degree  of  heat  in  35,000  years,  and  after  awhile  the  stove 
of  the  sun  will  go  out,  and  our  world  will  roll  around  one 
great  orb  of  ice.  I  do  not  believe  it.  I  believe  in  the  Bible 
notion  that  the  earth,  and  all  the  things  that  are  therein,  shall 
be  burned  up.     It  will  not  be  ice.     It  will  be  fire. 

Painters  have  tried  to  sketch  that  day,  but  always  fail. 
It  is  easy  to  sketch  a  city  on  fire,  but  not  a  universal  confla- 
gration. It  is  easy  to  sketch  an  earthquake  that  destroys  a 
town,  but  not  that  which  destroys  the  hemispheres.  AU  the 
mountaiHs  falling.  All  the  seas  boiling.  All  the  stars 
dropping.  All  the  heavens  rolling.  All  the  earth  vanishing. 
Angels  flying.  Graves  bursting.  Dead  rising.  Thrones 
hoisting.  God  coming.  The  Apostle  Peter  speaks  of  that 
day  as  "  a  great  noise."  The  slide  of  an  avalanche  deafens 
the  ear ;  but  what  will  it  l)e  when  the  Himalayas,  and  Alps, 
and  Mount  Washington  tumible  into  the  dust.  A  thunder- 
storm reaches  only  five,  ten,  or  fifteen  miles  ;  but  what  will 
it  be  when  all  around  the  earth  the  artillery  of  God  shall  be 
milimbered;    the  whoop   of  the  wind;    the  blare  of    the 
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trumpets  ;  tlie  chorus  of  tlie  saved ;  the  groans  of  the 
banished ;  the  cry  of  wild  beasts  frightened  from  their  lair, 
not  knowing  which  way  to  jump  ;  the  clangor  and  the  vocife- 
ration, and  the  echo  and  re-echo  of  earth,  and  heaven,  and 
hell — ^these  will  be  the  great  noise  the  apostle  speaks  of. 

I  do  not  know  in  what  place  of  the  earth  the  congregation 
will  assemble  for  that  great  assize.  Three  or  four  summers 
ago  I  thought  I  saw  a  place  fit  to  be  the  great  judgment-hall 
of  the  last  day.  We  had  been  riding  through  Tete  Noire 
pass,  Switzerland,  through  rocky  desolation,  until,  at  last, 
we  came  upon  a  scene  which  I  never  expected  to  witness 
imtil  I  beheld  the  last  day.  I  said  to  my  companion :  "  This 
looks  to  me  as  if  it  might  be  the  judgment-hall  for  the  last 
day."  In  this  valley  there  is  room  for  natibns — a  great 
amphitheatre.  On  these  ledges  of  rocks,  gallery  upon  gallery 
— first,  second,  third,  forth,  tenth  gallery  of  rocks — room  for 
angels,  cherubim,  seraphim,  archangel.  That  sunlighted 
dift,  the  point  from  which  the  righteous  shall  rise.  That 
midnight  cavern,  the  place  from  which  the  wicked  shall 
depart.  While,  amid  aU  that  surrounding  upheaval  of  rock 
and  forest,  a  vast  boulder,  cushioned  with  moss,  rose  higher 
xind  higher,  until  we  were  overwhelmed  with  the  height  and 
the  majesty  of  the  spectacle,  and  I  thought  that  might  be 
the  throne  on  which  the  Judge  is  to  sit.  And  then  there 
came  rolling  through  my  mind  the  words  of  Bishop  Heber : 

**  The  Lord  shall  come !  the  earth  shall  quake  1 
The  mountains  to  their  centre  shake  ! 
And,  withering  from  the  vault  of  niglit, 
The  stars  withdraw  their  feeble  light. 

"  While  sinhers  in  despair  shall  call, 
'  Rocks,  hide  us !  mountains,  on  us  fall ! ' 
The  saints  ascending  from  the  tomb, 
Shall  sing  for  joy,  '  The  Lord  has  come ! '  " 

But  I  do  not  pretend  to  tell  you  where  the  judgment-hall 
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of  the  last  day  will  be  ;  but  there  will  be  a  place  of  judgment 
where  we  will  have  to  meet  God  and  answer  for  this  night ; 
I  for  what  I  say,  you  for  what  you  hear ;  answer  for  all  the 
opportunities  we  have  had  or  might  have  had ;  answer  for 
all  resistances  of  the  Holy  Ghost ;  answer  for  all  sick-bed 
Yows  broken  ;  all  death-bed  warnings  slighted ;  all  Sabbaths, 
and  Bibles,  and  communion-tables  despised.  For  every  year 
we  will  have  to  give  answer ;  every  month,  every  hour,  every 
moment  of  our  life  we  will  have  to  give  answer ;  and  it  will 
be  under  the  scrutiny  of  that  God  who  has  seen  us,  and 
watched  us,  and  knows  all  about  us.  Will  we  be  ready  for 
such  a  scrutiny  under  the  eye  of  the  aU-seeing  God  ?  K  you 
are  not,  do  not  the  words  of  my  text  come  through  your  soul 
to-night,  as  though  the  ten  thousand  voices  of  death,  and 
judgment,  and  eternity  spoke  at  once,  crying :  "  Prepare  to 
meet  thy  God ! " 

You  say  that  all  this  is  true,  but  how  are  we  to  prepare  ? 
Two  words  will  tell  you :  Repent !  Believe !  That  is,  give 
up  your  sin,  and  be  sorry  for  it.  Take  Christ  for  your 
Saviour.  Hold  on  to  Him.  There  have  been  a  great  many 
inventions  by  which  we  can  travel  in  different  directions  ;  but 
there  has  been  no  new  invention  for  getting  to  heaven.  One 
road,  one  door,  one  salvation,  and  that  is  Jesus  Christ,  the 
Lord ;  and  if  you  shall,  this  moment,  by  faith,  take  hold  of 
Him,  and  say :  "  Oh,  Lord  Jesus,  I  have  heard  that  Thou 
didst  die  for  sinners;  I  am  a  sinner,  and  plead  for  thy 
mercy ; "  if  you  can  in  earnestness  and  faith  say  that,  then 
you  are  prepared  to  meet  God  in  sickness,  and  trouble,  and 
death,  and  in  judgment,  and  through  all  eternity. 

That  must  have  been  an  exciting  scene  when  Florence 
Nightingale  came  into  the  Crimean  war,  and  with  her  own 
hand  administered  to  ten  thousand  wounded  men  lying  along 
the  banks  of  the  Bosphorus.  It  is  said  that  when  she  came 
with  the  lint,  and  the  bandages,  and  the  cordials,  the  tears 
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staa*ted  down  the  cheeks  oi  the  men,  and  with  the  stump  of 
the  arm.  that  had  been  amputated  they  waved,  and  huzzaed, 
and  blessed  her  as  she  passed ;  and  that  the  dying  dream  of 
many  a  soldier  was  filled  with  prayer  for  this  angel  of  merty, 
in  the  form  of  Florence  Nightingale.  But,  my  hearers,  oyer 
thy  sick  and  dying  soul,  to-night,  a  fairer  one  bends.  It  is 
the  Angel  of  the  Covenant — Jesus — the  life  for  all  the  dead. 

CAN   YOU  NOT   LOVE   HIM? 

A  mother  was  telling  her  little  child  about  Christ,  and 
that  He  had  no  place  to  lay  His  head.  The  child  said: 
"  Oh !  ma,  I  wish  I  had  been  there.  I  would  have  given 
TfiTn  my  pillow."  Are  you  not  ready  to  take  this  Christ, 
and  let  HiuL  put  down  His  weary  head  on  the  pillow  of  thy 
warmest  affections  ?  If  so,  then  come  time  or  eternity ; 
come  health  or  sickness ;  come  prosperity  or  adversity — all 
is  well.  No  terror.  No  darkness.  Great  peace  for  those  who 
put  their  trust  in  God  ;  but  until  you  have  attended  to  that, 
hear  the  cannonade  of  my  text:  "Prepare  to  meet  thy  God  I" 
Defy  no  longer  the  Lord  that  bought.  Bush  not  upon  the 
thick  bosses  of  His  buckler.  "Consider  this  now,  ye  that  for- 
get God,  lest  I  tear  you  in  pieces  and  there  be  none  to  deliver." 

A  &iend  of  mine  had  a  little  child  dying,  a  few  weeks 

ago,  and  he  said  that  the  little  one,  in  the  last  hours,  was 

very  happy.     He  knelt  down  by  her,  and  said :  "  My  dear, 

shall  I  pray  for  you  ?  "     She  rejilied :  "  Yes,  yes."    He  said : 

"  What  shall  I  pray  for  ?  "     "  Well,"  she  said,  "  you  might 

pray  that  I  might  get  my  breath  easier."    And  then  the 

father  took  the  child's  hand  and  prayed,  and  when  he  was 

through  the  prayer,  she  said :  "  Papa !  it  seems  as  you  hold 

one   of  my  hands,  Jesus  holds  the  other."    And  I    have 

thought,  to-night,  that  while  I  take  one  of  your  hands  in 

earnest  imploration  for  your  eternal  salvation,  Jesus  might 

take  your  other  hand,  and  say:    "0,   weary,  wandering, 

troubled  sinning  soul,  I  will  give  thee  rest." 

c—2 
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CEOOKED    PLOUGHma. 

"  No  man  having  put  his  hand  to  the  plough  and  lookuig  back,  is  fit  for 
the  kingdom  of  God.  — Luke  ix.  62. 

CHRIST'S  illustrations  were  drawn  from  every-day  life, 
We  hardly  ever  find  Him  making  any  allusion  to 
Grecian  or  Egyptian  antiquities.  You  always  immediately 
know  what  He  means.  We  who  speak  in  prayer-meetings, 
and  Sabbath- schools,  and  pulpits,  might  learn  many  a  prac- 
tical lesson  from  Him  in  that  respect.  It  is  often  the  case 
tlisit  the  illustration  is  so  elaborate  and  learned,  that  the 
audience  find  harder  work  in  understanding  the  illustration 
than  the  subject  which  we  propose  to  illustrate.  But  it  was 
not  so  with  Christ.  His  comparisons  were  as  plain  as  that 
white  is  white  and  black  is  black ;  and  the  most  illiterate 
man  that  ever  heard  Jesus  talk  knew  immediately  what  he 
meant. 

Well,  Christ  was  gathering  up  His  friends  and  associates. 
He  wanted  to  test  their  earnestness  by  demanding  instan- 
taneous discipleship.  He  wanted  them  immediately  to 
become  His  followers,  or  not  at  all.  There  was  a  man 
standing  there  who  said  that  he  really  intended  to  become 
one  of  Christ's  disciples,  but  he  wanted  to  go  home  first  and 
say  good-bye  to  his  friends,  and  make  arrangements  before  he 
undertook  the  Christian  sei*vice.  Christ  would  not  consent 
to  that.  He  knew  very  well  jbhat  if  that  man  went  back,  his 
family  would  persuade  him  to  stay,  and  he  would  never  enter 
into  the  discipleship ;  and,  therefore,  Christ  expresses  His 
dissent  to  the  proposition  of  the  man  in  the  words  of  my 
text:  "No  man  having  put  his  hand  to  the  plough  and 
looking  back,  is  fit  for  the  kingdom  of  God." 

Many  of  us  were  brought  up  in  the  country,  and  wo 
learned  how  to  plough.  It  seems  a  very  easy  process  to  a 
man  who  has  never  tried,  as  he  stands  looking  over  the 
fence  and  sees  the  plough  glide  smoothly  through  the  field. 
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One  would  thinli  all  you  have  to  do,  would  be  to  take  liold 
of  the  handles  and  put  the  point  of  the  colter  in  the  sod,  -and 
then  tell  the  horses  to  start ;  but  to  send  the  plough  throug^i 
at  equal  depth  of  earth,  and,  without  being  stopped  by  stone 
or  stump,  make  a  clear,  straight  furrow  from  one  end  to  the 
other,  requires  a  good  deal  of  care.  Many  a  one  has  lost 
his  patience  in  the  process,  and  when  he  first  began  to 
plough,  has  been  knocked  flat  by  the  plough  handles.  Here 
is  a  boy  that  attempts  to  plough,  but  instead  of  keeping  his 
eye  on  the  beam  of  the  plough  or  on  the  horses  that  are 
dragging  the  plough,  he  is  looking  this  way  and  that,  some- 
times looking  back  to  the  end  of  the  field  from  which  he 
started.  The  husbandman  comes  down  in  the  field  and  says  : 
"  My  boy,  you  will  never  make  a  ploughman  in  that  way. 
You  must  keep  yolir  eye  on  your  work,  or  I  shall  discharge* 
you,  and  put  some  one  else  in  your  place.  See  here,  what 
a  crooked  furrow  you  have  been  making."  Now,  it  is  this 
illustration  that  Christ  presents  in  order  to  show  up  the 
folly  of  that  man  who,  once  having  started  toward  heaven,  is 
averted  this  way  and  that,  often  looking  back  to  the  place 
from  which  he  started.  '*  No  man  having  put  his  hand  to 
the  plough  and  looking  back,  is  fit  for  the  kingdom  of 
God." 

I  stand  before  many  who  have  been  roused  to  religious 
consideration,  and  some  of  them  passed  on  into  the  life  of 
the  Gospel,  and  we  have  nothing  for  them  this  morning  but 
congratulation  and  good  cheer.  Others  have  not  got  so  far 
as  that.  They  heard  it  thunder,  they  were  awakened  from 
their  lethargy,  their  prayerless  lips  began  to  move  in  peti- 
tion. Prom  being  inattentive  hearers,  you  could  see  they 
were  afEected  with  a  very  deep  anxiety.  They  asked  the 
question  of  the  gaoler.  Tripped  up  by  the  misfortunes  of 
life,  they  felt  the  need  of  something  better  than  earthly 
solace.     Under  the  uplifted  battle-axe  of  disaster,  they  fek 
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tbej  must  have  a  helmet.  They  were  importimate  for  a 
while.  Mmistering  spirits,  who  watched  the  state  of  the 
soul,  were  ready  to  strike  exultation  over  their  return.  They 
•had  started.  They  had  their  hands  on  the  plough.  The 
barren  soil  of  the  heart  began  to  upturn  in  preparation  for 
a  glorious  harvest.  But  mid-furrow,  the  plough  stopped. 
They  looked  back,  and  showed  they  were  not  fit  for  the 
kingdom  of  God.  They  halted,  some  of  them  never  again 
to  start — others  to  be  persuaded  by  the  Spirit  of  God, 
through  this*  morning's  sermon,  to  resume  their  duty. 

I  remark,  that  many  surrender  their  religious  impressions 
because,  like  this  man  in  the  text,  they  do  not  wamt  to  give  wp 
their  frieTids  and  connections.  The  probability  is  that  the 
majority  of  your  friends  are  imchristian.  You  do  not  want 
•  to  turn  your  back  upon  them.  You  do  not,  by  your  action, 
want  seemingly  to  condemn  their  behaviour:  and  so  the  wife 
waits  for  the  husband  to  come  to  Christ,  and  so  the  husband 
waits  for  the  wife  to  come  to  Ohrist,  and  they  neither  come. 
One  in  life !  One  in  death !  One  in  the  loss  of  the  soul !  And 
so  there  are  children  who  do  not  come  because  parents  do  not 
come.  They  say:  "If  religion  were  really  anything 
particular,  father  would  attend  to  it.  If  religion  were  any- 
thing very  important,  I  am  sure  my  mother  would  attend  to 
it.  They  stay  out  of  the  kingdom  and  I  will  stay."  Ah,  it 
was  not  so  with  the  serving-maid  in  the  house  of  Naaman 
the  leper.  Amid  all  the  grand  surroundings  that  were 
hostile  to  religion,  she  maintained  her  Mth  in  God,  and 
l^ough  her  instrumentality  her  master  was  cured  of  the 
leprosy.  But  I  need  not  go  to  history  to  find  instances 
where  men  have  maintained  the  faith  of  the  Gospel  notwith- 
standing the  most  bitter  hostilities.  Go  to  that  cabinet 
warehouse,  go  to  that  machine  shop,  go  to  that  dry-goods 
store,  and  you  will  find  men  faithful  to  Christ,  while  all 
around  is  jeering  and  caricature.    But  there  are  some  who 
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cannot  serve  God  alone.  They  resolve  to  start  heavenward ; 
hut  one  good  round  of  laughing  scorn  at  the  supper-table 
ends  all  their  religious  impressions.  They  want  to  get  to 
heaven ;  but  they  cannot  endure  the  domestic  opposition, 
the  social  opposition.  They  put  their  hand  to  the  plough, 
and  say :  ''  Witness,  ye  men  and  angels,  this  day  I  take 
Ohrist,  and  start  for  heaven ; "  but  to-morrow  they  look 
back.  Down  at  the  club-house  one  day,  they  say :  "  Where 
is  Mr.  So-and-so?  I  have  not  seen  him  here  for  four  or 
five  weeks."  "Oh,"  says  some  one,  "he  is  attending  re- 
ligious meetings."  After  awhile,  the  new  convert  goes  amid 
those  old  associates,  and  when  they  see  him  coming,  they 
say :  "  Oh,  here  comes  our  Christian.  How  solemn  he  looks. 
Mighty  good  he  has  got  to  be,  hasn't  he  P  Come,  now, 
you're  a  Christian  they  tell  me;  just  get  down  here  and 
pray  for  us,  and  whistle  one  of  your  old  church  tunes. 
What !  kshamed  to  do  it  ?  I  thought  you  were  a  hypocrite. 
Tou  like  sin  just  as  well  as  you  ever  did."  Oh,  to  stand  that 
bombardment,  to  be  thrown  out  of  old  companionship,  to  be 
tabooed,  and  caricatured,  and  pointed  at,  is  like  cutting  off 
the  right  arm,  or  plucking  out  the  right  eye,  and  you  cannot 
stand  it.  Triumph  over  those  influences :  many  have.  Go 
down  under  them  :  many  do. 

Again,  I  remark :  that  sometimes  people  surrender  their 
religious  impressions  because  they  want  to  take  one  more  look 
at  sin.  They  resolved  that  they  would  give  up  sinful  in- 
dulgence, but  they  have  been  hankering  for  them  ever  since, 
thirsty  for  them,  and  finally  they  conclude  to  go  into  them. 
So  there  is  a  man  who,  under  the  influence  of  the  Spirit, 
'resolved  he  would  become  a  Christian,  and  as  a  preliminary 
step  he  ceases  profanity.  That  was  the  temptation  and  the 
sin  of  his  life.  After  awhile,  he  says :  "  I  don't  know  as  it's 
worth  while  for  me  to  be  curbing  my  temper  at  all  times — to 
be  so  particular  about  my  speech.    Some  of  the  most  dis- 
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tinguislied  men  in  tlie  world  have  been  profane.  Benjamin 
Wade  swears,  Stephen  A.  Douglass  used  to  swear,  General 
Jackson  swore  at  the  battle  of  New  Orleans,  and  if  men  like 
that  swear,  I  can;  and  I  am  not  responsible  anyhow  for  what 
I  do  when  I  get  provoked."  And  so  the  man  who,  resolving 
on  heaven,  quits  his  profanity,  goes  back  to  it.  In  other 
words,  as  the  Bible  describes  it,  "the  dog  returns  to  its 
vomit  again,  and  the  sow  that  is  washed  to  her  wallowing  in 
the  mire." 

"  But,"  says  a  man :  "  I  will  for  Christ  give  up  sharp  prac- 
tices in  business.  I  once  was  fraudulent ;  I  will  cease  to  be 
fraudulent,  even  respectably  fraudulent."  But  the  time 
passes  on,  and  one  day  he  wakes  up  and  says  :  "  I  find  that 
men  in  my  branch  of  business  overreach.  I  don't  know  why 
I  shoidd  be  blamed  if  sometimes  I  should  overreach.  Be^ 
sides  that  it  is  impossible  to  be  severely  honest  in  this  day, 
and  a  man  must  make  a  living.  Religion  may  do  very  well 
for  the  church,  but  it  don't  work  in  the  store."  So  the  man 
goes  back  to  his  old  sharp  practices  in  business,  forgetful  of 
the  Bible  warning:  "As  a  partridge  sitteth  on  eggs  and 
hatcheth  them  not,  so  riches  got  by  fraud  ;  a  man  shall  leave 
them  in  the  midst  of  his  days,  and  at  the  end  he  shall  be  a 
fool."  0,  my  friends,  there  are  ten  thousand  witcheries, 
which,  after  a  man  has  started  for  heaven,  compel  him  to 
look  back. 

I  remark,  again :  there  are  many  who  surrender  their  reli- 
gious  impressions  because  tliey  want  ease  from  spiritual 
aivxidy.  They  have  been  talking  about  their  immortal  soul, 
they  have  been  wondering  about  the  day  of  judgment,  they 
have  been  troubling  themselves  about  a  great  many  questions 
in  regard  to  religion,  and  they  do  not  find  peace  immediately, 
and  they  say :  "  Here,  I'll  give '  it  all  up.  I  will  not  bo 
bothered  any  more ; "  and  so  they  get  rest ;  but  it  is  the 
rest  of  the  drowning  man  who,  after  half-an-hour  battling 
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in  til  tlie  waves,  says :  "  There's  no  use ;  I  can't  swim  ashore ; 

I'll  drown ;"  and  he  goes  down.     Oh,  we  do  not  hide  the  fact 

that  to  become  a  Christian  demands  the  gathering  up  of  all 

the  energies  of  the  soul.     We  do  not  deny  the  fact  that 

there  may  he  strong  cryings  out  and  tears,  that  there  may 

be  sleepless  nights,  that  there  may  be  loss  of  appetite  until 

food  shall  become  loathsome  ;  but  who  are  we  that,  having 

fought  God  for  twenty  or  thirty  years,  should  become  spiteful 

and  rebellious  because  in  one  day  or  houi%   or  in  one  week 

or  month,  we  do  not  find  pardon  ?     I  have  known  men  who, 

after  forty  or  fifty  years  contending  against  God,  warring  with 

all  the  concentrated  passions  and  powers  of  their  nature  against 

the  Lord  Almighty,  indignant  because  at  the  first  prayer 

they  did  not  get  the  mercy.    Alas  !  alas  !  if  after  a  few  tears 

and  a  few  struggles  we  surrender  our  religious  impressions, 

and  in  a  matter  about  which  we  can  afford  to  make  no 

mistake,  we  look  back. 

I  see  there  are  many  souls  here,  to-day,  all  surrounded  by 

temptations  that  would  keep  them  away  from  God  and 

heaven — temptations  to  the  right,  temptations  to  the  left, 

temptations  behind  them,  temptations  before  them — and  I 

tell  you  now,  that  your  only  deliverance  is  in  the  strength  of 

the  Lord  God  Almighty,  to  trample  them  down  and  go  on 

getting  the  victory  through  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,     Alas ! 

if  you  surrender  and  are  cut  to  pieces  by  the  bombardment 

from  all  sides,    your  only    way  out  is  forward,   into   the 

liberty  and  light  of  the  Gospel.     Alas !    if  now  you  look 
back. 

I  have  to  remark  that  the  vast  majority  of  those  who  once 

•saw  their  duty,  and  started  heavenward,  but  have  looked 

back,  never  start  again.     There    is    nothing  short  of  the 

thunders  of  the  last  day  that  will  rouse  them,  and  that  will 

be  too  late.    I  think  out  of  every  hundred  cases  there  are 

not  more  tlian  one  or  two  that  ever  start  heavenward  again. 
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1  do  not  know  that  there  is  more  than  one  out  of  a  thousand. 
Having  started  and  stopped,  they  stop  for  ever,  so  far  as 
religious  impressions  are  concerned,     iffisfortunes  come-no 
Divine  alleviation  for  them.     Sickness  comes — no  Divine 
physician  for  them.     Death  comes — no  Divine  warmth  to 
take  ofE  the  chill,  or  heavenly  lamp  to  illumine  the  dark- 
ness.    They  die,  crying :  "  No  hope !  "  and  plunging  down 
into  bottomless  depth,  the  winds  whistle  it :  "  No  hope ! "  ' 
and  destroyed  spirits  re-echo  it:   "No  hope!"   and  ever- 
lasting ages  hand  it  on  to  everlasting  ages ; — ^but  there  is  no 
liope.     They  started,  they  stopped,  they  looked  back,  and 
that  ended  their  opportunities  for  salvation.     But,  as  I  have 
just  now  remarked,  there  are  exceptions  to  the  rule,  and  I 
preach   this  morning  to  those  exceptions.     I  want  to  tell 
those  who  have  begun  to  seek  after  God,  but  have  sur- 
rendered their  religious  impressions,  of  a  Saviour's  com- 
passion and  the  bleeding  cross  of  a  dying  Jesus : 

"  Sinfhl  soal,  what  hast  thon  done  ? 
Crucified  the  eternal  Son." 

Oh,  how  could  you  look  back?    Did  you  not  know  it  was 
at  fearful  hazard  P  that  the  death  angel  might  smite  you  f 
that  the  door  nught  shut  ?  that  the  spirit  might  fly  away 
and  leave  you  undone  and   desolate?    Oh,  what  a  mercy 
that  God  spared  you ;  that  when  you  looked  back  God  did 
not  look  back ;  that  when  you  stopped  praying,  God  did  not 
siop  beseeching ;   that  the  blood  of  the  atonement,  upon 
which  you  put  your  ungrateful  foot,  did  not  cry  out  in  ven- 
geance against  your  soul !     I  look  upon  you  with  amazement. 
I  thrill  with  horror  at  the  risk  you  ran.    I  feel  as  if  to-day 
I  must  with  unwonted  earnestness  lay  hold  that  soul,  lest 
the  mandate  from  the  throne  go  forth:  "Cut  him  down! 
why  cimibereth   he   the   ground?"     Oh,  God,   spare  him 
another  hour.     Hold  back  the  decree.     Knock  once  more  at 
the  iron  gate  of  his  soul.     Fly,  messenger  of  salvation  and 
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nifbke  quick  work  ere  it  be  too  late.  But  why  should  I,  my 
brother,  plead  with  you  about  your  duty  when  you  know  it 
better  than  I  can  tell  you  ?  Ministers  of  religion  may  get 
some  novelty  of  expression  and  some  originality  of  illustra- 
tion ;  but,  after  all,  we  feel  that  we  are  announcing  the  same 
old  truths  that  have  been  ringing  through  the  Church  of 
Ohrist  for  ages.  Indeed,  we  dare  preach  no  other  doctrine, 
for  the  apostle  says :  "  K  any  one,  though  he  be  an  angel 
from  heaven,  preach  any  other  gospel,  let  him  be  accursed." 
Yes,  my  friends,  you  know  all  this  story.  You  will  not  in 
the  last  great  day  be  able  to  plead  ignorance.  You  know  if 
you  die  out  of  Christ,  you  die  for  ever.  You  know  that 
the  days  of  your  probation  on  earth  are  so  uncertain  that 
nothing  can  be  more  uncertain.  You  know  that  in  propor- 
tion as  the  soul's  opportunities  for  salvation  have  been 
numerous  and  elevated,  its  last  account  will  be  stupendous. 
You  know,  that  beyond  the  margin  of  this  life  there  is 
another  life — a  glorious  heaven  or  an  awful  hell,  and  that 
towards  one  of  those  destinies  you  are  speeding  swifter  than 
the  lightning !  You  know  all  that.  You  know  it  so  well 
that  you  can  never  say  you  did  not  know  it.  Could  you 
blame  Gk)d  if  He  should  cease  importuning?  Could  you 
blame  the  Holy  Ghost  if  He  should  be  gone  ?  Could  you  blame 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  if  He  should  say :  ^'  I  have  done.  I 
plead  with  that  man.  He  has  rejected  me.  Now  I  will 
reject  Him."  What  plea,  what  excuse  could  you  make  at 
the  last  day  ?  Could  you  say :  "  I  never  had  any  chance  ?  " 
Why,  the  open  books  of  judgment  would  show  you  the  record 
of  Sabbaths — sermons — ^ten  thousand  religious  advantages. 
Would  you  say :  "  I  never  was  warned  P  "  The  story  would 
be  told  on  that  day  that  you  were  often  impressed  with  the 
uncertainty  of  life  ;  men  falling  on  either  side  of  you ;  acci- 
dents crashing  into  eternity  some  you  knew  right  well,  and 
whom  you  knew  were  not  resBdy  to  go.    Would  you  say  on 
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that  day :  "  I  could  not  convert  myself "  ?  God  would  re- 
ply :  "  I  was  ready  at  your  call,  by  my  omnipotent  spirit,  to 
convert  you."  Ah,  no,  my  brother,  on  that  day,  if  you  neg- 
lect what  I  tell  you  this  morning,  you  will  be  speechless.  The 
voice  of  your  conscience  affirming  the  stem  decrees  of  God, 
it  will  need  no  sentence  from  the  throne — ^you  will  utter  your 
own  sentence.  It  will  need  no  implement  of  torture — ^your 
conscience  will  be  the  inquisition.  God  will  not  push  you 
off,  you  will  jump  off.  No  apology  to  make.  No  possible- 
escape.  Then  and  there  you  will  see  the  a-wful  mistake  you 
made  in  this  world — having  put  your  hand  to  the  Gospel 
plough,  in  an  evil  hour,  tempted  of  the  devil  and  allured  by 
a  sinful  world,  you  looked  back.  If  you  should  sell  a  thou- 
sand dollars'  worth  of  goods  and  get  for  them  a  worthless 
note,  if  you  should  go  into  a  speculation  and  your  partner 
in  the  speculation  should  go  off  with  all  the  funds,  you  would 
not  be  so  thoroughly  cheated  as  you  have  been  ten  thousand 
times  cheated  about  your  soul ;  and  Satan,  encouraged  by  the- 
fact  that  he  has  robbed  you  successfully  so  often,  attempts  now 
to  swindle  you  out  of  heaven.  There  are  some  of  you  to  whom 
God  has  given  very  large  faculties  for  usefulness.  If  you  had 
come  into  the  kingdom  of  God,  you  might  have  made  the 
Ohurch  of  Christ  rejoice  long  ago,  and  what  vast  usefulness* 
you  might  have  accomplished  with  the  mental  furniture  which 
God  gave  you.  And  yet,  I  think,  that  you  are  ready  to- 
admit  this  morning,  that  so  far  as  your  own  soul  is  concerned,, 
and  so  far  as  the  welfare  of  others  is  concerned,  your  life  has 
been  a  failure,  and  the  only  question  is  now,  whether  the 
few  remaining  years  of  your  life  shall  go  in  the  same  direc- 
tion. Oh,  if  at  last,  you  have  a  deliberate  going  out  of  this 
world ;  if  lying  down  to  die,  you  know  you  are  going  to  die,, 
and  you  have  an  opportunity  of  looking  back  upon  your  life,. 
I  am  afraid  that  your  pillow  will  be  very  hard  and  thorny. 
That  must  be  a  mighty  Catholicon  which  can  soothe  the- 
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anguish  of  a  man  looking  back  upon  a  wasted  life.  Amid 
the  chief  sorrows  of  that  day  to  you  will  be  the  consideration 
that  YOU  once  were  almost  disenthralled  from  sin,  that  once 
you  did  quite  make  up  your  mind  to  seek  after  God,  and  did 
really  start  heavenward,  and  put  your  hands  on  the  plough 
— ^but  lacking  in  persistence  of  purpose,  and  wrongly  esti- 
mating the  hazards  you  ran,  and  deceived  by  the  fatal  spirit 
of  procrastination,  you  looked  back. 
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**  What  mean  ye  by  these  stones  ?  "  —Joshua  iv.  6. 

YOU  are  wiser  than  most  people  if  you  have  not  mixed 
in  your  mind  the  passage  of  the  Bed  Sea  and  the 
passage  of  the  Jordan.  The  scenery  is  different,  and  the 
lessons  to  be  learned  from  them  are  different.  The  Jordan, 
like  the  Mississippi,  has  bluffs  on  the  one  side  and  flats  on 
the  other.  Here  and  there  a  sycamore  shadows  it.  Here  and 
there  a  willow  dii)s  into  it.  In  the  months  of  April  and  May 
the  snows  on  Mount  Lebanon  thaw  and  flow  down  into  the 
valley,  and  then  Jordan  overflows  its  banks.  Then  it  is  wide, 
deep,  raging,  and  impetuous.  At  this  season  of  the  year  1 
hear  the  tramp  of  forty  thousand  armed  men  coming  down  to 
cross  the  river.  You  say,  why  do  they  not  go  up  nearer  the 
rise  of  the  river  at  the  old  camel  ford  ?  Ah !  my  friends,  it 
is  because  it  is  not  safe  to  go  around  when  the  Lord  tells  lis 
to  go  ahead.  The  Israelites  had  been  going  around  forty 
years,  and  they  had  enough  of  it.  I  do  not  know  how  it  is 
with  you,  my  brethren,  but  I  have  always  got  into  trouble 
when  I  went  around,  but  always  got  into  safety  when  I 
went  ahead. 

There  spreads  out  the  Jordan,  a  raging  torrent,  much  of 
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it  snow-water  just  come  down  from  the  moimtain-top ;  and 
I  see  some  of  the  Israelites  shivering  at  the  idea  of  plimgins; 
in,  and  one  soldier  says  to  his  comrade,  '*  Joseph,  can  you 
swim  ?  "  And  another  says :  "  If  we  get  across  this  stream 
we  will  get  there  with  wet  clothes  and  with  damaged 
armour,  and  the  Ganaanites  will  slash  us  to  pieces  with 
their  swords  before  we  get  up  the  other  bank."  But  it  is 
no  time  to  halt. 

THE   GBEAT   HOST  MABOHES   ON. 

The  priests  carrying  the  ark  go  ahead,  the  people  follow.  I 
hear  the  tramp  of  the  great  multitude.  The  priests  have 
now  come  within  a  stone's  throw  of  the  water.  Yet  still 
there  is  no  abatement  of  the  flood.  Now  they  have  come 
within  four  or  five  feet  of  the  stream;  but  there  is  no 
abatement  of  the  flood.  Bad  prospect!  It  seems  as  if 
these  Israelites  that  crossed  the  desert  are  now  going  to  be 
drowned  in  sight  of  Canaan.  But  "  Forward  !  "  is  the  cry. 
The  command  rings  all  along  the  line  of  the  host.  "  For- 
ward !  "  Now  the  priests  have  come  within  one  step  of  the 
river.  This  time  they  lift  their  feet  frOm  the  solid  ground, 
and  put  them  down  into  the  raging  stream.  No  sooner  are 
then*  feet  there  than  Jordan  flies.  On  the  right  hand  God 
piles  up  a  great  mountain  of  floods ;  on  the  left,  the  water 
flows  off  toward  the  sea.  The  great  river,  for  hours,  halts 
and  rears.  The  back  waters,  not  being  able  to  flow  over  the 
passing  Israelites,  pile  wave  on  wave,  until  perhaps  a  sea- 
bird  would  find  some  difficidty  in  scaling  the  water  cliff. 
Now  the  priests  and  all  the  people  have  gone  over  on  dry 
land.  The  water  on  the  left  hand  side  by  this  time  has 
reached  the  sea ;  and  now  that  the  miraculous  passage  has 
been  made,  stand  back  and  see  this  stupenduous  pile  of 
waters  leap.  God  takes  his  hand  from  that  wall  of  floods, 
and  like  a  hundred  cataracts  they  plunge  and  roar  in  thun 
drpus  triumph  to  the  sea. 
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How  are  ihej  to  celebrate  this  passage  ?  Shall  it  be  with 
music  ?  I  suppose  the  trumpets  and  cymbals  were  all  worn 
out  before  this.  Shall  it  be  with  banners  waving  ?  Oh !  no ;. 
they  are  all  faded  and  torn.  Josliua  cries  out :  "  I  will  tell 
you  how  to  celebrate  this :  build  a  monument  here  to  com- 
memorate the  eyent ; "  and  every  priest  puts  a  heavy  stone 
GD,  hiB  shoulder,  and  marches  out  and  drops  that  stone  in 
the  Divinely-appointed  place.  I  see  the  pile  growing  in 
height,  in  breadth,  in  significance ;  and,  in  after  years,  men 
went  by  that  spot  and  saw  this  monument,  and  cried  out  one 
to  another,  in  fulfilment  of  the  prophecy  of  the  text :  "  What 
mean  ye  by  these  stones  ?  " 

Blessed  be  Grod,  he  did  not  leave  our  church — I  mean  this 
particular  church — down  in  the  wilderness !  We  wandered 
about  for  a  while,  and  some  people  said  we  had  better  take 
this  route  ;  and  others,  that  route.  Some  said  we  had  better 
go  back,  and  some  said  there  were  sons  of  Anak  in  the  way 
that  would  eat  us  up;  and  before  the  smoke  had  cleared 
away  from  the  sky  after  our  Tabernacle  had  been  consumed, 
people  stood  on  the  very  site  of  the  place  and  said :  "  This 
church  will  never  again  be  built.'*  Our  enemies  laughed 
among  themselves  and  said :  "  Aha,  aha ! "  Meanwhile  the 
rubbish  was  being  cleared  away,  the  foundation  was  being 
laid,  and  the  pillars  were  being  lifted ;  and,  instead  of  the 
temporary  structure  in  which  we  worshipped,  we  have  this 
building,  in  which  we  hope  the  people  of  God  will  worship 
Him  for  himdreds  and  hundreds  of  years.  We  came  down 
to  the  bank  of  the  Jordan ;  we*  looked  off  upon  the  waters. 
Some  of  the  sympathy  that  was  expressed  turned  out  to  be^ 
snow-water  melted  from  the  top  of  Lebanon.  Some  said: 
"You  had  better  not  go  in;  you  will  get  your  feet  wet." 
But  we  waded  in,  pastor  and  people,  further  and  further,  and 
in  some  way,  the  Lord  only  knows  how,  we  got  through ;, 
and  to-night  I  go  all  around  about  this  great  .house^  erected 
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by  your  prayers,  and  sympathies,  and  sacrifices,  and  cry  out 
in  the  words  of  my  text : 

"what   MEAN  TE  BY  THESE   STONES?" 

It  is  an  outrage  to  biuld  a  house  like  this,  occupying  so 
much  room  in  a  crowded  thoroughfare,  and  with  such  vast 
toil  and  outlay,  unless  there  be  some  tremendous  reasons  for 
doing  it ;  and  so,  my  friends,  I  pursue  you  to-night  with  the 
question  of  my  text,  and  I  demand  of  these  trustees,  and  of 
these  elders,  and  of  all  who  have  assisted  in  the  building  of 
this  structure: 

"  What  mean  ye  by  these  stones." 

In  the  first  place,  we  mean  that  they  shall  be  an  earthly 
residence  for  Christ.  Dear  Jesus !  He  did  not  have  much 
of  a  home  when  He  was  here.  Who  and  where  is  that 
child  crying  ?  It  is  Jesus,  bom  in  an  out-house.  Where  is 
that  hard  breathing  ?  It  is  Jesus,  asleep  on  a  rock.  Who 
is  that  in  the  back  part  of  the  fishing-smack,  with  a  sailor's 
rough  overcoat  thrown  over  Him  ?  It  is  Jesus,  the  worn- 
out  voyager.  O  Jesus !  is  it  not  time  that  Thou  hadst  a 
house  ?  We  give  Thee  this.  Thou  didst  give  it  to  us  first, 
but  we  give  it  back  to  Thee.  It  is  too  good  for  us,  but  not 
half  good  enough  for  Thee.  Oh  !  come  in  and  take  the  best 
seat  here.  Walk  up  and  down  all  these  aisles.  Speak 
through  these  organ-pipes.  Throw  Thine  arm  over  us  in 
*  these  arches.  In  the  flaming  of  these  chandeliers  speak  to 
us,  saying :  "  I  am  the  light  of  the  world."  O  King !  make 
this  thine  audience-chamber.  Here  proclaim  righteousness 
and  make  treaties.  We  clap  our  hands,  we  uncover  our 
heads,  we  lift  our  ensigns,  we  cry  with  multitudinous  ac- 
clamation until  the  place  rings  and  the  heavens  listen  :  "  O 
King !  live  for  ever  !  " 

Is  it  not  time  that  He  who  was  bom  in  a  stranger's  house 


THE  PILE  OF   STONES  SPEAKING.  33 

and  buried  in  a  stranger's  grave  should  Laye  an  earthly 
house  ?  Come  in,  O  Jesus !  not  the  corpse  of  a  buried 
Christ,  but  a  radiant  and  triumphant  Jesus,  conqueror  of 
earth,  and  heayen,  and  hell. 

"  He  lives,  all  glory  to  His  namci 
He  lives,  my  Jesus,  still  the  same 
Oh,  the  sweet  joy  this  sentence  gives— 
I  know  that  my  Kedecmer  lives." 

Blessed  be  His  glorious  name  for  ever !  ("  Amen.**) 
Again :  if  you  ask  the  question  of  the  text :  "  What  mean 
ye  by  these  stones  ?  "  I  reply  that  we  mean  the  communion  of 
saints.  Do  you  know  that  there  is  not  a  single  denomination 
of  Christians  in  Brooklyn  that  has  not  contributed  something 
towards  the  building  of  this  house  ?  And  if  ever,  standing 
in  this  place,  there  shall  be  a  man  who  shall  try  by  anything 
he  says  to  stir  up  bitterness  between  different  denominations 
of  Christians,  may  his  tongue  falter  and  his  cheek  blanch, 
and  his  heart'  stop  !  My  friends,  if  there  is  any  church  on 
earth  where  there  is  a  mingling  of  all  denominations,  it  is 
our  church.  I  just  wish  that  John  Calvin  and  Armenius,  if 
they  were  not  too  busy,  would  come  out  on  the  battlements 
and  see  us.  Sometimes  in  our  prayer-meetings  I  have  heard 
brethren  use  phrases  of  a  liturgy,  and  we  know  where  they 
came  from ;  and  in  the  same  prayer-meetings  I  have  heard 
brethren  make  audible  ejaculation,  "  Amen !  '*  "  Praise  ye  the 
Lord !  '*  and  we  did  not  have  to  guess  twice  where  they  came 
from.  When  a  man  knocks  at  our  church  door,  if  he  comes 
from  a  sect  where  they  will  not  give  him  a  certificate,  we  say : 
"  Come  in  by  confession  of  faith.'*  While  Adoniram  Judson, 
the  Baptist,  and  John  Wesley,  the  Methodist,  and  John 
Knox,  the  glorious  old  Scotch  Presbyterian,  are  shaking 
hands  in  heaven,  all  churches  on  earth  can  afford  to  come 
into  dose  communication :  "  One  Lord,  one  faith,  one  baptism." 
Oh  my  brethren — ^we  have  had  enough  of  Big  Bethel  fights 
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— ^ihe  14th  New  York  Begiment  fighting  the  15th  Massachu- 
setts Begiment.  Now  let  all  those  who  are  for  Ohiist  and 
stand  on  the  same  side,  go  shoulder  to  shoulder  ("  Amen  "), 
and  this  church  instead  of  having  a  sprinkling  of  the  Divine 
blessing,  go  clear  under  the  wave  in  one  glorious  immersion 
in  the  name  of  the  Father,  and  of  the  Son,  and  of  the  Holy 
Ghost.  I  saw  a  little  child  once,  in  its  dying  hour,  put  one 
aim  around  its  father's  neck,  and  the  other  arm  around  its 
mother's  neck,  and  bring  them  close  down  to  its  dying  lips, 
and  give  a  last  kiss.  Oh,  I  said,  those  two  persons  will  stand 
very  near  to  each  other  always  after  such  an  interlocking. 
The  dying  Christ  puts  one  arm  around  this  denomination  of 
Christians,  and  the  other  arm  around  that  denomination  of 
Christians,  and  He  brings  them  down  to  His  dying  lips, 
while  He  gives  them  this  parting  kiss :  "  My  peace  I  leave 
with  yoiu    My  peace  I  give  imto  you." 

**  How  swift  the  heavenly  course  they  run, 
Whose  hearts,  and  faith,  and  hopes  are  one.'* 

I  heard  a  Baptist  minister  once,  say  that  he  thought  in 
the  M^llATiTinmi  it  would  be  all  one  great  Baptist  church ; 
and  I  heard  a  Methodist  minister  say  that  he  thought  in 
the  great  Millennial  day  it  would  be  all  one  great  Methodist 
church;  and  I  have  known  a  Presbyterian  minister  who 
thought  that  in  the  Millennial  day  it  would  be  all  one  great 
Presbyterian  church.  Now  I  think  they  are  all  mistaken. 
I  think  the  Millennial  church  will  be  a  composite  church ; 
and  just  as  you  may  take  the  best  parts  of  five  or  six 
tunes,  and  under  the  skilful  hands  of  a  Handel,  Mozart,  or 
Beethoven,  oitwine  them  into  one  grand  and  overpowering 
symphony,  so,  I  suppose,  in  the  latter  days  of  the  world, 
God  will  take  the  best  ports  of  ail  denominations  of  Chris- 
tians, and  weave  them  into 

ONE   GBEAT  ECCLESIASTICAL  HABMONY, 

broad  as  the  earth,  and  high  as  the  heavens,  and  that  wiH 
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lye  the  church  of  the  future.  Or,  as  mosaic  is  made  up  of 
jasper,  and  agate,  and  many  precious  stones,  cemented 
together — ^mosaic  a  thousand  feet  square  in  St.  Marks,  or 
mosaic  hoisted  into  colossal- seraphim  in  St.  Sophia — so  I 
suppose  God  will  make,  after  awhile,  one  great  blending  of 
all  creeds,  and  all  faiths,  and  all  Christian  sentiments,  the 
amethyst,  and  the  jasper,  and  the  chalcedony  of  all  difEerent 
'experiences  and  belief,  cemented  side  by  side  in  the  great 
mosaic  of  the  ages;  and  while  the  nations  look  upon  the 
•columns  and  architraves  of  that  stupendous  church  of  the 
future,  and  cry  out:  "What  mean  ye  by  these  stones?" 
there  shall  be  innumerable  voices  to  respond — "We  mean 
the  Lord  God  omnipotent  reigneth."  ("  Hallelujah ! — 
Amen ! ") 

I  remark  again :  we  mean  by  these  stones  the  sahation  of  the 
jpeople.  We  did  not  build  this  church  for  mere  worldly 
reforms,  or  for  an  educational  institution,  or  as  a  platform 
on  which  to  read  essays  and  philosophical  disquisitions ;  but 
a  place  for  the  tremendous  work  of  soul-saving.  Oh,  I  had 
rather  be  the  means  in  this  church  of  having  one  soul  pre- 
pared  for  a  joyful  eternity,  than  five  thousand  sotds  pre- 
pared  for  mere  worldly  success.  All  churches  are  in  two 
classes,  all  communities  in  two  classes,  all  the  race  in  two 
classes— believers  and  unbelievers.  Those  going  into  light, 
these  going  into  darkness.  To  augment  the  number  of  the 
one  and  subtract  from  the  number  of  the  other,  we  built 
this  church ;  and  toward  that  supreme  and  eternal  idea  we 
dedicate  all  our  sermons,  all  our  songs,  all  our  prayers,  all 
our  Sabbath  hand-shakings.  We  want  to  throw  defection 
Bto  the  enemies'  ranks.  We  want  to  make  them  either  sure 
render  unconditionally  to  Christ,  or  else  fly  in  rout,  scatter- 
ing the  way  with  canteens,  blankets,  and  knapsacks.  We 
want  to  popularise  Christ.  We  would  like  to  tell  the  story 
of  His  love  here  until  men  would  feel  that  they  had  rather 
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die  than  live  another  hour  without  His  sympathy,  and  love, 
and  mercy.  We  want  to  rouse  up  an  enthusiasm  for  Him 
greater  than  was  felt  for  Nathaniel  Lyon  when  he  rode  along 
the  ranks — greater  than  was  exhibited  for  Wellington  when 
he  came  back  from  Waterloo — greater  than  was  expressed 
for  Napoleon  when  he  stepped  ashore  from  Elba.  Wo  really 
believe  in  this  place  Christ  will  enact  the  same  scenes  that 
were  enacted  by  Him  when  He  landed  in  the  Orient ;  and 
there  will  be  such  an  opening  of  blind  eyes,  and  im.stopping 
of  deaf  ears,  and  casting  out  of  unclean  spirits — sudi 
silencing  bestormed  G^nnesarets  as  shall  make  this  house 
memorable  five  hundred  years  after  you  and  I  are  dead  and 
forgotten.  Oh,  my  friends,  we  want  but  one  revival  in  this 
church,  that  beginning  now  and  running  on  to  the  day  whea 
the  chisel  of  time,  that  brings  down  even  St.  Paul's  and  the 
Pyramids,  shall  bring  this  house  into  the  dust.  We  want 
the  host  of  newly-converted  souls  who  shall  next  Sabbath 
morning  pass  in  review  by  this  sacramental  table — ^we  want 
them  only  the  first  regiment  of  a  great  army  that  will  take 
this  place  on  their  way  to  glory. 

But  since  there  are  so  many  uncertainties  ahead,  perhaps 
we  had  better  begin  now  the  work  of  salvation  ("Amen"). 
Oh,  that  this  day  of  dedication  might  be  the  day  of  eman- 
cipation of  all  imprisoned  souls.     My  friends, 

DO   NOT   MAKE   THE   BLUNDER 

of  the  ship  carpenters  in  Noah's  time,  who  helped  to  build 
the  ark,  but  did  not  get  into  it.  Q-od  forbid  that  you  who 
have  been  so  generous  in  building  this  church,  should  not 
get  under  its  saving  influence.  "Come  thou  and  all  thy 
house  into  the  ark."  Do  you  think  a  man  is  safe  out  of 
Christ  ?  Not  one  day,  not  one  hour,  not  one  minute,  not 
one  second.  Three  or  four  years  ago,  you  remember,  a  rail 
train  broke  down  a  bridge  on  the  way  to  Albany,  and  after 
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the  catastrophe,  they  were  looking  around  among  the  tim- 
bers  of  the  crushed  bridge  and  the  fallen  train,  and  found 
the  conductor.  He  was  dying,  and  had  only  strength  to  say 
one  thing,  and  that  was :  ''  hoist  the  flag  for  the  next  train." 
So  there  came  up  to  us  to-night,  Toices  from  the  eternal 
chasm  of  darkness,  and  sin,  and  death,  telling  us:  ''You 
cannot  save  me,  but  save  those  who  come  after  me.  Lift  the 
warning.  Blow  the  trumpet,  give  the  alarm.  Hoist  the  flag 
for  the  next  train." 

Oh !  that  to-night  my  Lord  Jesus  would  sweep  his  arm 
around  this  great  audience,  and  take  you  all  to  his  holy 
heart.  You  will  never  see  so  good  a  time  for  personal  con- 
secration as  now.  "  What  mean  ye  by  these  stones  ?  "  We 
mean  your  redemption  from  sin,  and  death,  and  hell,  by  the 
power  of  an  omnipotent  Gospel.  Lord  G-od  Almighty,  with 
Thy  presence  now  shake  this  house  from  foundation  to  cap- 
stone. Stretch  out  Thine  arm.  Here  is  the  sacrifice.  Lord 
God  of  Elijah,  answer  by  fire. 

Well,  the  Brooklyn  Tabernacle  is  erected  again.  The 
Sabbath  after  the  old  Tabernacle  was  burned,  in  the  Academy 
of  Music,  in  December,  1872, 1  prophesied  this  building.  I 
said  it  would  be  dedicated  in  1873.  I  made  a  mistake  of  onlv 
two  months.  Would  to  God  that  had  been  the  largest  mistake 
I  had  ever  made.  But  now  that  it  is  done,  it  more  than 
pleases  us.  We  came  here  to-night  not  to  dedicate  it.  That 
was  done  this  morning  by  an  illustrious  company  of  Christian 
ministers  of  every  name ;  and  that  eloquent  and  thrilling 
sermon  still  rings  through  and  through  our  soul,  telling  us 
that  "  the  glory  of  the  second  house  shall  be  greater  than 
that  of  the  first."  God  grant  it !  But  I  am  here  to  preach 
the  dedication  sermon  of  all  your  hearts.  In  the  Episcopal 
and  Methodist  Churches,  they  have  a  railing  around  the  altar, 
and  the  people  come  and  kneel  down  at  that  railing  and  get 
the  sacramental  blessing.    Well,  my  friends,  it  would  take 
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more  than  a  night  to  gather  you  in  circles  around  this  altar.. 
Then  just  bow  where  you  are  for  the  blessing. 

Aged  men,  this  is  the  last  church  you  will  ever  dedicate. 
May  the  Gt>d  who  comforted  Jacob  the  patriarch,  and  Paul 
the  aged,  make  this  house  to  you  the  gate  of  heaven;  and 
when,  in  your  old  days,  you  put  on  your  spectacles  to  read 
the  hymn  or  the  Scripture  lesson,  may  you  get  preparation 
for  that  land  where  you  shall  no  more  see  through  a  glass 
darldy.  May  the  warm  sunshine  of  heaven  thaw  the  snow 
off  your  foreheads ! 

Men  in  mid-life,  do  you  know  that  this  is  the  place  where 
you  are  going  to  get  your  fatigues  rested,  and  your  sorrows- 
appeased,  and  your  souls  saved  ?  Do  you  know  that  at  this 
altar  your  sons  and  daughters  will  take  upon  themselves  the 
vows  of  the  Christian,  and  from  this  place  you  will  carry  out, 
some  of  you,  your  precious  dead  ?  Between  this  baptismal 
font  and  this  communion  table,  you  will  have  some  of  the- 
tenderest  of  life's  experiences.  God  bless  you,  old,  and 
young,  and  middle-aged.  The  money  you  have  given  to  this, 
church  to-day  will  be,  I  hope,  the  best  financial  investment 
you  have  ever  made.  Your  worldly  investments  may  depend 
upon  the  whims  of  Wall-street,  or  the  honesty  of  business- 
associates  ;  but  the  money  you  have  given  to  the  house  of  the- 
Lord  siiall  yield  you  large  percentage,  and  declare  eternal 
dividends,  in  the  day  when,  instead  of  being  the  story  of  one- 
burning  church,  it  shall  be  the  tragedy  of  a  world  on  fire ! 
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WOMAN'S   WAE   AGAINST   THE    BOTTLE. 

BY  BEV.   T.   DE   WITT  TALMAOE,   D.D. 
"Awake,  awake,  Deborah,  awake,  awake ! " — Judges  t.  12. 

A  TEXT  of  five  words,  and  four  of  them  one  and  the 
same.  It  seems  that  the  men  of  Israel  had  lost  their 
courage.  Trampled  into  the  dust  by  their  oppressors,  the 
cowards  had  not  spirit  to  rise.  Their  vineyards  destroyed, 
their  women  dishonoured,  their  children  slain,  the  land  was 
dying  for  a  leader  worthy  of  the  cause.  A  holy  woman  by 
the  name  of  Deborah  saw  the  desolation,  and  putting  her 
trust  in  the  Lord,  sounded  the  battle-cry,  and  by  the  help  of 
General  Barak,  launched  into  the  plain  ten  thousand  armed 
men.  The  Canaanites,  of  course,  came  out  with  a  larger 
force.  They  came  out  against  Israel  with  nine  hundred  iron 
chariots,  each  of  these  iron  chariots  having  attached  to  the 
side  of  it  a  long,  sharp  scythe,  so  that  when  these  engines  of 
war  were  driven  down  to  battle,  each  one  of  the  nine  hun- 
dred was  ready  to  cut  two  great  swathes  of  death.  But 
when  God  gives  a  mission  to  a  woman,  he  gives  her  strength 
and  grace  to  execute  it.  The  nine  hundred  chariots  of  the 
Canaanites  could  not  save  them.  They  fly !  they  fly !  horse 
and  horseman,  chariot  and  charioteer,  officers  and  troops,  in 
one  wild  and  terrific  overthrow.  Sisera,  their  leader,  is  so 
frightened  in  the  conflict,  that  he  cannot  wait  until  his  team 
turns  around ;  he  leaps  from  the  chariot  and  starts,  full  ran, 
for  the  mountains.  Then  this  epic  of  the  text  was  com- 
posed, to  celebrate  the  grand  womanly  triumph :  "  Awake, 
awake,  Deborah,  awake,  awake !  " 

My  friends,  an  army  of  Oanaanitish  and  infernal  influences 
has  come  down  to  destroy  this  fair  land.  They  come  on 
armed  with  the  decanter,  and  demijohn,  and  legislative 
enactment,  and  brewer's  tank,  and  apothecary's  bitters,  and 
distiller's  "worm''  that  never  dieth.    To  meet  these  iuflu- 
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ences,  some  Yery  brave  men  have  gone  oat  in  battle,  and 
have  tried  to  break  to  pieces  these  iron  chariots  of  destrur- 
tion ;  but  for  the  most  part  the  land  has  slept.  Indeed,  it 
slept  until  a  few  weeks  ago,  at  the  West,  when  the  Lord 
God  uttered  His  voice  until  it  rang  through  the  churches, 
and  the  homes,  and  the  gin-palaces,  and  off  upon  the  prairie 
saying :  ''  Awake,  awake,  Deborah,  awake,  awake !  "  And 
now,  while  I  speak, 

this  obsat  austsblitz  gobs  on, 

and  earth,  and  heayen,  and  hell  await  the  stupendous  issue. 
Before  I  proceed  to  discuss  the  modes  and  policies  by 
which  the  great  sin  of  drunkenness  is  to  be  assaulted,  I  want 
to  tell  you  two  or  three  things  which  I  think  will  bear  me 
out  in  the  statement  that  something  radical  needs  to  be 
done.  The  first  fact  I  want  to  put  before  you  is  this :  that 
there  are  coming  up  a  vast  multitude  of  children  in  this 
country  who  have,  from  the  day  of  their  birth,  a  thirst  for 
strong  drink.  Whether  it  be  developed  in  early  life  or  not, 
it  is  there-*-they  have  inherited  it.  Bight  along  the  ances- 
tral line,  how  often  goes  the  river  of  death  !  It  seems  as  if 
their  cradle  is  rocked  by  the  rum  fiend.  The  father  sits 
down  to  make  his  wilL  He  says :  **  In  the  name  of  God, 
amen!  I  bequeath  to  my  children  my  houses,  and  lands,  and 
all  my  property.  Share,  and  share  alike,  they  must.  Hereto 
I  affix  my  hand  and  seal,  in  the  presence  of  witnesses."  But 
that  father  may  at  the  same  time  be  making  a  will  that  he 
does  not  recognize.  He  may  be  really  saying:  ''  In  the  name 
of  disease,  and  appetite,  and  death,  amen !  I  bequeath  to 
my  children  my  thirst  for  strong  drink.  My  tankards  shall 
be  theirs,  my  condenmation  shall  be  theirs.  In  the  ruin 
that  I  have  wrought  for  them,  let  them  share,  and  share 
alike.  Hereto  I  put  my  hand  and  seal,  in  the  presence  of 
all  the  astonished  host  of  heaven  and  all  the  jubilant  harpies 
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of  hell.*'  He  does  not  know  that  he  is  making  two  wills  at 
the  same  time.  There  are  young  men  in  this  house  to-day 
who  have  had  two  inheritances :  one,  an  inheritance  of  dollars — 
they  have  nearly  spent  that ;  the  other,  an  inheritance  of 
thirst  for  strong  drink — ^they  have  not  spent  that. 

In  addition  to  this,  there  is  coming  up  from  the  lower 
haunts  of  society  an  uncounted  throng  of  children  who  have 
been  familiar  with  the  odours  of  the  whisky-jug  and  the  ale- 
pitcher  from  the  time  they  started  into  life.  In  every  fibre 
of  their  soul  they  feel  the  sting  of  paternal  indulgences,  and 
while  your  children  to-day  will  be  in  the  Sabbath-school 
singing  "  hosanna,*'  there  will  be  a  vaster  multitude— vaster 
by  millions  and  millions — of  little  children,  bare-footed,  em- 
bruted  in  theiir  countenances,  filthy  and  uncombed,  who  will 
be  singing  the  song  of  the  drunkard.  Their  swaddling 
clothes  were  torn  off  the  winding  sheet  of  death.  Their  toy 
in  infancy  was  a  gin-bottle.  They  were  baptized  from  the 
laver  of  woe.  Obscene  songs  were  their  lullaby.  Their  in- 
heritance has  been  a  father's  curse  and  a  mother's  beastliness 
Are  you  surprised  that  they  turn  out  badly  ?  Aye,  if  one  out 
of  ten  thousand  turns  out  anything  but  badly,  you  ought  to 
be  surprised. 

There  is  another  fact  I  want  to  present,  showing  that  there 
is  a  need  of  something  radical  on  this  subject  of  th^  multi- 
plicity of  dnnking-houses  all  over  our  cities.  There  never 
has  been  any  lack  of  these  establishments.  There  never  has 
been  much  reason  for  a  man's  being  thirsty  a  great  while. 
But  it  was  once  only  like  an  eruption  on  the  body  of  the  city ; 
now  it  has  become  a  multitude  of  carbuncles  that  threaten 
the  very  life  of  the  community.  You  go  down  a  beautiful 
street  and  see  carpenters  at  work.  You  say :  "  I  wonder 
what  they  are  going  to  make  there."  You  go  along  a  few 
days  after,  and  you  see  they  are  painting  an  ale-pitcher  on 
the  sign,  and  see  the  red  and  blue  light  in  the  lamp  at  the 
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door,  as  though  kindled  by  a  spark  from  the  nether  world  to 
which  it  will  decoy  very  many  victims.  In  those  places  the 
villainies  of  your  city  are  concocted.  Those  are  the  places 
where  men  whet  their  courage  for  arson,  and  for  garroting, 
and  for  burglary,  and  for  murder.  I  can  remember  the  time 
when  these  saloons  were  chiefly  on  the  street  comers.  Now 
they  flame  out  from  the  heart  of  the  block — a  long  line  of 
fortifications  levelling  their  enginery  of  death.  Sometimes 
they  call  them  "  hotels."  Sometimes  they  call  them  "  wine- 
cellarsV*  Sometimes  they  call  them  "  restaurants."  Some- 
times they  call  them  "  retreats."  Sometimes  they  call  them 
**  concert  saloons,"  where 

MUSIC   PLAYS   THE   MABCH   OF   DEATH. 

Sometimes  they  call  them  '^  casinos,"  combining  all  the 
abominations  of  the  theatre,  grog-shop,  and  brothel.  Some- 
times they  call  them  "  lagar-beer  saloons,"  under  which,  I 
suppose,  there  are  more  villainies  and  more  obscenities  than 
under  any  other  name.  These  institutions  are  springing  up 
all  around  about  us.  They  come  like  some  fabulous  monster, 
taking  at  one  swallow  a  hundred  victims.  They  are  plagues 
sweating  on  your  great  thoroughfares,  and  rotting  away  the 
life  of  Brooklyn  and  New  York.  They  are  on  every  avenue 
— ^Fulton^avenue,  Atlantic-avenue,  Lafayette-avenue,  Gates- 
avenue — girding  the  city  with  a  chain  of  eternal  fire. 

We  cannot  even  have  the  laws  against  them  executed.  All 
through  this  country  it  is  against  the  law  to  sell  liquor  on 
the  Sabbath-day.  Where  is  the  city  that  keeps  that  law  ? 
Where  are  the  police  P  Where  are  the  mayors  ?  Where  are 
the  common  councils?  Where  are  the  legislative  assem- 
blies ?  The  fact  is,  that  when  the  Eepublicans  are  in  power 
they  dare  not  execute  the  law  lest  they  lose  votes,  and  when 
the  Democrats  are  in  power  they  dare  not  execute  the  law 
lest  they  lose  votes.     Meanwhile,  between  these  political 
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parties  who  are  struggling  for  the  spoils  of  office,  the  virtue 
and  the  religion  of  the  city  die. 

What  chance  is  there  for  the  morals  of  our  dtj  when 
these  places  are  so  easy  of  access,  and  when,  if  you  want  to 
get  out  of  the  smell  of  rum,  you  have  to  ride  five  or  six 
nules  out  of  town,  and  eyen  the  outskirts  of  the  city  are 
sometimes  worse  than  the  heart  of  it  ?  What  chance  is 
there  for  that  young  man  ?  Temptation  before  him,  temp- 
tation behind  him,  in  the  loft  above  him,  and  in  the  cellar 
beneath  him;  and  when  our  very  best  citizens  patronize 
such  places !  They  are  cold,  and  they  must  go  in  and  get 
something  warm ;  they  are  warm,  and  they  must  get  some- 
thing to  cool  off.  They  lose  money,  and  begin  to  drink  to 
keep  up  their  spirits ;  they  gain  something,  and  then  they 
can  afford  to  drink.  And  so  the  casks  are  filled,  and  the 
strychnine  is  poured  in,  and  the  leaks  are  stopped,  and  the 
faucets  are  drawn,  and  the  intoxication  is  swilled  down,  and 
sometimes,  standing  before  professed  Christian  men,  their 
breath  is  so  foul  with  drink  that  I  feel  tempted  to  bury  my 
face  in  my  pocket-handkerchief. 

Look  at  another  fact.  Many  of  the  drug-stores  of  our 
cotmtry,  that  ought  to  be  the  agencies  of  health,  are  be- 
coming the  means  of  dissipation  and  death.  There  are 
forms  of  disease  that  need  a  stimulus,  and  under  a  prudent 
and  skilful  physician,  I  think  that  alcohol  has  an  important 
work  to  do ;  but  what  have  you  to  say  about  the  deceptions 
practised  upon  people  in  this  day  by  bitters — ^bitters  of  all 
sorts — cordials,  tonics,  Hostetter  Bitters,  Golden  Bitters, 
Plantation  Bitters — bitters  that  make  a  man's  life  bitter, 
and  his  death  bitter,  and  his  eternity  bitter.  Bitters !  Now, 
I  say,  if  you  are  going  to  blast  a  man  for  time  and  eternity, 
give  him  a  isar  chance.  Put  on  the  outside  of  the  bottle 
what  it  is.  But  a  man,  maintaining,  as  he  thinks,  his  sobriety, 
goes  and  gets  a  bottle  of  bitters  and  puts  it  on  his  desk. 
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That  is  gone.  After  awhile  he  gets  another,  and  another, 
and  another,  and  one  day,  while  he  is  seated  in  his  room,  the 
cork  flies  out  of  the  black  bottle  of  bitters,  and  with  it  a 
fiend  that  grapples  the  man  by  the  throat,  and  says :  '**  Ah ! 
I  have  been  chasing  about  for  you  fifteen  years.  I  have  got 
you  now.  Down  with  you  to  perdition  ! "  If  you  propose 
to  destroy  a  man,  give  him  at  least  a  fair  fight. 

Take  two  appalling  statistics.  In  one  year  we  spent  in 
this  country,  one  billion,  one  hundred  and  ten  millions,  four 
hundred  thousand  dollars  more  money  in  making,  and  selling, 
and  buying  intoxicating  drinks,  than  for  the  woollen  goods, 
and  cotton  goods,  and  flour,  and  meal,  and  boots,  and  shoes, 
and  clothing  of  the  people.  In  other  words,  we  paid  in  this 
country,  in  one  year,  one  billion,  one  hundred  and  ten  millions, 
four  hundred  thousand  dollars  more  to  Idll  the  coimtry  than 
to  make  it  live.  Put  that  down  in  your  memorandum  books 
for  one  item. 

Then  the  other  item  is  this :  If  we  should  take  all  the 
drunkards  in  this  country,  and  gather  them  in  battle  array, 
five  men  abreast,  they  would  make 

A   LINE   A   HUNDRED   MILES   LONG. 

So  that,  if  you  wanted  to  marshal  that  host,  and  look  at  the 
companies,  and  the  regiments,  and  the  battalions,  and  you 
wanted  to  review  them,  you  would  have  to  mount  one  horse 
und  ride  until  he  was  exhausted,  and  then  mount  another 
horse  and  ride  until  he  was  exhausted,  and  another  horse, 
until  he  was  exhausted ;  and  then  if  you  wanted  to  marshal 
that  great  host,  and  had  a  voice  loud  enough  to  order  them 
to  "  Forward  march ! ''  their  step  would  maker  the  earth  shake 
and  the  gates  of  hell  tremble.     That  is  the  other  item. 

Now,  if  all  these  things  are  so,  is  it  not  time  that  some- 
thing great,  something  earnest,  something  radical  be  done  ? 
Eevolution !  Eevolution !  In  the  light  of  these  things  I  come  to 
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consider  this  great  movement,  whicli  has  attracted  the  atten- 
of  the  whole  land  towards  the  West.  Ton  ask  me,  as  I 
haye  often  been  asked  in  private — you  ask  me  silently  two 
questions.  You  say,  in  the  first  place :  "  Do  you  approve  of 
that  assault  made  by  the  women  of  the  West  upon  the 
liquor  business?"  And,  in  the  second  place :  "Would  you 
have  the  same  assault  and  the  same  scenes  enacted  here  at 
'the  East?"  I  take  your  questions  separately  and  alone.  I 
answer  your  first.  You  say:  "Do  you  approve  of  the 
assault  that  has  been  made  by  the  women  of  the  West  upon 
the  grog-shops  there?"  I  reply  that  there  have  been  some 
things  done  there  that  I  have  no  sympathy  with,  and  I  also 
assert  that  so  long  as  we  have  so  many  fools  masculine,  we 
ought  to  be  willing  to  have  a  few  fools  feminine.  Then  I  go 
further  on  and  aver  that  the  campaicrn  wa^d  at  the  West  bv 
the  women  against  the  grog-shops  ofOhirand  niinois,  ank 
Indiana,  and  Michigan,  is  the  grandest  and  most  magnificent 
thing  that  has  been  on  earth  since  the  day  when  Deborah, 
in  the  name  of  the  Lord  God  Almighty,  hurled  ruin  and 
death  on  the  armed  oppressors  of  Israel.  Why,  it  seems 
that  by  the  force  of  prayer — certainly,  there  cannot  be 
anything  wrong  about  that — and  by  the  force  of  Christian 
song— certainly,  there  cannot  be  anything  wrong  about 
that — ^there  were,  in  a  little  while,  three  himdred  saloons 
shut  up,  and  in  some  villages  all  the  drinking  places  were 
abandoned.  You  tell  me  they  will  be  open  again  very  soon. 
I  reply:  is  it  nothing  to  shut  up  the  fires  of  hell  for  six 
weeks  ?  Why,  it  seems  that  these  men  engaged  in  that  busi- 
ness, did  not  know  how  to  cope  with  this  kind  of  warfare. 
They  knew  how  to  fight  the  Main  Liquor  Law,  and  they 
knew  how  to  fight  the  National  Temperance  Society,  and 
they  knew  how  to  fight  the  Sons  of  Temperance  and  Ghood 
Samaritans ;  but  when  Deborah  appeared  upon  the  scene, 
Siseia  took  to  his  f  eiet,  and  got  to  the  mountains.    It  seems 
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tliat  they  did  not  know  how  to  contend  against  "  Coronation," 
and  "  Old  Hundred,"  and  "  Brattle-rftreet,"  and  "  Betliany," 
they  were  bo  very  intangible.  These  men  found  that  they 
could  not  accomplish  much  against  that  kind  of  warfare,  and 
in  one  of  the  cities,  a  German  regiment  was  brought  out,  aU 
armed,  to  disperse  the  women.  They  came  down  in  battle 
array ;  but,  ho !  what  poor  success,  for  that  German  regiment 
was  made  up  of  gentlemen,  and  gentlemen  do  not  like  to 
shoot  women  with  hymn-books  in  their  hands.  Oh!  they 
found  that  gunning  for  female  prayer-meetings  was  a  very 
poor  business.  No  real  damage  was  done,  although  there 
has  been  threat  of  violence  after  threat  of  violence  all  over 
the  land.  Let  us  give  fair  warning  to  all  military  companies, 
and  to  all  mayors,  and  to  all  courts  of  law,  that  on  the  day 
that  one  of  these  Christian  women  engaged  in  this  holy  war 
shall,  under  the  point  of  soldiers'  bayonet,  or  under  the 
stroke  of  police  dub,  fall  down  wounded  or  slain,  on  that  day 
there  will  be  a  fire  kindled  in  this  country,  a  fire  of  indigna- 
tion and  national  wrath,  that  all  the  waters  of  the  Mississippi, 
and  the  Ohio,  and  the  Hudson  cannot  put  out ;  and  the  in- 
fluence will  keep  on  rolling  over  this  whole  coimtry,  until  the 
last  liquor  shop,  and  the  last  distillery,  and  the  last  gin  store, 
and  the  last  brewery  shall  be  trampled  out  under  the  feet  of  an 
indignant  people.  I  tell  you  that  the  curse  of  the  Lord  God 
Almighty  is  on  that  business,  for  ever,  and  for  ever.    Amen. 

They  say  that  it  was  not  dignified  for  these  women — ^they 
ought  to  have  been  home  crochetting,  or  watching  the 
loaves  of  bread  in  the  oven  to  see  that  they  did  not  get  too 
brown  and  hard.  Oh !  my  soul,  which  would  have  been 
most  dignified?  to  have  stayed  in  the  homes  abeady  desolated 
by  rum,  shivering  amid  half-clad  children,  waiting  for  the 
staggering  step  of  the  father,  or  brother,  or  s(m,  or  to  put 
on  the  only  hat  and  shawl  that  had  not  been  pawned  at^y 
by  the  companion,  and  go  out  under  the  leadership  of  some 
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great-BOuled  Deborah,  and  with  the  famished  family  at  the 
back,  attempt  with  the  artillerj  of  prayer  and  song  to  put 
an  end  to  those  institutions  where  the  domestic  ruin  had 
originated?  Who  are  you,  that  seated  in  your  homes  of 
plenty  and  sobriety,  you  should  be  so  severely  critical  of 
these  women  of  the  West,  who,  not  for  personal  display,  not 
for  a  play  spell,  but  because  they  wanted  to  get  back  the 
homes  of  which  they  had  been  robbed,  and  the  children's 
inheritance,  and  the  souls  of  the  men  who  had  been  im- 
perilled by  strong  drink,  went  forth  to  do  their  duty?  When 
my  voice  shall,  through  the  printing  press,  reach  those  women 
at  the  West,  I  want  to  say  to  them : 

"  OOD   SPEED   YOU   IN  THE   WORK  !  ** 

^.Awake,  awake,  Deborah ;  awake,  awake."  Nine  hundred 
chariots  cannot  do  you  any  harm.  The  Lord  of  Hosts  is 
¥dth  you,  and  He  is  mightier  than  all  that  can  be  against 
you. 

Now,  I  come  to  answer  the.  second  question :  "  Would  you 
have  the  same  kind  of  war  upon  the  liquor  establishments 
made  at  the  East,  and  in  our  midst,  as  at  the  West  ?  "  I 
say  most  emphatically,  no  ;  but  for  different  reasons  from 
what  I  have  ever  heard  given.  It  is  not  because  I  think 
that  the  women  of  the  West  were  undignified  or  unchristian, 
it  is  not  because  I  think  that  the  women  of  Brooklyn  are 
too  good  for  such  a  holy  iconoclasm ;  but  it  is  because  there 
seems  to  be  no  Deborah  with  sufficient  faith  in  God  to  lead 
forth  the  host.  Here  at  the  East,  we  are  all  watching  to 
se^  what  somebody  else  will  say,  and  we  are  bound  hand  and 
foot  by  the  conventionalities  of  society  more  than  at  the 
West,  and  at  the  flutter  of  a  newspaper,  we  are  so  frightened 
thai^  we  are  not  fit  for  any  grea^  wartoe  of  the  kind  of 
which  I  speak.  I  will,  however,  say,  oh  mothers,  and  sisters, 
and  daughters  of  Brooklyn,  I  really  think  if  you  had 
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much  faith  in  God  as  Tout  sisters  at  the  West  have,  and  the 
same  recklessness  of  human  criticism,  I  really  believe  that 
in  one  month  three-fourths  of  the  grog-shops  of  Brooklyn 
would  be  closed,  and  there  would  be  nmning  through  the 
gutters  of  the  streets,  Biirgundy,  and  Cognac,  and  Heidsieck, 
and  Old  Port,  land  Schiedam  Schnapps,  and  Lager-beer ;  and 
you  would  save  your  fathers,  and  your  husbands,  and  your 
sons,  first,  from  a  drunkard's  grave,  and  secondly,  from  a 
drunkard's  hell ! 

But  the  time  has  not  come.  I  have  read  the  reports  of 
the  women  who  have  assembled  in  this  city  in  different 
churches,  and  I  see  that  the  time  has  not  come.  A  woman 
cannot  do  that  which  she  thinks  she  cannot,  and  you  cannot. 
There  is  no  Deborah  with  enough  faith  in  God,  and  reckless- 
nesb  of  human  criticism,  to  go  forth  in  the  work.  I  really 
think  that,  perhaps,  things  have  got  to  be  worse  before  they 
are  any  better.  I  do  not  know  but  that  there  must  yet  be 
one  dead  in  each  house,  slain  by  this  destroying  angel,  and 
that  the  piano  that  you  brought  into  your  parlour  last  week 
will  have  to  go  down  under  tlie  sherifE's  hammer,  and  some 
midnight  your  son  be  tossed  into  your  front  door  dead  drunk, 
and  the  rose  on  your  daughter's  cheek  fade  \mder  the?  breath 
of  the  rum  fiend,  as  her  father  stoops  over  to  kiss  her  "  good 
night ; "  and  this  tornado  of  domestic  desolation  go  on  until 
our  great  cities  shall  be  one  wreck  of  dissipation  and  crime. 
I  do  not  know  but  it  will  have  to  be  that  way  before  the 
women  of  the  East  are  as  brave  as  the  women  of  the  West. 

But  since  we  are  not  ready  for  that  war,  there  is  something 
in  which  all  the  women  of  my  church  are  ready  to  engage, 
and  in  which  all  the  women  of  this  city  are  ready  to  be 
marshalled,  aud  that  is  in  some  kind  of  war  against  the 
drinking  usages  of  society.  Oh !  young  woman,  never  give 
your  hand  in  marriage  to  a  man  who  tampers  with  strong 
drink,  any  more  than  you*  would  take  hold  of  a  basilisk.  You 
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would  reform  him  by  marriage,  would  you  ?  Never !  I  have 
seen  .the  experiment  tried  too  often,  and  the  women  who  made 
the  unsuccessful  experiment  bj  marriage  of  reforming  a 
man,  some  of  them  are  in  suicides'  grayes,  some  are  in  the 
almshouse,  and  all  the  rest  are  wretched,  without  one  ex- 
<2eption.  Eeform  him,  will  you  ?  Why,  where  one  woman 
has  succeeded  in  that  experiment,  there  are  fiye  himdred 
women  buried  in  the  ruins.  Young  woman,  if  a  young  man 
does  not  think  enough  of  you  to  give  up  the  wine  cup,  tell 
him  plainly  that  you  will  not  contest  for  his  affections  with 
60  yile  a  rival.  Do  not  be  hasty  to  leave  your  father's  house 
in  such  an  unseaworthy  craft.  How  many  a  noble  barque  has 
been  driven  to  destruction  on  the  rocks  through  the  intoxica- 
tion of  the  captain !  Ah !  look  out  how  you  trust  your  voyage 
of  life  in  the  hands  of  an  inebriate.  '  The  rocks !  the  rocks ! 

Let  the  mothers  teach  their  children  from  the  very  start, 
what  an  accursed  thing  rum  is.  Give  the  lesson  to  them  with 
"Brown's  Shorter  Catechism."  Give  every  emphasis  to  the 
truth,  and  then  pray  morning,  noon,  and  night,  and  until  the 
day  of  your  death,  that  your  sons,  aye,  your  daughters  too, 
may  be  saved  from  these  overwhelming  temptations. 

Let  sisters  make  the  home  every  evening  bright ;  make 
it  very  bright.  You  do  not  know  the  allurements  that  are 
around  your  brother.  You  camiot  afford  to  stand  by  his 
bruised  brow  when  he  is  dead,  as  I  knew  a  sister  who  once 
did  when  the  night  before  she  had  heard  her  brother  howling 
in  the  delirium,  while  three  men  could  not  hold  him  down, 
for  he  arose  in  the  couch  and  beat  back  imaginary  demons, 
trying :  "  begone !  begone ! " 

THE   TEMPEBANCE  ABMY. 

We  are  not  ready  for  the  crusade  of  the  West  here,  but  I 
want  to  marshal  every  woman  in  this  house  in  one  of  three 
regiments.     Li  the  first  place,  we  will  have  a  regiment  of 
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motliers,  their  step  not  so  strong  as  once  it  was,  for  thej 
liave  come  a  great  way ;  but  their  faith  in  God  mighty — 
the  God  who  has  never  forsaken  them.  Alas !  for  the 
mothers  who  bend  over  the  son  scorched  with  this  fiery 
sirocco.     Oh  !  God !  appease  their  agony  for  a  little  while. 

In  the  second  regiment,  we  will  have  all  the  wives  of  the 
country ;  some  of  their  homes  already  invaded  by  this  evil ; 
their  domestic  joy  somewhat  shaken  ;  the  next  ten  years 
charged  with  a  good  deal  of  uncertainty. 

The  third  regiment  will  be  made  up  of  the  daughters  of 
the  land ;  their  comfort  and  their  respectability  dependent 
upon  the  sobriety  of  their  parents ;  their  brow  not  yet  clouded ; 
their  lips  unacquainted  with  the  acrid  draught  that  a 
drunkard's  child  always  has  to  drink. 

A  man  said  to  a  little  girl  going  along  the  street :  ''  Why, 
Jennie,  I  don't  see  you  any  more.  You  used  to  come  to  my 
house  begging  for  cold  victuals.  I  haven't  seen  you  for 
weeks.  Where  have  you  been,  Jennie?"  "Oh,"  she  re- 
plied, "  we  don't  want  cold  victuals  any  more.  Papa  don't 
drink  now,  and  so  we  have  warm  victuals."  God  have  mercy 
on  the  drunkard's  child ! 

Now,  the  three  regiments  are  formed.  Forward!  ye 
women  baptized  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  Forward!  into  the 
strife.  Your  ensigns  shall  not  be  stained  with  tears  or 
blood.  No  skeleton  will  mark  the  line  of  your  march,  but 
in  the  wake  of  this  great  army  there  will  smile  a  harvest  of 
reformed  inebriates,  and  there  will  be  heard  the  shout  of 
children  at  the  return  of  their  fathers  from  the  captivity  of 
the  wine  cup.  The  mountains  and  the  hills  will  break  forth 
into  singing,  and  all  the  trees  of  the  wood  will  clap  their 
hands.  "  Instead  of  the  thorn,  shall  come  the  fir  tree  ;  in- 
stead of  the  briar,  shall  come  the  myrtle  tree ;  and  it  shall 
be  to  the  Lord  for  a  name,  for  an  everlasting  sign  that  shall 
not  be  cut  off." 
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Postponing  until  next  Sabbath  morning  what  IhaTe  to 
say  to  the  men  who  are  tampering  with  strong  drinks  ;  post- 
poning until  next  Sabbath  morning  my  counsel  to  all  those 
who  have  already  the  shackles  fostened  upon  them;  post- 
poning until  next  Sabbath  morning,  the  completion  of  the 
discourse  that  I  have  begun  now,  I  will  only  say  to  the 
^unilies  of  my  congregation,  banish  the  wine  cup  from  your 
table,  dash  the  beaker  from  your  lip,  and  in  the  strength  of 
€k>d,  resolTe  that  you  will  no  more  haye  anything  to  do  with 
strong  drink;  for  I  tell  you  now  that  there  is  a  multi- 
tude of  you  kept  away  from  Christ  by  intoxicating  liquor, 
and  there  are  some  of  you  who  profess  to  be  followers 
of  Jesus,  members  of  my  chiirch,  who  are  drinking  a 
little  too  much.  Though  you  have  not  gone  far  on  in  sin, 
though  you  may  never  have  been  intoxicated,  as  I  suppose 
you  hare  not,  I  know  some  of  you  are  drinking  a  little  too 
much,  and  so,  I  ask  you  all  to  abstain.  Come  out  on  the 
side  of  sobriety,  come  out  on  the  side  of  the  Christian  reli- 
gion. Let  me  tell  you  now:  no  drunkard  hath'  eternal 
life,  and  that  some  of  you  are  running  an  awful  risk  of 
being  drunkards. 

Oh,  may  the  Lord  God  Almighty  vouchsafe  to  save 
yon,  and  me,  and  our  families,  and  this  whole  country  from 
the  scathing,  scalding,  blasting,  damning  influence  of  strong 
drink!  ' 

**  We  wage  a  mighty  warfare 
,  Against  a  mighty  foe ! 

Who  throagh  our  land  with  husy  hand 

Is  spreading  want  and  woe. 
He's  saddened  many  a  light  heart, 

And  many  a  thousand  slain 
Then  come  with  us  your  voico  to  raise. 
And  bid  mankind  abstain." 


E  2 
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THE  CONGEATULATIONS  OP  HEAVEN. 

"  Joy  shall  be  in  heaven  over  one  sinner  that  repenteth."— JSuile  xv.  7. 

A  LOST  sheep !  There  is  nothing  more  thoroughly  lost 
than  that.  I  look  through  the  window  of  a  shepherd's 
cabin.  It  is  night,  and  the  candles  are  lighted.  The 
shepherd's  staff  stands  in  the  corner.  He  has  just  shaken 
his  coat  from  the  dirt  and  dust.  His  neighbours  are  in,  and 
he  sits  down,  panting  and  exhausted,  on  a  rough  bench,  while 
liis  wife,  and  children,  and  friends  say  to  him :  "  Come  now, 
tell  us  the  story  of  how  you  found  it — the  poor  thing!*' 
"  Well,"  he  says,  "  this  morning  I  went  out  to  the  yard  to 
count  the  flocks,  and  they  didn't  count  right,  for,  McDonald, 
you  know,  we  have  a  hundred  of  them,  and  I  counted  ninety- 
five,  ninety-six,  ninety-seven,  ninety-eight,  ninety-nine.  I 
sAid:  'There's  one  missing.'  So  I  counted  again — ninety- 
five,  ninety-six,  ninety-seven,  ninety-eight,  ninety-nine — sure 
enough  there  is  one  gone.  And  I  whistled  for  the  dogs  and 
I  started.  I  crossed  the  bridge,  and  I  leaped  the  gullies,  and 
I  tracked  the  woods,  and  I  cried,  *  So  ho  !  So  ho  ! '  but  not  a 
bleat  of  the  poor  lamb  did  I  hear.  I  said  to  myself :  *  It  must 
have  dropped  into  a  pit,  or  a  pack  of  wolves  have  come  down 
and  sucked  its  life  out.'  But  I  went  on,  for  it  was  a  favourite 
lamb — ^it  was  that  one,  you  know,  with  a  black  spot  on  the 
right  shoulder — the  one  that  came  up  and  licked  my  hand 
when  I  used  to  cross  the  field.  It  was  a  favourite  lamb,  and 
I  kept  on,  and  I  cried  as  I  went.  And  after  a  little  while  f 
heard  the  dogs  bark,  and  I  said :  *  What's  that  ? '  and  I 
hastened  over  the  hill,  and  no  sooner  had  I  C3me  over  the 
hill-top  than  there  I  saw  the  poor  lamb.  It  had  fallen  into 
a  ditch,  and  it  was  covered  with  slush  and  slime  ;  and  when 
I  leaned  over  and  lifted  it  out,  O,  I  wish  you  could  have  seen 
how  lovingly  and  gratefully  it  looked  into  my  face.  Poor 
thing !  it  was  so  fagged  out  and  so  frightened  it  could  not 
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walk ;  and  I  lifted  it  and  I  put  it  upon  mj  shoulder,  and  I 
started  home.  O,  it  was  a  long  tramp,  and  that  coat  hanging 
there  shows  in  just  what  a  condition  the  lamb  was  when  I 
shouldered  it.  But  now  it  is  safe  in  the  yard,  thank  God ! " 
And  the  shepherd's  wife  spread  the  table  and  brought  out  the 
best  fare  they  could  afford,  and  the  company  sat  up  very  late 
that  night,  and  they  ate,  and  they  drank,  and  they  sang,  and 
they  danced,  and  they  told  over  and  over  again  the  story  of 
the  lost  sheep. 

WeU,  my  friends,  it  was  by  such  rustic,  yet  tender  iUus- 
trations,that  Christ  told  the  story  of  a  man  going  away  from 
G-od  and  then  coming  back,  in  the  familiar  parable  of  the 
lost  sheep,  closing  with  the  words  of  my  text :  "  Likewise, 
joy  shall  be  in  heaven  over  one  sinner  that  repenteth."  To 
repent  is  to  feel  that  you  have  been  very  bad,  and  to  turn 
over  a  new  leaf,  and  to  ask  God's  help  and  forgiveness ;  and 
when  a  man  does  that,  they  hear  of  it  right  away  in  heaven. 

THESE  ARE  NO  OOSSIPS  IN  HEAVEN 

to  go  about  and  chattier  and  laugh  when  they  hear  that  a 
man  has  fallen ;  but  when  they  hear  that  a  man  is  saved, 
then  there  are  a  great  many  to  go  about  and  tell  the  tidings : 
and  it  is  astonishing  how  soon  the  news  spreads  from  the 
north  gate  of  heaven  to  the  south  gate,  and  from  the  eastern 
gate  1.0  the  western  gate.  In  ten  minutes  all  the  inhabitants 
know  it,  and  "  there  is  joy  in  heaven  over  one  sinner  that 
repenteth."  I  would  not  be  surprised  if  I  had  found  out  that 
there  were  heavenly  congratulations  over  the  day  of  Pentecost, 
when  three  thousand  people  were  converted.  But  mark  the 
empbasib  <»f  my  text :  "  There  is  joy  in  heaven  over  one  " — 
just  'jjif — "  sinner  that  repenteth." 

You  hifcve  often  noticed  churches  with  two  towers.  But  I 
suppose  that  the  temple  of  God  on  high  may  have  four 
towert>9  and  sometimes  one  of  them  rings,  and  sometimes 
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thej  all  ring.  Here  is  a  mpral  man.  He  never  said  a  bad 
word.  He  never  did  a  mean  action.  Everybody  loves  him. 
He  is  not  a  Christian ;  but  after  awhile  he  sees  that  he  is 
a  sinner,  and  he  cries  to  God,  and  he  is  saved,  and  one 
tower  of  heaven  rings  out  with  beautiful  chime.  Here  is 
another  man.  He  is  very  bad.  He  knows  it.  Every- 
body knows  it.  Still  he  is  kept  in  respectable  society. 
He  is  far  from  being  an  outlaw.  That  man  is  converted  to 
God.  Now,  two  towers  in  heaven  chime  out  the  glorious 
tidings.  Here  is  an  outcast  of  society.  Last  night  he  was 
picked  up  out  of  the  gutter  and  taken  to  the  station-house. 
He  has  gone  through  all  the  crimes  against  God  and  man. 
He  is  utterly  loathsome.  Nobody  wants  to  touch  him.  To- 
night,  in  all  his  wretchedness,  he  cries  out :  *^  O  Lord  help 
me !  0  Lord,  forgive  me !  "  Now,  three  towers  in  heaven 
chime  out  the  tidings.  Yonder  is  a  poor  waif  of  the  street. 
She.  has  gone  down  until  no  one  has  any  pity  for  her.  As 
she  goes  under  the  gaslight,  and  you  see  her,  your  soul 
shivers  with  a  great  horror.  Going  along,  to-night,  by  the 
Midnight  Mission,  she  hears  Christians  singing.  They  are 
singing  a  very  beautiful  tune :  "  All  may  come,  whoever  will, 
this  Man  receives  poor  sinners  still."  And  she  puts  into  that 
harbour.  She  kneels  down  at  the  first  bench  she  comes  to, 
and  she  cries  out :  "  0  Thou  who  didst  have  mercy  on  Mary 
Magdalen,  take  my  bleeding  feet  ofE  of  the  hot  pavement  of 
hell."  Now  the  foub  towers  of  heaven  chime  out  the 
tidings;  and  they  who  pass  along  the  streets  say :  ''Hark! 
some  great  news  has  come  up.  Some  great  sinner  is  saved ; 
the  four  towers  are  ringing."  And  "  there  is  joy  in  heaven 
over  one  sinner  that  repenteth." 
We  see,  first,  in  this  subject,  that — 

WE   CAN   AUGMENT   THE  JOY   OP   HEAVEN. 

I  hear  people  talk  as  though  they  thought  that  heaven 
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wsuB  as  happy  as  it  could  be.  No !  No !  I  think  that  one 
half  of  the  harps  are  not  yet  strung,  nor  one  half  of  the 
thrones  mounted.  When  all  this  world  is  redeemed,  do  you 
not  suppose  that  they  will  be  happier  in  heaven  about  it  ? 
When  that  Christian  mother  who  died,  leaving  her  son 
a  vagabond,  hears  in  heaven  that  he  has  come  to  God,  do 
jou  not  suppose  her  joy  is  augmented?  When  I  was 
chaplain  in  the  army,  and  I  saw  a  sergeant  with  lathered 
horse,  and  blood  on  his  spurs,  dash  past  in  full  run,  I  said : 
-''He  has  got  some  important  message."  Now  look  and  see 
those  two  angels,  wing  to  wing,  flying  for  the  throne  of  Gk>d. 
I  see  by  their  shining  faces  that  they  have  good  news  to  tell. 
What  is  the  matter?  Do  you  tell  me  they  cannot  bring  any 
joy  to  the  glorified  ?  They  will !  They  will !  *  *  For  there  is 
joy  in  heaven  over  one  sinner  that  repenteth."  There  is  a 
man  yonder,  standing  in  the  gallery,  who,  if  he  would,  might 
light  up  a  bonfire  on  the  hiUs  of  heaven.  He  might,  with 
the  torch  of  his  own  repentance,  kindle  up  great  gladness 
there.  When  your  little  child  was  on  earth,  before  the  sweet 
thing  flew  away  from  you  into  heaven,  how  you  used  to  try 
to  make  her  happy— did  you  not?  Tou  crowded  your 
pockets  many  and  many  a  time  with  gifts,  and  you  came 
home,  and  when  your  latch-key  rattled  in  the  door  she 
rushed  out  and  cried:  "Father,  what  have  you  brought  me?" 
O,  now,  that  those  loved  ones  are  in  glory,  would  you  not 
like  to  give  them  new  gladness  ?  You  may,  weeping  father. 
You  may,  weeping  mother.  Your  repentance,  to-night, 
would  be  suf&dent  motive  to  send  those  children  skipping 
with  eternal  gladness,  for  "  there  is  joy  in  heaven  over  one 
sinner  that  repenteth." 

I  believe  that  if  this  whole  audience  should,  to-night, 
come  to  God,  there  would  be  as  great  joy  in  heaven  as  there 
«ver  has  been  there ;  perhaps  greater  joy  than  has  ever 
been  since  the  first  pearly  gate  swung  on  its  hinges ;  and 
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instead  of  being  a  Pentecost  of  three  thousand,  it  would  be 
a  turning  to  God  of  five  thousand.  O,  heaven !  smite  with 
all  thy  hammers,  to-night,  and  let  our  chains  fall  off.  O, 
Holy  Spirit,  with  the  gleaming  sword  of  thy  truth,  strike, 
and  let  our  soids  be  free.  A  general  said  to  his  army,  after 
they  had  gained  a  slight  battle  :  "  Hush,  now ;  no  shouting ; 
no  shouting."  But  it  would  be  impossible  to  keep  quiet  the 
armies  of  heaven,  to-night,  if  it  were  announced  that  we  all 
had  come  to  God.  There  would  be  shouting,  shouting, 
shouting ;  for  "  there  is  joy  in  heaven  among  the  angels  of 
God  over  one  sinner  that  repenteth." 

.     HEAVEN   NOT   FAB  OFF. 

Again,  my  subject  teaches  me  that  heaven  is  not  eo  very  far 
off  after  all.  I  often  hear  people  talk  as  though  heaven  were 
a  great  distance.  The  departed  must  go  hundreds  of 
thousands  of  miles  until  they  get  to  another  star,  and  then 
millions  of  miles  from  that,  and  then  they  get  to  heaven. 
They  tell  us  that  heaven  is  the  centre  of  the  universe,  and 
that  we  are  on  the  outer  rim  of  the  universe.  But  we  have 
learned  to  calculate  distance  by  the  time  it  takes  to  travel  it, 
and  by  the  speed  and  the  frequency  of  the  intercommunica- 
tion, and  by  that  estimate,  heaven  is  not  far  off.  It  certainly 
is  not  twelve  hours  off,  for  Jesus  said  to  the  dying  thief  : 
"  this  day,  this  day,  ahalt  thou  he  with  me  in  j^aradiae,^^  And  I 
suppose  that  the  wing  of  the  soul,  when  it  leaves  the  body, 
is  so  swift,  that  it  does  not  take  a  day,  or  an  hour,  or  a 
minute,  or  a  ten  thousandth  part  of  a  second  for  it  to  flash 
into  glory;  and  as  to  the  intercommunication,  there  are 
hundreds  of  souls  every  day  going  up  from  the  church  on 
earth  to  the  church  in  heaven,  and  thousands  of  ministering 
spirits  every  day  coming  down  from  heaven  to  earth,  and  all 
the  King's  highway  from  earth  to  heaven  is  thronged  with 
messengers,  coming,  going ;  coming,  going ! 
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I  had  occasion  to  send  a  telegram,  under  the  sea,  and  it 
being  considerable  expense,  I  put  it  in  as  sm&ll  space  as 
possible.  You  can  send  a  very  .important  telegram  with  two 
words.  I  have  thought  to-night  that  if  ministering  spirits 
flying  up  from  this  place  to  the  throne  of  God,  wanted  to 
announce  the  redemption  of  any  soul  here,  it  would  take  only 
two  words :  "  John  repented,"  "  Mary  repented,"  "  father 
repented,"  "  mother  repented,"  "  child  repented ; "  and  "  there 
is  joy  in  heaven  over  one  sinner  that  repenteth." 

Again :  This  subject  teaches  me  that  the  salvation  of  the 
soul  mtist  he  of  surpassing  importance.  When  the  French 
government  passed  from  Thiers  to  McMahon,  I  do  not  sup- 
pose it  was  reported  in  heaven.  When,  in  the  recent  English 
elections,  the  contest  was  between  Conservatives  and  Liberals 
the  result,  I  do  not  suppose,  was  reported  in  heaven.  But 
there  is  one  item  that  must  go  up — there  is  one  thing  that 
must  be  told.  Let  the  flying  hoofs  of  God's  courier  dash 
through  the  portals,  and  the.  news  fly  from  gate  to  temple^ 
and  from  temple  to  mansion,  and  from  mansion  to  throne, 
that  one  soul  has  been  converted. 

Last  summer,  among  the  White  Mountains,  a  stage  driver 
was  very  reckless.  He  had  a  large  company  of  passengers 
and  drove  six  horses.  Coming  along  a  dangerous  place,  the 
leaders  shied  off,  and  the  stage  was  thrown  over  the  rocks. 
A  few  men  leaped  out  and  were  saved,  others  went  down  and 
were  bruised,  and  some  were  slain.  When  those  who  were 
saved  got  home,  how  their  friends  must  have  congratulated 
them,  that  they  got  off  from  all  that  peril.  Well !  the  angels 
of  God  look  down,  and  see  men  driving  along  the  edge  of 
eternal  disasters,  drawn  by  leaping,  foaming,  uncontrollable 
perils :  and  when  a  man  just  before  he  comes  to  the  fatal 
capsize,  leaps  off  and  comes  away  in  safety,  do  you  wonder 
that 

THE  ANGELS   OF   GOD   CLAP   THEIR   HANDS 
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and  cry:    "Good!    Good!    saved  from   hell!      Saved  for 
heaven !     Saved  for  ever  ?  " 

The  redemption  of  a  soul  most  be  a  veiy  wonderful  thing, 
or  heaven  would  not  make  such  a  jubilation  about  it.  It 
must  be  a  great  thing,  or  there  would  not  be  so  much  ex- 
■eitement  in  that  land  where  coronations  are  every-day 
occurrences^  and  the  stones  of  the  field  are  amethysts  and 
chrysoprases.  It  takes  a  great  thing  to  make  the  English 
Houses  of  Parliament  or  the  American  Supreme  Court  or 
the  House  of  Congress  adjourn — ^the  death  of  a  member  or 
some  very  important  event.  It  must  be  a  great  thing  to 
make  heaven  adjourn  all  its  honours  and  all  other  subjects, 
which  thing  it  does  when  a  soul  is  converted;  for  "there 
is  joy  in  heaven  over  one  sinner  that  repenteth."  Around 
that  one  soul,  sweep  to  night,  in  circle  of  cloud,  and  mist, 
and  fire,  and  song,  and  rapture,  and  woe,  all  God's  universe. 
At  its  fall,  devils  beat  the  gongs  of  darkness :  at  its  re- 
demption, heaven  puts  its  lip  to  trumpet,  its  finger  to  harp, 
its  hammer  to  bell;  and  "there  is  joy  in  heaven  over  one 
sinner  that  repenteth." 

Now,  it  is  on  such  a  thing  as  that,  I  x>lead  to-night.  I 
bring  a  message  from  the  throne  of  God :  "  Eepent  poor 
soul.  Give  up  thy  sin  and  take  Christ."  I  ask  you  to 
make  no  experiment.  I  know  what  I  am  talking  about. 
Forty  years  ago,  my  parents  carried  me  to  the  old  church 
at  Somerville,  and  under  the  hands  of  Mr.  Van  Kleech,  the 
good  minister,  the  waters  of  baptism  were  put  upon  my 
face ;  but  that  did  not  save  me.  Afterward,  I  learned  to 
kneel  at  the  family  altar,  and  father  and  mother,  and  a 
brother  and  a  sister — all  four  of  whom  have  been  some  time 
in  glory — ^were  there.  But  that  did  not  save  me.  Afterwards, 
my  brother  Daniel — ^these  are  his  sons  and  daughters  whom 
you  find  in  our  church  to-day — my  brother  Daniel  said  to 
me  :  "  De  Witt,  if  you  like  to  go  to  school  and  to  college. 
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and  get  on  education,  I  will  pay  your  way  through."  He 
kept  the  promise :  but  that  did  not  save  me.  I  have  had  a 
great  many  good  friends — ^influential  friends — ^but  that  did 
not  save  me.  I  read  Doddridge's  "  Eise  and  Progress  "  and 
Baxter's  "  Call  to  the  Unconverted,"  until  I  was  almost  wild; 
hut  that  did  not  save  me.  I  heard,  from  Presbyterian  pulpits 
and  Methodist  camp-meetings,  sermons  mighty  enough  to 
wake  the  dead;  but  that  did  not  save  me.  Then  Christ 
came.  He  came  with  a  brow  red  with  carnage,  and  limping 
with  the  wound  in  the  foot,  and  He  said :  "  Poor  soul,  it  is 
high  time  you  took  your  feet  ofE  my  bleeding  heart.  I  for- 
give you.  Eepent!  Eepent!"  And  though  there  may 
have  been  greater  joy  in  heaven  over  some  other  souls, 
because  of  results  wider  reaching,  still  I  Jcnmu  that  when  I 
gave  my  soul  to  Christ,  there  were  some  in  heaven  made 
happier  by  the  thought ;  for  "  there  is  joy  in  heaven  over 
one  sinner  that  repenteth,"  and  that  is  me. 

"to   DAT,    IP  YE   WILL   HEAK   HIS   VOICE." 

« 

Can  you  not  come  to-day,  and  give  your  heart  to  God  ? 
Standing  here,  I  really  believe  that  if  you  do  not  come  to 
God  to-night,  some  of  you  never  will.  Some  of  you  are 
putting  it  off  for  one  thing,  and  others  for  another  thing. 
Perhaps  it  is  because  you  have  to  make  some  sacrifices  in 
order  to  become  Christians.  Can  you  not  make  sacrifices  ? 
I  wish  you  could  have  heard  the  story  of  a  young  man  who 
stood  up  in  the  audience  this  morning.  He  had  to  give  up  a 
living  for  Christ.  He  was  in  a  business  that  he  thought  was 
inconsistent  with  the  Christian  service,  and  he  said  to  his 
wife :  "  I  can't  be  a  Christian  and  do  this."  "  Then,"  she 
replied,  "  give  up  the  business."  They  gave  up  their  living 
for  Christ.  What  can  you  give  up  ?  "  Oh,"  says  some  one 
here ;  ''  my  heart  is  so  hard.  It  is  so  full  of  sin,  I  can't 
look  up."    Can't  you  ?    Perhaps  you  can  do  as  the  boy  did 
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in  the  hospital.  He  said  to  the  lad  on  the  couch  in  the  same 
ward  of  the  hospital :  "  Jesus  comes  through  these  wards 
every  night,  and  He  takes  away  these  children  into  heayen.  I 
wonder  why  He  don't  take  me  ?  I  am  so  sick  and  I  am  so* 
tired.  I  think  to-night  I  shall  hold  up  my  hand  while  I  sleep, 
and  Jesus  going  through  the  wards  of  the  hospital  will  see  my 
hand  up,  and  then  He  will  know  I  want  to  go  away  with 
Him,  and  He  will  take  me."  The  neit  morning,  the 
nurse  walked  through  the  wards  of  the  hospital,  and,  sure 
enough,  Charlie  was  dead.  He  laid  with  one  hand 
extended  in  the  air,  and  by  the  other  hand  he  held  the- 
elbow.  During  the  night,  Christ  had  walked  through  the- 
wards  of  the  hospital,  and  He  had  seen  the  wasted  hand  of 
the  poor  little  sufferer  lifted  toward  Him,  and  He  answered 
the  prayer,  and  took  him.  Oh  soul,  sick  and  dying  in  sin, 
can  you  not  to-night  lift  one  hand  of  solicitation  to  Jesus  of 
Nazareth  as  He  passes  by  ?  This  very  moment  He  bends- 
over  you.  Oh  Gospel-hardened  man,  oh  Gospel-hardened 
woman,  can  you  not,  this  night,  try  to  catch  the  attention  of. 
the  Master  ?    And  are  you  not  willing  to  say : 

**  Vm  a  sinner  and  nothing  at  all, 
But  Jesus  Christ  is  my  all  in  all  1  ** 
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"  Felix  trembled  and  answered :  go    thy  way  for  this  time ;  when  I' 
have  a  convenient  season,  I  will  call  for  tnee." — Acts  xxiv .  25. 

A  CITY  of  marble  was  Csesarea.  Wharves  of  marble, 
houses  of  marble,  temples  of  marble.  This  beings 
the  ordinary  architecture  of  the  place,  you  may  imagine- 
something  of  the  splendour  of  Governor  Felix's  residence. 
In  a  room  of  that  palace,  floor  tesselated,  windows  curtained, 
ceiling  fretted,  the  whole  scene  affluent  with  Tyrian  purple,. 
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and  statues,  and  pictiires,  and  carvings,  sat  a  Tcry  dark- 
complexioned  man  by  the  name  of  Felix,  and  beside  him  a 
woman  of  extraordinary  beauty,  whom  he  had  stolen  by 
breaking  up  another  domestic  circle.  She  was  only  eighteen 
years  of  age,  a  princess  by  birth,  and  unwittingly  waiting 
for  her  doom — that  of  being  buried  gJive  in  the  ashes  and 
scoria  of  Mount  Vesuvius;  which  in  sudden  eruption,  one 
day,  put  an  end  to  her  abominations.  Well,  one  afternoon, 
Drusilla,  seated  in  the  palace,  weary  with  the  magnificent 
stupidities  of  the  place,  says  to  Felix :  "  You  have  a  very 
distinguished  prisoner,  I  believe,  by  the  name  of  Paul.  Do 
you  know  he  is  one  of  my  countrymen?  I  should  very 
much  like  to  see  him,  and  I  should  very  much  like  to  hear 
him  speak,  for  I  have  heard  so  much  about  his  eloquence. 
Besides  that,  the  other  day,  when  he  was  being  tried  in 
aBother  room  of  this  palace,  and  the  windows  were  open,  I 
heard  the  applause  that  greeted  the  speech  of  Lawyer  Ter- 
tulluB,  as  he  denounced  Paul.  Now,  I  very  much  wish  I 
could  hear  Paul  speak.  Won't  you  let  me  hear  him  speak  ?  " 
"  Yes,"  said  Felix,  "  I  will.  I  will  order  him  up  now  from 
the  guard-room."  Clank,  clank,  comes  a  chain  up  the  mar- 
ble stairway,  and  there  is  a  shuffle  at  the  door,  and  in  comes 
Paul,  a  little  old  man,  prematurely  old  through  exposure — 
only  sixty  years  of  age,  but  looking  as  though  he  were 
eighty.  He  bows  very  courteously  before  the  governor  and 
the  beautiful  woman  by  his  side.  They  say :  "  Paul,  we 
have  Jieard  a  great  deal  about  your  speaking ;  give  us  now  a 
specimen  of  your  eloquence.**  Oh!  if  there  ever  was  a 
chance  for  a  man  to  show  off,  Paul  had  a  chance  there.  He 
might  have  harangued  them  about  Grecian  art,  about  the 
wonderful  water-works  he  had  seen  at  Corinth,  about  the 
Acropolis  by  moonlight,  about  prison  life  in  Philippi,  about 
, "  what  I  saw  in  Thessalonica,!*  about  the  old  mythologies  ; 
but  "  No ! "    Paul  said  to  himself :  "  I  am  now  on  .the  way 
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to  martyrdom,  and  this  man  and  woman  will  soon  be  dead,, 
and  tliis  is  my  only  opportunity  to  talk  to  them  about  the 
things  of  eternity."  And  just  there  and  then  there  broke 
in  upon  the  scene  a  peal  of  thunder.  It  was  the  Toice  of  a 
judgment-day  speaking  through  the  words  of  the  deerepid 
apostle.  As  that  grand  old  missionary  proceeded  with  his 
remarks,  the  stoop  begins  to  go  out  of  his  shoulders,  and 
he  rises  up,  and  his  countenance  is  illumined  with  the  glo- 
ries of  a  future  life,  and  his  shackles  rattle  and  grind  as  he 
lifts  his  fettered  arm,  and  with  it  hurls  upon  his  abashed 
auditors  the  bolts  of  G-od's  indignation.  Felix  grew  very 
white  about  the  lips.  His  heart  beat  unevenly.  He  put  his 
hand  to  his  brow,  as  though  to  stop  the  quickness  and 
violence  of  his  thoughts.  He  drew  his  robe  tighter  about 
him,  as  under  a  sudden  chill.  His  eyes  glare,  and  his  knees. 
shake,  and  as  he  clutches  the  side  of  his  chair  in  a  very 
paroxysm  of  terroi',  he  orders  the  sheriff  to  take  Paul  back 
to  the  guard-room.  "  Felix  trembled,  and  said :  go  thy  way" 
for  this  time  ;  when  I  have  a  convenient  season,  I  will  call 

for  thee." 

A    young   man   came   one    night  to   our    services,  with 

pencil  in  hand,  to  caricature  the  whole   scene,  and  make 

mirth   of   those  who    should    express    any    anxiety  about 

their  souls :  but  I  met  him  at  the  door,  his  face  very  white, 

tears  running  down  his  cheek  as  he  said  :  "  Do  you  think 

there  is  any  chance  for  me  ?  "     Felix  trembled,  and  so,  may 

God  grant,  may  it  be  here  to-night ! 

I  propose  to  give  you  two  or  three  reasons  why  I  think 

Felix  sent  Paul  back  to  the  guard-room,  and  adjourned  this 

whole  subject  of  religion.     The  first  reason  was,  he  did  not 

want  to  give  up  his  sins.    He  looked  around;  there  was 

Drusilla.     He  knew  that  when  he  became  a  Christisoi,  he 

must  send  her  back  to  Azizus,  her  lawful  husband,  and  he 

said  to  himself :  "  I  will  risk  the  destruction  of  my  immortal 
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•only  sooner  than  I  will  do  that."  How  many  there  are 
now  who  cannot  get  to  be  Christians,  because  thej  will 
not  abandon  their  sins!  In  vain  all  their  prayers  and 
all  their  church-going.  Yon  cannot  keep  these  darling 
sins  and  win  heaven;  and  to-night,  some  of  you  will 
have  •  to  decide  between  the  wine-cup,  and  unlawful 
amusements,  and  lascivious  gratifications  on  the  one  hand, 
and  eternal  salvation  on  the  other.  Delilah  sheared 
the  lodes  of  Samson;  Salome  danced  Herod  into  the  pit; 
Dmsilla  blocked  up  the  way  to  heaven  for  Felix ;  and 
unless  some  of  you  repent,  you  shall  likewise  pexish.  Yet 
when  I  present  the  subject  to-night,  I  fear  that  some  of  you 
will  say :  "  Not  quite  yet.  Don't  be  so  precipitate  in  your 
demands.  I  have  a  few  tickets  yet  that  I  have  to  use.  I 
have  a  few  engagements  that  I  must  keep.  I  want  to  stay 
a  little  longer  in  the  whirl  of  conviviality^-a  few  more 
guffaws  of  unclean  laughter,  a  few  more  steps  on  the  road 
to  death,  and  then,  sir,  I  will  listen  to  what  you  say.  *  G-o 
thy  way  for  this  time ;  when  I  have  a  convenient  season,  I 
wUl  call  for  thee.' ".  Do  you  know  that  your  boat  is  on  the 
edge  of  the  maelstrom,  and  that  the  foam  on  the  wave  i» 
the  frothing  Hp  of  the  destroyed ;  and  that  the  gleam  in  the 
water  is  the  glaring  eyeballs  of  the  banished ;  and  that  the 
roar  of  the  wave  is  the  groan  of  the  damned  ?  Oh !  I  know 
that  it  is  a  great  deal  easier,  when  you  are  in  a  boat,  to  pull 
ahead  the  same  way  you  are  going ;  but  if,  to-night,  you  see 
that  you  are  within  a  few  yards  of  the  vortex,  and  that  this 
may  be  your  last  hour — aye,  your  last  moment,  you  had 
better  turn  around  in  the  boat,  you  had  better  clutch  with 
both  hands  the  handles  of  the  oars,  as  with  a  death  grip,, 
and,  putting  the  blades  down  into  the  black  waters,  pull  for 
your  eternal  life,  crying :  "  Lord,  save  me,  I  perish !  "  Can 
you  not  offer  such  a  prayer  to-night,  O  man !  long  wander- 
ing away  from  your  God  ?    Who  is  it  that  I  see  running  up 
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and  down  in  tlie  prison-iiouse  of  the  lost,  now  trying  to 
break  through  this  gate,  and,  failing,  turning  around  and 
rushing  to  the  other  gate,  and  beating  against  it,  and  in 
despair  crying:  "Let  me  get  out?"  Who  is  it?  Some 
soul  to-night  that  cannot  give  up  his  indulgendes ;  some 
soul  to-night  that  is  bound  hand  and  foot  by  the  powers  of 
darkness;  some  soul  here  that  has  a  darling  sin  that  he 
cannot  sacrifice,  and  who  says  to  me,  when  I  present  the 
great  themes  of  God  and  eternity  to  his  soul:  "Not  yet; 
go  thy  way  for  this  time ;  when  I  have  a  conrenient  season, 
I  will  call  for  thee." 

Another  reason  why  Felix  sent  Paul  back  to  the  guard- 
room and  adjourned  this  subject  was,  he  was  so  very  husy.    In 
ordinary  times  he  found  the  affairs  of  state  absorbing,  but 
those  were  extraordiDary  times.     The  whole  land  was  ripe 
for  insurrection.      The  Sicarii,  a  band  of  assassins   were 
already  prowling  around    the  palace,   and    I   suppose  he 
thought:  "I  can't  attend  to  religion  while  I  am  so  pressed  , 
by  affairs  of  state."     It  was  business,  among  other  things, 
that  ruined  his  soul,  and  I  suppose  there  .are  three  thousand 
people  in  this  house,  to-night,  who  are  not  children  of  God 
because  they  have  so  much  business.     It  is  business  in  the 
store — losses,  gains,  unfaithful  einjphyees.     It  is  business  in 
your  law  ofl&ce — subpoenas,  writs  you  have  to  write  out,  papers 
you  have  to  file,  arguments  you  have  to  make.     It  is  your 
medical  profession,  with  its  broken  nights,  and  the  exhausting 
anxieties  of  life  hanging  upon  your  treatment.     It  is  your 
real  estate  office,  your  business  with  landlords  and  tenants, 
and  the  failure  of  men  to  meet  their  obligations  with  you. 
Aye,  with  some  of  those  who  are  here,  it  is  the  annoyance  of 
the  kitchen,  and  the   sitting-room,  and  the   parlour, — the 
wearing  economy  of  trying  to  meet  large  expenses  with  a 
small  income.     Ten  thousand  voices  of  '*  business,  business, 
business,"  drown  the  voice  of  the  Eternal  Spirit,  silencing 
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tiie  Toice  of  the  adranoing  judgment-daj,  OTercoming  the 
Toice  of  an  agonizing  etemitj ;  and  they  cannot  hear,  the j 
cannot  listen.  They  say :  "  Go  thy  way  for  this  time."  Some 
of  you  look  npon  yonr  goods,  you  look  upon  your  profession, 
you  look  upon  your  memorandum  books,  and  you  see  the 
demands  that  are  made  this  very  week  upon  your  time  and 
your  patience,  and  your  money,  and  while  I  am  entreating 
you  about  your  soul  and  the  danger  of  procrastination,  you 
say :  **  Go  thy  way  for  this  time :  when  I  have  a  conyenient 
season  I  will  call  for  thee."  Oh  Felix,  why  be  bothered  about 
the  affairs  of  this  world  so  much  more  than  about  the  affairs 
of  glory  or  perdition  ?  Do  you  not  know  that  when  death 
comes,  you  will  hare  to  stop  business,  though  it  be  in  the 
most  exacting  period  of  it,  between  the  payment  of  the  money 
and  the  taking  of  the  receipt.  The  moment  he  comes  you 
will  have  to  go.  Death  waits  for  no  man,  however  high, 
however  low.  Will  you  put  your  office,  will  you  put  your 
shop  in  comparison  with  the  affairs  of  an  eternal  world  ? 
Affairs  that  inyolve  thrones,  palaces,  dominions  eternal. 
Will  you  put  two  hundred  acres  of  ground  against  immensity  ? 
Will  you  put  forty  or  fifty  years  of  your  life  against  millions 
of  ages  ?  Oh  Felix,  you  might  better  postpone  everything  else, 
for  do  you  not  know  that  the  upholstering  of  Tyrian  purple 
in  your  palace  will  fade,  and  the  marble  blocks  of  Csesarea 
will  crumble,  {^nd  the  breakwater  at  the  beach,  made  of  great 
blocks  of  stone  sixty  feet  long,  must  give  way  before  the 
perpetual  wash  of  the  sea ;  but  the  redemption  that  Paul 
offers  you,  will  be  for  ever  ?  and  yet,  and  yet,  and  yet  you 
waive  him  back  to  the  guard-room,  saying :  **  Go  thy  way 
for  this  time :  when  I  have  a  convenient  season,  I  will  call 
for  thee." 

Again :  Felix  adjourned  this  subject  of  religion  and  put 
off  Paul's  argument,  because  he  could  not  give  up  the  honours 
of  ihe  world.    He  was  afraid  somehow  he  would  be  compro- 
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mised,  liimself,  in  tliis  matter.    Bemarks  he  made  afterward 
showed  him  to  be  intensely  ambitious.     Oh,  how  he  hugged 
the  favour  of  men  !     I  never  saw  the  honours  of  this  world 
in  their  bollowness  and  hypocrisy  so  much  as  I  have  seen 
them  within  the  last  few  days,  as  I  have  been  looking  oYer 
the  hfe  and  death  of  that  wonderful  man  just  departed, 
Charles  Sumner.     Now  that  he  is  dead  the  whole  nation 
takes  o£E  the  hat.    As  he  goes  out  towards  the  plaoe  of 
burial,  even  Independence  Hall,  in  Philadelphia,  asks  that 
his  remains  may  stop  there  on  their  way  to  Boston.     The 
flags  are  at  half-mast,  and  the  minute-guns  on  Boston  Com- 
mon throb,  now  that  his  heart  has  ceased  to  beat.     Was  it 
always  so?    While  he  lived,  how  censured  of    legislative 
<«4'esolutions,  how  caricatured  of  the  pictorials ;  how  charged 
with  every  motive  mean  and  ridiculous ;  how  all  the  urns 
of  scorn  and  hatred,  and  Billingsgate  emptied    upon  his 
head ;  how,  when  struck  down  in  Senate  chamber,  there  were 
hundreds  of  thousands  of  people  who  said :  '*  Good  for.  him, 
served  him  right ! "  how,  the  simimer  before  last,  he  had  to 
put  the  ocean  between  him  and  his  maligners,  that  he  might 
have  a  little  peace ;  and  how,  when  he  went  off  sick,  they 
said  he  was  broken-hearted  because  he  could  not  get  to  be 
President  or  Secretary  of   State.     Oh  Commonwealth    of 
Massachusetts !  who  is  that  man  that  sleeps  to-night  in  your 
pubhc  hall,  covered  with  garlands  and  wrapped  in  the  stars 
and  stri{>es  ?    Is  that  the  man  who,  only  a  few  months  ago, 
you  denoxmced  as  the  foe  of  republican  and  democratic  insti- 
tions  ?    Is  that  the  same  man  ?    You  were  either  wrong 
then  or  you  are  wrong  now — a  thing  most  eertain,  oh  Oon^ 
monwealth  of  Massachusetts !    Ye  American  people,  ye  can- 
noty  by  one  week  of  funeral  eulogium  and  newspaper  Iteadeny 
which  the  dead  Senator  can  neither  read  nor  h»ur,  atone  for 
twenty-fiTe  years  of  maltreatment  and  caricature.    When  I 
see  a  man  like  that  pursued  by  all  the  hounds  of  the 
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political  kennel  so  long  as  he  lires,  and  then  boried  under 
garlands  almost  mountain  high,  and  amid  the  lamentations 
of  a  whole  nation,  I  say  to  myself :  What  an  unutterably 
hypocritical  thing  is  all  human  applause  and  all  human 
favour !  You  took  twenty-five  years  in  trying  to  pull  down 
his  fame,  and  now,  you  will  take  twenty-fire  years  in  trying 
to  build  his  monument.  You  were  either  wrong  then,  or  you 
are  wrong  now.  My  friends,  was  there  ever  a  better  com- 
mentary on  the  hollowness  of  all  earthly  favour  ?  If  there 
are  young  men  in  this  house  who  are  postponing  religion  in 
order  that  they  may  have  the  favours  of  this  world,  let  me 
persuade  them  of  their  complete  folly.  If  you  are  looking 
forward  to  gubernatorial,  senatorial,  or  presidential'  chair, 
let  me  show  you  your  great  mistake.  Can  it  be  that  now,  in 
the  presence  of  these  great  national  solemnities,  there  is 
any  young  man  saying :  '^  Let  me  have  some  political  office, 
let  me  have  some  of  these  high  positions  of  trust  and 
power,  and  then  I  will  attend  to  religion ;  but  not  now.  *  Go 
thy  way  for  this  time ;  when  I  have  a  convenient  season  I 
will  call  for  thee!'" 

Whexi  Paul's  chain  rattled  down  the  marble  stairs  of 
Felix,  that  was  Felix's  last  chance  for  heaven.  Judging 
from  his  chsiracter  afterwards,  he  was  a  reprobate  and 
abandoned. 

It  is  eighteen  centuries  now  since  Felix  lost  his  soul ;  it  is 
lost  yet.  I  suppose  that  Drusilla  went  to  the  same  place. 
One  day,  in  Southern  Italy,  there  was  a  trembling  of  the 
earth,  and  the  air  got  black  with  smoke  intershot  with 
Uquid  rocks,  and  Vesuvius  rained  upon  her  and  upon  her 
sons  a  horrible  tempest  of  ashes  and  fire.  They  did  not 
reject  religion ;  they  only  put  it  off.  They  did  not  under- 
stand that  that  day — that  that  hour  when  Paul  stood  before 
them — ^was  the  pivotal  time  upon  which  everything  was  poised, 

and  that  it  tipped  the  wrong  way.    Their  convenient  season 

7  2 
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came  when  Paxil  and  liis  guardsman  entered  the  palace :  It 
went  away  when  Paul  and  his  guardsman  left.  Hare  you 
never  seen  men  waiting  for  a  convenient  season  ?  There  is 
such  a  great  fascination  about  it,  that  though  you  may  have 
come  in  here  to-night  and  may  sit  or  stand,  with  great  respect 
to  the  truth  of  Christ,  yet,  somehow,  there  is  in  your  soul 
the  thought:  "Not  quite  y«t.  It  is  not  time  for  me  to 
become  a  Christian."  I  say  to  a  boy :  "  Seek  Christ."  He 
says :  "  No ;  wait  until  I  get  to  be  a  young  man."  I  say  to 
the  young  man :  "  Seek  Christ."  He  says :  "  Wait  until  I 
come  to  mid-life."  I  meet  the  same  person  in  mid-Hfe,  and 
I  say :  "  Seek  Christ."  He  says :  "  Wait  until  I  get  old."  I 
meet  the  same  person  in  old  age,  and  say  to  him :  *'  Seek 
Christ."  He  says :  "  Wait  until  I  am  on  my  dying  bed."  I 
am  called  to  his  dying  couch.  His  last  moments  have  come. 
I  bend  over  the  couch  and  listen  for  his  last  words.  I  have 
partially  to  guess  what  they  are,  by  the  motion  of  his  lips, 
he  is  so  feeble ;  but  rallying  himself,  he  whispers  until  I 
can  hear  him  say :  "  I — am — waiting — ^f or — a  more — con- 
venient— season  " — and  he  is  gone ! 

I  can  tell  you  when  your  convenient  season  will  come.  I 
can  tell  you  the  year — it  will  be  1874.  I  can  tell  you  the 
month — }j^  will  be  the  month  of  March.  I  can  tell  you  what 
kind  of  a  day  it  will  be — ^it  will  be  the  Sabbath-day.  I  can 
tell  you  what  hour  it  will  be — it  will  be  between  eight  and 
ten  o'clock.  In  other  words,  it  is  now— a  word  of  three  let- 
ters, but  each  one  an  anthem,  or  a  jubilee,  or  a  coronation,  or 
a  dungeon,  or  a  groan.  Do  you  ask  me  how  I  know  this  is 
your  convenient  season  P  I  know  it  because  you  are  here  ; 
and  because  the  Holy  Spirit  is  here ;  and  because  the  elect 
sons  and  daughters  of  God  in  this  church  are  praying  for 
your  redemption  ;  and  because  the  women  of  the  church,  last 
Thursday  afternoon,  especially  implored  the  blessing  of 
God  upon  the  morning  and  evening  services  of  to-day.     I 
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know  it  because  this  matter  was  upon  Fridaj  erening  at  the 
prayer-meeting,  and  this  morning  in  the  prayer-meeting, 
and  in  the  preceding  prayer-meeting  this  evening.  We 
prayed  that  €h)d  would  come  by  His  Holy  Spirit  and  saye 
your  souls,  and  so  I  know  this  is  your  convenient  season.  I 
know  it  also  from  the  fact  that  two  great  national  funeral 
bells,  one  from  the  east  and  the  other  from  the  west,  are 
tolling  through  all  the  valleys,  and  over  all  the  mountains 
of  the  land — tolling,  tolling :  "Put  not  your  trust  in  princes, 
neither  in  the  son  of  man  in  whom  there  is  no  help ;  their 
breath  goeth  forth,  in  that  very  day  their  thoughts  perish." 
Aye,  I  know  it  is  your  convenient  season  because  some  of 
you,  like  Felix,  tremble  as  all  your  past  life  comes  upon  you 
with  its  sin,  and  all  the  future  life  comes  upon  you  with  its 
terror.  This  night  air  is  a  glare  with  torches  to  show  you  up 
or  to  show  you  down.  It  is  rustling  with  win  gs  to  lift  you  into 
light  or  smite  you  into  despair;  and  there  is  a  rushing  to 
and  fro,  and  a  shouting,  and  a  wailing,  and  a  leaping,  and  a 
falling,  and  a  beating  against  the  door  of  your  soul  as  with 
a.  great  thunder  of  emphasis,  telling  you :  **  Now,  now  is  the 
best  time,  as  it  may  be  the  only  time." 

My  friends,  be  quick.  You  have  no  time  to  waste.  Be 
quick,  the  days  of  your  life  are  going.  Be  quick,  the  hour 
of  your  death  is  coming.  Be  quick,  the  time  of  grace  has 
almost  closed  with  some  of  you,  perhaps,  it  may  be 
closed  with  some  of  you  to-night.  Be  quick,  lest  some 
paralysis  seize  upon  you  as  upon  our  venerable  ex- 
President,  just  carried  out,  or  you  have  no  more  time  than 
the  illustrious  senator  who  fell  this  week — only  time  to  say, 
as  he  did,  putting  his  hand  upon  his  heart :  ** Oh!  on\ " 
.and  you  be  gone ! 

May  Gtod  Almighty  forbid  that  any  of  you,  my  brethren 
or  sisters,  act  the  part  of  Felix  and  Drusilla,  and  put  away 
this  great  subject.    If  you  are  going  to  be  saved  ever,  why 
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not  begin  to-night?  Throw  down  your  sins  and  take  the 
Lord's  pardon.  Christ  has  been  tramping  after  yoa  many  a 
day. 

An  Indian  and  a  white  man  became  Christians.  The 
Indian,  almost  as  soon  as  he  heard  the  Gospel,  believed  and 
was  saved ;  bat  the  white  man  struggled  on  in  darkness  for 
a  long  while  before  he  found  light.  After  their  peace  in 
Cluist,  the  white  man  said  to  the  Indian :  "  Why  was  it 
that  I  was  kept  so  long  in  the  darkness,  and  you  immediatelj 
found  peace  ?  "  The  Indian  replied :  "  I  will  tell  you.  A 
prince  comes  along  and  he  offers  you  a  coat.  You  look  at 
your  coat  and  you  say :  '  My  coat  is  good  enough,'  and  you 
refuse  his  offer ;  but  the  prince  comes  along  and  he  offers 
me  the  coat,  and  I  look  at  my  old  blanket  and  I  throw  that 
away,  and  take  his  offer.  You,  sir,"  continued  the  Indian, 
"  are  clinging  to  your  own  righteousness ;  you  think  you  are 
good  enough,  and  you  keep  your  own  righteousness ;  but  I 
have  nothing — nothing ;  and  so  when  Jesus  offers  me  pardon 
and  peace,  I  simply  take  it."  My  hearer,  why  not  now 
throw  away  the  worn-out  blanket  of  your  sin,  and  take  the 
robe  of  a  Saviour's  righteousness  P  a  robe  so  white,  so  fiur» 
so  lustrous,  that  no  fuller  on  earth  can  whiten  it.  Oh  I 
Shepherd,  to-night,  bring  home  the  lost  sheep.  Oh !  Father, 
io-night  give  a  welcoming  kiss  to  the  wan  prodigal.  Oh  I 
friend  of  Lazarus,  to-night  break  down  the  door  of  the 
sepulchre  and  say  to  all  these  dead  souls,  as  by  irresistible 
fiat  2  "  live !  live  !  " 
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Free  Church  system  unanimously  adopted — "Unchurchly" 
Architectu/re — Its  success—Destruction  of  the  old  building'-' 
ChrisUan  sympathy — The  new  edifice — It  is  already  too  small 
—A  Free  Church  adapted  to  aU  social  requirements — BetrO' 
spective — God*s  goodAness—Hope  f(yr  the  future,  &c,,  4ifi, 

^^N  tliis,  tlie  fifth  anniyersary  of  my  settlement  as  your 
s^  pastor,  I  desire  to  tell  tlie  story  of  this  church — ^a 
bory  that  has  never  yet  been  told.  I  tell  it  in  answer  to 
jnerican  and  European  letters,  so  numerous  that,  with  the 
id  of  a  secretary,  I  have  not  been  able  to  answer  them.  I 
sll  it  in  recognition  of  the  goodness  of  God.  I  tell  it  out  of 
dstice  to  the  men  and  women  who  sit  before  me ;  out  of 
ostice  to  some  who  have  already  entered  upon  the  white- 
obed  congregations  of  heaven.  It  is  a  story  of  escapes,  de- 
ireranoes,  losses,  self-sacrificing  achievement,  wild  tragedy, 
Hvine  help,  and  of  world-wide  sympathy,  that  I  do  not  think 
lelongs  to  any  other  church  of  the  century.  There  are  pas- 
ages  that  remind  me  of  the  going  of  the  Israelites  through 
he  Bed  Sea.  And  yet  it  shall  not  be  an  epic,  nor  a  lyric, 
Lor  a  dithyrambic,  but  only  a  plain  pastoral. 

Seated  in  my  Philadelphia  home,  the  ''call"  came  from 
his  church.  The  eldership  deceived  me  in  no  wise.  They 
old  me  it  was  almost  an  extinct  church.  Nineteen  members 
rere  all  that  could  be  rallied  to  a  congregational  meeting, 
o  make  out  the  ''  call."  It  was  accepted,  for  the  reason  that 
he  church  was  flat  down,  and  I  said  to  myself :  ''  That  will 
)e  just  the  place  in  which  to  try,  on  a  large  scale,  a  free 
ihurch,  without  any  established  hindrances  in  the  way."  And 
K>,  putting  my  trust  in  God,  and  confronting  the  derision  of 
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some  of  my  best  personal  friends  at  what  they  called  a  **  wild 
undertaking,"  I  came  to  this,  the  fairest  city  under  the  sun. 
Blessed  be  her  churches!  Prospered  be  her  commerce! 
Christianized  be  all  her  schools ! 

THB   FBSE   CHXTBOH   PLAH   ADOPTXD. 

The  first  summer,  we  enlarged  the  old  chapel  and  multi- 
plied the  seating  capacity  in  every  possible  way.  According 
to  the  most  approved  style,  our  pew  rents  went  up,  and  as 
the  pew  rents  went  up,  my  heart  went  down.  The  next 
Spring,  the  unanimous  cry  was  for  a  new  church,  and  the 
trustees  assembled  to  decide  what  it  should  be.  With  a 
suppressed  excitement,  such  as  I  never  before  or  since  felt, 
I  went  into  a  neighbour's  parlour,  to  lay  before  the  trustees 
the  plan  of  a  free  church.  I  tried  to  show  them,  in  that 
conversation,  that  it  is  ungospel  and  unchristian  to  make  ft 
man's  financial  qualification  the  test  of  pew-holding,  and  to 
show  them  that  we  had  no  right  to  knock  down,  under  an 
auctioneer's  hammer,  to  the  highest  bidder,  a  man's  chances 
for  heaven.  There  was  a  long  pause.  After  awhile,  one  of 
the  brethren  remarked :  "  I  have  no  doubt  that  a  church  on 
that  plan  would  be  the  highest  style  of  Gospel  church ;  but 
where  would  we  get  the  money  to  carry  on  such  a  project  ?  " 
I  replied:  "Put  your  trust  in  God,  and  depend  upon  the 
voluntary  subscriptions  of  the  people.  And  since  my  own 
salary  may  be  in  the  way,  I  now,  here,  and  for  all  time 
to  come,  discharge  you  of  all  financial  responsibility  to  me, 
personally.  Give  me  a  free  church,  and  if  you  cannot  sup- 
port me,  then  by  pen  and  lecturing  platform,  I  will  take  care 
of  myself."  "Well,"  said  one  of  the  brethren,  "if  the 
dominie  believes  in  the  plan  as  much  as  that,  I  think  we  can 
afford  to  believe  in  it,  and  I  move  we  have  a  free  church ; " 
— a  resolution  that  passed  with  a  unanimous  "  Aye." 

Then  there  came  around  about  me  a  band  of  consecrated  men 
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romen,  sworn  to  do  this  work,  a&d  if  I  oyer  forget  their 
7  to  Christ,  and  their  adherence  to  the  good  caose^ 
nj  tongae  be  for  ever  still !  The  first  question  was  to 
a  site  for  the  building.  Committees  were  appointed, 
rent  np  and  down  the  city,  looking  for  a  place,  they 
g  decided  that  we  must  hare  a  place  one  hundred  and 
:eet  front,  bj  one  hundred  feet  deep ;  and  after  weeks 
arching,  they  found,  within  three  doors  of  the  old 
)1,  just  the  place — one  hundred  and  fifty  feet  front,  by 
lundred  feet.  Although  the  lot  is  larger  now  than  it 
hen,  that  was  the  size  of  it  then — ^fore-ordained,  from 
emity,  to  be  the  place  where  we  should  build.  I  was 
asked,  and  I  asked  myself:  **  Why  wasn't  that  lot 
L  ?  "    God  was  keeping  it  for  us. 

"  UNCHUBCHLY  "   ABCHITECTUBB. 

e  next  question  to  be  decided  was,  Who  shall  be  the 
beet?  I  went  to  one  of  the  prominent  architects  in 
York,  and  said :  ''  Give  us  a  church  in  amphitheatrical 
3."  He  figured  on  it  a  few  weeks,  and  said:  ''An 
dtheatrical  building  is  not  churcMy.*^  I  went  to  another 
iguished  architect,  and  said :  ''  Give  us  an  amphithea- 
.  building  where  the  people  can  see  each  other's  faces, 
^  of  the  back  of  the  head,  and  where  we  can  all  be 
3red  as  in  a  great  home-circle,  and  where  nothing  shall 
igular."  He  figured  on  it  a  while,  and  at  the  end  of 
weeks  said  to  me  that  an  amphitheatrical  building  would 
«  churcMy,  One  day  a  young  man  came  into  my  room, 
laid:  "Have  you  decided  upon  an  architect  for  the  build- 
"  I  replied:  "No."  Said  he:  "Would  I  have  any 
ee?"  I  replied:  "Any  man,  young  or  old,  who  can 
us  an  amphitheatrical  church  where  the  people  can  all 
ated  in  sympathy  with  each  other,  will  be  our  architect." 
.  I  drew  out,  on  the  back  of  a  letter,  in  twenty  strokes, 
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the  general  idea,  and  said :  *'  If  you  can  bring  that  oat  witk 
architectural  skill,  you  will  be  our  man."     So  this  plan  mi 
developed.    That  it  was  a  good  one,  I  take  from  the  &cl  ihit 
there  have  Leon  scores  of  churches  since  built  on  the  same  pha 
Then  the  trowel  began  to  click,  and  the  hammer  to  thniif^ 
and  the  building  rose.     As  we  were  to  build  it  for  a  to^ 
|>orary  structure,  to  last  but  two  years,  in  three  months  the 
whole  afE a.ir  was  done ;  but  mark  yott,  without  haying  laised 
one  dollar  of  contribution  towards  it.     We  depended  upon 
the  sale  of  the  old  church  for  the  building  of  the  new ;  bot 
the  purchasers  of  that  building  failed  to  meet  their  paj- 
luents,  and  so  the  building  came  back  upon  our  hands. 
Then,  after  the  new  building  was  done,  we  had  to  go  throngli 
the  work  of  attempting  to  pay  for  a  church  entirely  oon- 
pleted,  and  some  of  you  may  know  what  tough  work  that  is. 
Then  we  went  on  organizing — making  hundreds  of  experi- 
ments in  hundreds  of  things,  because  we  had  no  precedent, 
no  antecedent.    Yet  the  work  all  the  time  progressed.    At 
our  very  first  communion  in  the  old  Tabernacle,  more  than 
ninety  souls  professed  faith  in  Christ ;  at  the  second  e(fah 
munion  in  the  old  Tabernacle,  more  than  fifty  souls ;  at  the 
third  communion  in  the  old  Tabernacle,  more  than  forty 
souls  ;  and  that  is  the  only  way  I  know  how  to  calculate  the 
advancement  of  a  church.     Though  you  build  a  church  as 
grand  as  St.  Paul's,  of  London ;  and  have  a  line  of  carriages, 
with  resetted  coachmen,  reaching  from  here  to  Prospect 
Park,  I  would  abhor  it  if  there  were  no  conrersions.     That 
church  is  an  accursed  thing  which  knows  nothing  about 
soul-saying.     Pull  it  down,  and  use  its  timbers  and  its  stones 
for  bowling-alleys  and  theatres.    They  are  not  so  objec- 
tionable, because  they  pretend  to  be  what  they  are ;  but  a 
church  which  does  nothing  but  rock  souls  into  an  eternal 
sleep  under  a  gilded  canopy,  is  a  gigantic  hypocrisy,   and 
defies  the  bolts  of  high  heaven. 
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,  the  work  went  on.  On  the  following  summer  we 
hat  our  Tabemade  was  too  straight  for  us,  and  so  we 
d  it  at  an  expense  like  building  another  new  church, 
hile,  our  church  had  sailed  down  into  calm  financial 

and  one  December  night  the  trustees  of  the  church 
led  to  look  over  the  affairs  of  the  church,  and  they 
ed  the  income  and  the  outgo,  and  saw  that  the  next 
ley  would  have  a  positive  surplus.  They  clapped 
ands  and  sat  up  very  late  that  night  talking  the 
over,  and  they  said :  ^  This  project  of  a  free  church, 
lome  have  caricatured  and  many  have  doubted,  has 

to  be  a  success.''  It  was  about  eleven  o'clock  at 
rhen  the  sexton  shut  the  door  of  the  old  Iron-Clad. 
Hiat  was 

THB  LAST  NIOHT  OF  THE  TABESNACLB. 

rk  would  never  float  any  more  souls  into  glory.  Its 
as  done.  And  if,  when  a  Christian  man  dies,  the  air 
>f  spirits  coming  and  going,  when  a  Christian  Church 
.t  coming  to  its  closing  moments,  I  think  that  angelic 
AUtB  move  forward  and  backward  in  the  scene.  I  think 
ght  the  air  was  full  of  them. 

A  next  morning,  at  ten  o'clock,  the  cry  of  fire  was 
it  was  not  a  hoarse  uproar,  but  it  was  a  voice  with 
1  it.  I  said  to  a  man  the  other  day :  "  When  did  you 
>  a  Christian  ?  "  He  replied :  "  When  the  old  Taber- 
earned.  I  don't  cry  often,  I  want  you  to  understand, 
aied  that  morning,  and  I  cried  all  day.  Wasn't  it 
' "  Oh  Lord  Jesus  !  great  Head  of  the  Church !  what 
hBkt  was  when  Thy  children  stood  before  their  burning 
Some  sighed.  Some  wrung  their  hands.  Some 
^  Invalids  with  unnatural  strength  got  up  from 
cmches  and  looked  out  at  it.  It  was  the  death  throe 
lurch,  its  departing  spirit  spreading  abroad  wings  of 
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flame — its  groan,  the  falling  timbers.  Let  the  fireman  take 
off  their  glazed  hats,  and  twenty  thousand  excited  spectators 
bow  down  before  the  catafalque  of  fire.  Dead !  Dead! 
Ashes  to  ashes  ! 

The  loss  was  the  more  complete  because  it  was  an  iron 
structure,  on  which  we  had  not  been  able  to  get  adequate  in- 
surance. So  we  were  as  thoroughly  rubbed  out  as  a  sponge 
rubs  out  a  sum  from  a  boj*s  slate  at  school.  Then  there 
came  sympathetic  letters.  I  never  got  so  many  letters  in 
one  day  in  my  life,  as  I  got  on  the  following  day.  And  then 
there  came  practical  help.  One  thousand  dollars  from 
Dresden,  Germany,  where  they  make  pictures.  Help  from 
Sheffield,  England,  where  they  make  knives ;  from  Glasgow, 
Scotland,  where  they  make  steamers;  from  Edinburgh, 
where  they  make  scholars ;  from  Paris,  where  they  make 
revolutions ;  from  London,  where  they  make  everythmg.  It 
was  not  so  much  the  amount  they  gave  as  the  way  they 
gave  it.    They  said 

THEY  HAD  SEEN  THE  FIEB 

an  Yorkshire  and  in  old  Essex,  and  among  the  Trossachs. 
They  told  us  we  were  prayed  for  among  the  Manchester  and 
Dirmingham  operatives.  You  know  how  it  was  in  our  own 
city.  -Twenty-six  churches  in  as  many  hours  were  offered 
for  our  occupation.  They  offered  us  their  main  audienoe- 
rooms,  they  offered  us  their  lecture-rooms,  they  offered  ub 
their  baptistries  and  their  anxious  seats,  and  what  they  did 
not  offer  us  would  not  be  worth  mentioning.  The  demon- 
stration of  Christian  brotherhood  was  so  magnificent  that  as 
soon  as  I  could  get  the  cinders  and  the  tears  wiped  out  of 
my  eyes,  I  said :  "  Well  brethren,  I  am  glad  the  thing  has 
burned  up.  We  only  built  it  for  two  years,  anyhow,  and  it 
was  not  large  enough.  Now  let  us  rise  up  and  have  a  larger 
and  a  better  structure." 
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make  tlie  years  of  our  exile  the  more  bearable,  the 
God  came  down  with  His  Spirit  in  the  Academj  of 
.  Some  people  said :  ''  You  had  better  not  go  there,  it 
leatre — a  secular  place."  But  we  went  there  and  had  it 
.ted.  We  dedicated  the  director's  room  in  that  build- 
'  a  prayer-meeting  twice  every  Sabbath.  We  dedicated 
G-reen  Boom  "  by  cries  of  "  What  must  I  do  to  be 
?"  We  dedicated  the  platform  by  the  story  of  a 
it's  love,  and  never  anything  else  but  that,  morning 
Lght.  We  dedicated  the  boxes  by  men  and  women  who 
sking  for  prayers.  We  dedicated  the  main  audience- 
by  five  hundred  and  thirteen  souls  professing  to  have 
the  peace  of  the  G-ospel — ^three  hundred  and  seven  of 
connecting  themselves  with  oxir  Church,  the  others 
elsewhere  because  we  had  as  yet  no  home.  And  though 
Leademy  of  Music  may  be  the  scene  of  secular  enter- 
ents  for  many  a  year,  there  shall  be  no  power  in  the 
ofjyrma  donna,  or  in  the  blast  of  brazen  instruments,  to 
I  out  "St.  Martin's"  and  "Coronation"  still  rolling 
g  those  arches. 

anwhile,  we  selected  a  new  architect,  one  who  did  not 
that  an  amphitheatrical  building  would  be  unchurchly ; 
rho,  after  long  experience  in  putting  up  some  of  the 
it  structures  in  England  and  the  United  States,  brought 
3  achievements  to  a  ciilmination  in  plans  for  this  temple, 
romen — ^the  Lord  has  written  the  record  on  high :  I 
t  read  it  until  I  come  up  there — the  women,  by  fair 
>y  personal  solicitation,  raised  money.  The  Board  of 
ees  brooded,  after  many  a  midnight,  over  the  plans. 
«rork  went  on — ^by  what  toil,  by  what  hope  deferred,  by 
anxiety,  I  cannot  tell— until,  on  the  22nd  of  February, 
ril  was  drawn  from  our  eyes,  and  there  rose  before  our 
I  this  building,  grander  than  our  brightest  anticipations, 
ar  as  the  everlasting  hills,  and  beautiful  as  a  midsummer's 
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dream !  offering  seating  CApadtr  to  sefend  thouwid  wan 
than  any  Protestant  church  in  America. 

There  remained  bat  two  things  to  be  tested :  Can  ire  yV 
i.T  it?  will  it  be  occupied?  The  first  question  joa ansmni 
when,  on  the  opening  dav,  jon  put  in  the  Lord's  lap  thirtj-in 
thousand  dollars,  malring  a  record  for  TourselYes  which, uliDe 
it  has  won  the  admiration  of  CLristeniom,  will  be  a  ptp 
von  will  be  glad  of  in  the  great  daj  when  Christ  shall  ay: 
''  Well  done,  good  and  faithfol  senrant !  Thou  hast  heei 
laitlif  111  oTer  a  few  things ;  be  thou  ruler  orer  ten  cities.** 
The  other  question  was:  Will  all  the  pews  be  assignedt 
For,  mind  jou,  though  we  are  a  free  church,  we  are  nadSbia 
a  mob  or  a  rabble.  Though  the  pews  are  aU  free  from  tKf- 
ation,  yet  they  are  f ormallj  assigned,  that  every  &ther  and 
mother  may  have  their  family  between  them;  that  tUi 
Sabbath  they  may  sit  where  they  sat  last  Sabbath,  and  nesi 
Sabbath  where  they  sat  this  Sabbath ;  that  a  home  feeliiig 
may  be  cultured ;  that  the  church  may  be  organised,  dis- 
ciplined for  practical  Christian  work,  as  it  could  not  be  if  tiie 
pews  were  not  assigned.  We  bmlt  the  church  so  large,  thai 
trustees  said,  and  I  said,  that  if  in  one  or  two  years  we  can 
assign  all  these  pews  to  families,  we  shall  be  satisfied.  Thi 
church  has  been  open  only  about  six  weeks,  yet  two  weeks 
ago  we  completed  the  assignment  of  all  the  pews — a  work 
that  would  have  been  done  the  night  of  the  opening  if  theve 
had  been  time  ;  and  so  we  find  that,  instead  of  the  building 
being  too  large, 

IT   IS  ALBEADY  TOO  SMALL. 

Now,  if  this  church  shall  ever  doubt  God's  goodness,  or 
his  willingness  to  take  us  straight  through  any  righteooi 
undertaking,  then  we  deserve  to  have  this  building  go  domi 
into  the  ashes  of  a  ruin  from  which  it  shall  never  be  resur* 
rected,  or  swallowed  of  an  earthquake  that  leaves  not  one 
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sliingle  behind.  *'  Oh !  give  thanks  onto  the  Lord 
oodness,  for  his  mercy  endureth  for  ever."  "  Not 
not  unto  us,  O  Lord !  but  unto  Thy  name  be  the 
If  God  ever  defended  a  church,  if  God  ever  lead  a 
£  God  ever  blessed  a  church,  if  God  ever  saved  a 
this  is  the  church. 

>w,  I  demand  of  all  those  who  are  here  to-day,  and 
se  to  whom  these  words  shall  come,  that  they  take 
church  out  of  the  list  of  experiments,  and  put  it 
the  list  of  accomplished  facts.  There  are  two  or 
ags  we  have  proved. 

first  place,  we  have  proved  that  a  free  church  is  a 
poesibility.  The  reason  that  like  undertakings,  in 
3es,  have  failed,  has  been  because  they  have  been 
U  scale,  or  because  they  have  been  in  a  mean  struc- 

because  with  it  they  have  poor  singing,  or  in  a 

neighbourhood.  Give  a  free  church  a  fair  chance, 
ight  kind  of  a  neighbourhood,  and  you  shall  gather 
3  walls  all  classes — ^the  rich  and  the  poor,  the  cul- 
id  the  ignorant.  Just  the  kind  of  a  church  our 
3US  would  favour :  "  The  rich  and  the  poor  meetisg 
,  the  Lord  the  maker  of  them  all."  Do  you  know 
tt  nine-tenths  of  the  pew-renting  churches  in  this 
at  the  end  of  the  year,  depend  upon  a  few  rich  men 

and  put  their  hands  in  their  pockets,  up  to  the 
>  meet  the  deficit  f    Now,  I  contend  that  that  is  not 

to  do.  Throw  the  whole  responsibility  on  the 
md  they  will  meet  it.  They  love  to  be  trusted. 
re  ever  a  grander  illustration  of  the  willingness  of 
le  of  this  country  to  support  a  free  church,  than  on 
L  of  February  ?  Mind  you,  it  was  in  the  midst  of 
andal  depression.  Mind  you,  it  was  like  the  build- 
hree  chxirches  in  three  years — the  first  Tabernacle 
1871,  the  enlargement  of  that  structure  (which  was 
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almost  like  erecting  another  building,  for  expense)  in  1872, 
then  this  structure  in  the  early  part  of  1874.  Do  you  be- 
lieve that  a  society  conducted  on  any  other  principle  «otiW 
have  roused  up  enough  sympathy  to  be  able  to  build  ihi^ 
churches  in  a  little  over  three  years  ?     I  trow  not. 

Oh !  we  were  tempted,  again,  and  again,  to  go  back  to  ^ 
old  plan.  I  was  offered,  as  some  of  you  know,  twen^f 
thousand  dollars  per  year  salary  if  I  would  allow  or  consent^ 
the  selling  of  the  pews  in  the  old  Tabernacle ;  but  we  bft* 
consecrated  ourselves  to  the  work  of  building  a  free  chord 
and  we  do  not  want  any  rest  from  it  imtil  we  rest  in  Q-reea 
wood,  the  pleasant  bed  where  I  have  a  great  many  goc 
friends  sleeping  this  morning. 

A  FBEE   CHUBCH   ADAPTED   TO   ALL. 

We  proved  another  thing,  and  that  is,  a,  free  church  can  < 
made  attractive  to  the  refilled  and  the  cultured.  The  stereotypy 
objection,  all  over  the  world,  to  a  free  church,  has  beet 
"  You  break  down  the  barriers  of  society,  and  then  the  ctJ 
tured  and  the  refined  won't  come  into  such  a  place."  ^ 
have  put  the  falsehood  upon  that  objection  to  a  free  chord 
There  is  not  anywhere — ^there  is  not  in  any  church  in  thi 
land,  or  in  England,  more  educated  men  and  women,  moi 
professional  men,  more  lawyers,  doctors,  artists,  teacher 
more  men  who  can  make  an  intelligent  public  address  upo 
every  question  of  finance,  politics,  morals,  and  religion,  « 
that  when  a  man  introduces  his  family  in  this  Christifl 
association,  he  introduces  them  into  the  highest  style  of  r 
finement.  I  have  wandered  up  and  down  the  world,  and 
suppose  I  have  seen  as  much  of  it  as  any  man  of  my  ag 
and  I  now  say  that  it  is  my  highest  ambition  to  have  my  o^ 
children  worthy  of  the  Christian,  elevated  society  in  which 
have  here  introduced  them. 

Again :  we  have  proved  that  the  jpeopU  will  come  to  recei 
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'i^l^tUandunvamiahedGtoB^^h  The  impression  is  abroad 
I  that  jon  must  fix  up  the  Gospel  to  suit  the  age,  instead  of 
^  fixing  up  the  age  to  suit  the  Gospel ;  and  the  young  men 
^ming  out  of  our  theological  seminaries  have  the  impression 
that  tliej  must  palliate  the  prejudices  of  society,  and  must 
tOYBT  over  the  natural  rottenness  of  the  human  heart,  and 
that  they  must  tell  men  what  very  dever  people  they  are, 
and  that  they  only  need  to  be  pressed  in  a  little  one  way, 
4md  pulled  out  a  little  the  other  way,  and  then  they  will  be 
aD  right.  And  they  say  :  "  All  you  want  is  development." 
Ib  it  ?  Development !  You  might  as  well  go  to  a  man  bent 
double  with  the  cramps  of  Asiatic  cholera,  and  tell  him  that 
m  he  wants  is  development.  It  is  a  lie.  He  needs  to  have 
his  disease  killed  so  that  he  may  get  well.  Until  our  heart 
is  changed  by  the  grace  of  God,  it  is  scabbed  and  ulcerous 
snth  a  great  leprosy ;  and  it  is  not  development  we  want,  but 
it  is  the  cure  of  an  eating,  loathsome,  blasting,  damning 
leprosy.  Our  whole  nature  throughout,  and  throughout,  and 
Jiroughout  wrong,  needs  to  be  made  over,  and  over,  and 
)ver  again.  I  wish  that  every  word  of  that  passage  could 
some  down  with  five  tons'  weight  of  emphasis :  «  Except  a 
nan  be  bom  again,  he  cannot  see  the  kingdom  of  God," 
;hough  he  had  given  a  hundred  thousand  dollars  to  religious 
nstitutions,  though  he  never  used  a  bad  word  in  his  life, 
liough  he  paid  all  his  debts,  though  he  lived  on  the  tip-top 
'ound  of  respectability — "  Except  a  man  be  bom  again,  he 
lannot  see  the  kingdom  of  God."  But  so  little  do  we  hear 
bbout  this  doctrine  of  regeneration  in  this  day,  that  it  is 
Jmost  considered  indelicate  for  a  man  to  read  in  a  public 
kssemblage  the  words  of  Christ  to  Nicodemus  about  the  new 
)irth.  And  as  to  there  being  any  hell,  if  we  make  any 
illusion  to  that,  it  must  be  with  exquisite  circumlocution,  as 
*  the  place  of  high  temperature,"  or  **  the  world  insalubrious," 
>r,  as  a  minister  recently  called  it, "  the  great  elsewhere !  "  I 
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saj  to  the  young  men  who  aitB  studying  for  the  ittinidzy,  Imd 
there  are  thirty  connected  with  this  congregation,  if  yon  have 
any  idea  that  it  is  necessary  to  preach  an  emasculated  Oospd 
in  order  to  get  people  to  come  and  hear  it,  you  make  a  yast 
mistake.  An  eminent  minister  of  New  York,  said  to  me 
some  time  ago :  ^  I  have  a  very  large  audience,  but  they  are 
all  Christians.  I  can't  get  the  worldly  people  to  come  in  and 
listen  to  me.  I  hear  that  a  good  many  worldly  people  come 
to  hear  you.  You  must  preach  some  very  strange  things. 
What  did  you  preach  about  yesterday?"  "WeU,"  I  re* 
plied, ''  I  preached  yesterday  morning  on :  '  Seek  ye  the  Loid 
while  He  may  be  found ; '  and  in  the  evening,  I  preached 
about :  '  Strive  to  enter  in  at  the  straight  gate.'  "  Said  he : 
« Is  that  aU  ?  "  "  Yes,"  I  repUed,  "  that  is  alL"  Oh !  my 
friends,  there  is 

A   JUDGMENT-SEAT   IN    EVERY   MAn's   HEAUT, 

which  tells  him  that  the  Bible  is  true,  and  that,  if  it  be  true, 
the  wicked  and  the  righteous  cannot  go  to  the  samue  place. 
So  I  say :  ''  Young  men  who  are  entering  the  ministry,  if 
you  really  want  a  fresh  theme,  if  you  really  want  a  novel 
theme  to  preach  about,  preach  the  old  GospeL  Do  not 
preach  about  ''  development " — ^that  is  hackneyed.  Do  not 
preach  about  the  Darwinian  Theory  of  the  Origin  of  oar 
Bace — that  is  worn  out.  But  if  you  want  something  new, 
really  new,  new  that  tens  of  thousands  of  people  in  this 
day  do  not  know  anything  about  it,  then  give  them  '^  Be-> 
pentance  "  in  the  morning,  and  '^  Faith  "  at  night ;  and  in 
order  to  variety,  next  Sabbath  give  them  ''  Faith "  in  the 
morning,  and  ''  Eepentance  "  at  night. 

I  believe  that  within  the  next  twenty  years  there  will  be 
an  earthquake  amid  the  American  and  English  pulpits,  and 
that  those  which  have  adhered  to  the  old  Gospel  will  stand, 
and  that  those  which  have  preached  anything  else   will  go 
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down.  Paxil  cries  out  with  great  emphasis:  ''If  anyone, 
though  he  be  an  angd  from  heaven,  preach  any  other  Gbspely 
let  him  be  aocumed." 

Where  is  Theodore  Parker's  pulpit  to-daj  ?  He  was  the 
most  fasdnaiang  man  I  ever  heard — a  mighty  man ;  but  he 
d^iied  the  Divinity  of  Christ  and  denied  the  inspiration  of  the 
Scriptures.  Where  is  his  pulpit  to-day  ?  Boston  tried  to  patch 
itupySJidprop  it  up,  but  when  Theodore  Parker  died,his  pulpit 
died  with  him.  Where  is  the  pulpit  of  Edward  Irving,  the 
most  brilliant  man  that  ever  stood  in  the  pulpit  of  England  P 
He  forsook  the  simplicity  of  his  father's  faith,  and  when 
Edward  Irving  died,  his  pulpit  died  with  him.  But  while 
those  men  were  preaching,  each  in  his  day,  the  one  in  Boston 
and  the  other  in  London,  there  were  self-sacrificing  men  in 
our  Western  wilderness  preaching  Jesus  and  the  resurrec- 
tion. They  died  of  the  malaria  from  the  cane-breaks ;  but 
what  became  of  their  pulpit  ?  It  multiplied  into  five  thou- 
sand other  pulpits,  and  the  song  for  which  Bishop  Ashbury 
and  George  Beynolds,  and  Jacob  Kruber,  gave  the  pitch,  is 
still  humming  amid  the  beech  woods  beyond  the  bluffs  of 
the  Mississippi. 

Now,  this  church  has  been  gathered  and   built  as  an 

exponent  of   a  literal  G-ospel.      So  it  shall  stand.      That 

the  Lord  has  approved  our  plan  in  the  past,  I  have  only 

to  state  that  eight    hundred  and   ninety-two   souls  have 

connected    themselves    with    this    Church    through  these 

five  years,  while  by  letters  from  all  parts   of  this  land, 

and  from  England,  Scotland,  and  Ireland,  and  Australia, 

and  the  islands  of  the  sea,  we  have  an  intimation  that 

through  your  prayers  and  the  help  that  you  have   been 

able    to     give    your    pastor,    thousands    of     souls    have 

been    brought    into    the    kingdom    of    Christ.      The    old 

Gospel  is  the    power  of    God   and    the  wisdom  of  God 

unto  salvation. 

o  2 
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BETBOSPECTIYB. 

But  now,  five  years  are  gone.    G-od  has  closed  the  fif fch 

Yolumey  never  to  be  opened  until  the  fiery  fingers  of  the 

judgment  shall  open  it,  amid  a  flying  heavens  and  a  burning 

earth.    During  those  five  years  a  good  many  have  gone  out 

from  us  into  the  eternal  world.    Some  of  them,  I  fear,  went 

unprepared.    It  is  absurd  for  a  man  to  preach  a  sermon  in 

which  he  implies  that  all  the  dead  are  happy.    Some  of 

those  who  went  out  from  us  during  the  past  five  years  into 

the  eternal  world,  gave  no  evidence  of  repentance.    There 

was,  in  their  last  struggle,  a  look  of  terror  about  the  face 

that  I  did  not  like.    They  mentioned,  in  their  last  moments, 

the  name  of  father,  or  mother,  or  wife,  or  child,  but  they  did 

not  mention  the  name  of  Jesus. 

"  Jesus,  the  name  high  over  all 
In  hell,  and  earth,  and  sky." 

They  did  not  speak  of  Him.  I  could  not  sleep  nights, 
asking  myself  the  question :  "  Was  it  my  fault  ?  Did  I  give 
them  fair  warning  ?  "  "  God  have  mercy  upon  their  soul," 
would  be  an  appropriate  prayer,  this  morning — ^if  it  were 
not  too  late ! 

But  oh,  how  many  of  our  friends,  during  these  five  years, 
have  gone  away  in  Christian  peacefulness.  The  evening 
came  on  them  with  the  soft  step  of  the  dew.  There  was 
sobbing  in  the  room,  and  there  were  wailings  that  made  the 
heart  ache,  and  cries  of  "  What  will  we  do  without  father  ?  " 
"  How  lonely  the  world  will  be  without  mother."  "  Speak, 
my  darling,  once  more !  Do  you  know  me  ?  Say,  my  child, 
do  you  know  me  ?  "  Ah,  no  wonder  they  made  no  response. 
How  could  they  take  your  hand  when  Christ  had  it  in  both 
of  his  ?  How  could  they  hear  your  voice  when  the  heavenly 
escort,  come  to  fetch  them  home,  were  in  full  chant  ?  How 
could  they  see  you  in  the  turned-down  light  of  the  sick  room, 
when  the  morning  of  heaven  was  surging  in  upon  their  soul 
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at  full  tide  P  See !  See !  there  are  angels  in  the  room.  Oh, 
those  dying  looks,  those  enchanted  faces,  those  closing  ex« 
postnlations !  If  I  could,  this  morning,  bring  those  five  years 
of  Christian  death-bed  triumphs  before  you,  you  would  spring 
to  your  feet  shouting  the  glory ;  and  those  radiant  ones  who 
haye  gone  up  from  your  homes  would  seem  moving  up  and 
down  again  through  these  very  aisles,  and  you  would  see  their 
brows  garlanded  with  joy,  and  their  necks  jewelled  with 
light ;  and,  as  they  looked  upon  you,  their  coxmtenances  sym- 
pathetic for  your  loneliness,  you  would  want  to  die,  too,  so 
as  to  be  with  them.  Do  not  cry !  Do  not  cry !  Parents, 
you  will  get  back  your  child.  Sorrowful  orphans,  you  will 
see  father  again.  You  will  see  mother  again*  €K)d  will  wipe 
away  all  tears  from  yoxir  eyes. 

During  these  five  years,  thirty-two  of  oxir  members  have 
gone  out  of  life,  and  they  all  went  away  in  the  simrise. 
Blessed  be  God,  \  I  knew  them  here,  and  I  will  know  them 
better  there. 

And  now,  as  a  church,  we  put  out  into  a  future  unknown, 
so  far  as  particulars  are  concerned ;  but  we  know  one  thing 
about  it :  "  Thou  shalt  see  greater  things  than  these."  We 
have  only  just  btdlt  the  fort  out  of  which  we  are  going  to  fire 
upon  the  Lord's  enemies.  We  have  only  just  planted  the 
stake  on  the  beach  from  which  we  are  going  to  swing  out  in 
the  offing  the  Gospel  net.  We  really  believe  that,  where  we 
have  had  hundreds  brought  to  G-od,  we  will  have  thousands. 
We  mean  to  pray  the  church  through.  To  God  be  the  glory 
for  the  past.  In  God  is  our  hope  for  the  future.  You  and 
I  may  die — ^that  will  not  have  anything  to  do  with  the  cause. 
The  cause  will  go  on.  The  sorrowful  will  be  comforted.  The 
tempted  will  be  delivered.  The  dead  will  be  raised.  There 
are  going  to  be  larger  harvest-homes,  and  stronger  doxologies, 
and  more  jubilant  hallelujahs. 

Oh,  men  and  women,  impenitent,  committed  to  my  charge. 
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Low  can  I  give  70a  tip  P  If  there  be  anj  power  in  prayer,  in 
tears,  in  heart-brealcing  solicitations,  yon  most  come  in.  OL, 
firo-crowned  Sinai !  unlimber  now  tliy  batteries !  Oh,  qnaking 
Calvary,  now  plead  thy  love !  Ob,  day  of  judgment,  now 
unsheathe  thy  glory !  Oh,  heaven,  display  thy  thrones !  Oil, 
pit,  flash  forth  thy  terrors !  And,  amid  the  rising,  and  the 
falling,  and  the  quaking,  and  the  wailing,  and  the  shouting, 
and  the  praying,  as  one  billow  of  on  aroused  sea  has  been 
known  to  pitch  a  steamer  with  a  thousand  passengers  high 
and  dry  upon  the  beach,  so  now  this  moment,  with  one  grest 
surge  of  ])enitence  and  prayer,  let  all  this  audience  be  landed 
on  the  shore  of  eternal  safety. 

COKCLUSIOH. 

My  heart  overflows  with  emotion,  when  I  think  that  I  have 
another  pastoral  year  less  of  work  to  do.     I  am  not  tired. 
God  has  been  very  good  to  me  all  these  years.  Notwithstand- 
ing the  work  I  have  been  called  to  do  here  in  this  Church, 
and  in  the  Lay  College,  and  in  the  editorial  chair,  a  combined 
work  that  many  supposed  and  prophesied  would  crush  me,  I 
have  never  had  a  day  of  real  sickness  in  my  life,  and  a  head- 
ache is  to  me  imknown,  save  as  some  of  my  good  friends  with 
their  hands  on  their  hot  temples,  have  described  it.    Gk>d 
has  been  very  good  to  me.     I  ascribe  this  health  and  pros- 
perity first  to  God  and  then  to  the  two  facts  that  I  have  a 
very  good  home,  and  a  congregation  who  give  no  annoyance. 
They  are  in  sympathy  with  me  and  my  work.     If  any  of 
them  do  not  like  me,  I  have  been  too  stupid  to  find  it  out.  I 
thank  you  for  all  your  forbearances  towards  me.     I  thank 
you  for  all  the  generosity  with  which  you  have  met  my 
worldly  necessities.    Above  all,  I  thank  you  for  the  prayers 
that  in  public  and  private  you  have  offered  for  me  and  mine. 
I  hope  to  live  and  die  with  you.    It  is  my  highest  ambition 
to  be  your  servant  for  Jesus'  sake.    And  when  it  is  time  for 
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resty  tBen  I  want  to  be  carried  out  tbrongli  these  rerj 
3  bj  the  men  who  sit  before  me  to-daj.  Their  arms 
ood  and  strong,  and  they  will  know  how  to  let  me 
r  down  into  the  last  sleep.  Many  of  them  are  my 
en  in  the  Gospel.  They  were  good  to  me  while  I 
I  would  not  be  afraid  to  trust  myself  in  their  arms 
I  am  dead.  And  then  one  by  one,  you  will  come  out  to 
jne  silent  neighbourhood,  and  when  the  morning  of  the 
rection  dawns,  in  its  holy  light  we  will  wake  up  together, 
8  I  cry :  "  Are  you  all  here  P  "  you  will  know  my  voice, 
ou  hare  heard  it  ao  long,  and  you  will  answer :  **  All 


»» 


belieye  in  the  communion  of  saints,  and  in  the  life  ever- 
g,  Amen." 


ZIKLAO    IN    ASHE& 

BT  BXY.  T.  DX  WITT  TALIUAK,  D.D. 

DaTid  and  the  people  that  were  with  Mm  lifted  up  their  Yoice 
^  until  they  had  no  more  power  to  we^.    David  recoYered  alL 
part  is  that  eoeth  down  into  the  battle,  so  shaU  his  part  be  that 
h  by  the  staff/'—/.  Samuel  xxz.  4, 19,  24. 

^^^KE  is  intense  excitement  in  the  village  of  Ziklag. 
David  and  his  men  are  bidding  good-bye  to  their 
ies  and  are  off  for  the  wars.  In  that  little  village  of 
g,  the  defenceless  ones  will  be  safe  until  the  warriors^ 
ed  with  victory,  come  home.  But  will  the  defenceless 
be  safe?  The  soft  arms  of  children  are  around  the 
I  of  the  bronzed  warriors  until  they  shake  themselves 
ind  start ;  and  handkerchiefs  and  flags  are  waved,  and 
s  thrown,  until  the  armed  men  vanish  beyond  the  hills. 
1  and  his  men  soon  get  through  with  their  campaign, 
start  homeward.    Every  night  on  their  way  home,  no 
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sooner  does  the  soldier  put  his  head  on  the  knapsack,  than 
in  his  dream  he  hears  the  welcome  of  the  wife  and  the  shout 
of  the  child.  Oh,  what  long  stories  they  will  have  to  teU 
their  families,  of  how  they  dodged  the  battle-axe,  and  then 
will  roll  up  their  sleeye  and  show  the  half -healed  wound. 
With  glad,  quick  step,  they  march  on,  David  and  his  men 
for  they  are  marching  home.  Now,  they  come  up  to  the  last 
hill  which  overlooks  Ziklag,  and  they  expect  in  a  moment  to 
see  the  dwelling-places  of  their  beloved  ones.  They  look, 
and  as  they  look,  their  cheek  turns  pale,  and  their  lip 
quivers,  and  their  hand  involuntarily  comes  down  on  the- 
hilt  of  the  sword.  "Where  is  Ziklag P  Where  are  our 
homes  P  "  they  cry.  Alas !  the  culrling  smoke  above  the 
ruin  tells  the  tragedy.  The  Amalekites  have  come  down 
and  consumed  the  village,  and  carried  the  mothers,  and  the 
wives,  and  the  children  of  David  and  his  men  into  captivity. 
The  swarthy  warriors  stand  for  a  few  moments 

TBAKSFIXBO   WITH   HOBBOB. 

Then  their  eyes  glance  to  each  other,  and  they  burst  into 
uncontrollable  weeping,  for  when  a  strong  warrior  weeps,  the 
grief  is  appalling.  It  seems  as  if  the  emotion  might  tear 
him  to  pieces.  "They  wept  until  they  had  no  more  power 
to  weep."  But  soon  their  sorrow  turns  into  rage,  and  David,, 
swinging  his  sword  high  in  the  air,  cries :  "  Pursue,  for  thou 
shalt  overtake  them  and  without  fail  recover  all.  Pursue ! " 
Now,  the  march  becomes  a  "  double  quick."  Two  hundred 
of  David's  men  stop  by  the  brook  Besor,  faint  with  fatigue 
and  griei.  They  cannot  go  a  step  farther.  They  are  left 
there.  But  the  other  four  hundred  men  under  David,  with 
a  sort  of  panther  step,  march  on  in  sorrow  and  in  rage. 
They  find  by  the  side  of  the  road  a  half-dead  Egyptian,  and 
they  resuscitate  him  and  compel  him  to  tell  the  whole  story,. 
He  says :  ''  Yonder  they  went,  the  captors  and  the  captives/'' 
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pointing  in  the  direction.  Forward,  ye  four  hundred  brave  men 
of  fire !  Yery  soon  David  and  his  enraged  company  came  upon 
the  Amalekitish  host.  Yonder  they  see  their  own  wives,  amd 
children,  and  mothers,  and  under  Amalekitish  guard.  Here 
are  officers  of  the  Amalekitish  army  holding  a  banquet.  The 
cups  are  full,  the  music  is  roused,  the  dance  begins.  The 
Amalekitish  host  cheer,  and  cheer,  and  cheer  over  their 
victory.  But  without  note  of  bugle,  or  warning  of  trumpet,. 
David  and  his  four  hundred  men  burst  upon  the  scene^ 
suddenly  as  Eobert  Bruce  hurled  his  Scotchmen  upon  the 
revellers  at  Bannockbum.  David  and  his  men  look  up,  and 
one  glance  at  their  loved  ones  in  captivity  and  under  Amale- 
kitish guard,  throws  them  into  a  very  fury  of  determination  y 
for  you  know  how  men  will  fight  when  they  fight  for  their 
wives  and  children.  Ah,  there  are  lightnings  in  their  eye, 
and  every  finger  is  a  spear,  and  their  voice  is  like  the  shout 
of  the  whirlwind.  Amid  the  upset  tankards,  and  the  costly 
viands  crushed  under  foot,  the  wounded  Amalekites  lie  (their 
blood  mingling  with  their  wine),  shrieking  for  mercy.  No 
sooner  do  David  and  his  men  win  the  victory,  than  they  throw 
iheir  swords  down  into  the  dust — ^what  do  they  want  with 
their  swords  now  P — and  the  broken,  families  come  together 
amid  a  great  shout  of  joy  that  makes  the  parting  scene  in 
Ziklag  seem  very  insipid  in  the  comparison.  The  rough  old> 
warrior  has  to  use  some  persuasion  before  he  can  get  his. 
child  to  come  to  him  now,  after  so  long  an  absence ;  but 
soon  the  little  finger  traces  the  familiar  wrinkle  across  th& 
scarred  face.  And  then  the  empty  tankards  are  set  up,  and 
they  are  filled  with  the  best  wine  from  the  hills,  and  David 
and  his  men,  the  husbands,  the  wives,  the  brothers,  th& 
sisters,  drink  to  the  overthrow  of  the  Amalekites  and  to*' 
the  rebuilding  of  Ziklag.  So,  oh  Lord,  let  thine  enemies^ 
perish ! 
Now  they  are  coming  home — ^David,  and  his  men,  and  their 
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families — a  long  procession.  Men,  women,  and  children, 
loaded  with  jewels,  and  robes,  and  with  all  kinds  of  trophies 
that  the  Amaleldtes  had  gathered  up  in  years  of  conquests 
-— ererything  now  in  the  hands  of  David  and  his  men. 
When  they  come  by  the  brook  Besor,  where  are  the  mei 
sick  and  incompetent  to  travel,  the  jewels,  and  the  robes,  and 
all  kinds  of  treasures  are  divided  among  the  sick,  as  iveQ 
as  among  tho  weU.  Surely,  the  lame  and  exhausted  oogU 
to  have  some  of  the  treasures.  Here  is  a  robe  for  this  pale- 
faced  warrior.  Here  is  a  piUow  for  this  dying  man.  Here 
is  a  handful  of  gold  for  the  wasted  trumpeter.  I  really 
think  that  these  men  who  fainted  by  the  brook  Besor  may 
have  endured  as  much  as  those  men  wiio  went  into  the  bottk. 
8ome  mean  fellows  objected  to  the  sick  ones  having  any  ol 
the  spoils.  The  objectors  said:  ''These  men  did  aoi 
fight."  David,  with  a  magnanimous  heart,  replies:  ''As 
his  part  is  that  goeth  down  to  the  battle,  so  shall  his  pait 
be  that  tarrieth  by  the  stuff." 

This  subject  is  practically  suggestive  to  me.  Thank  Qoit 
in  these  times,  a  man  can  go  off  on  a  journey  and  be  gens 
weeks  and  months,  and  come  back  and  see  his  house  on* 
touched  of  incendiary,  and  have  his  &mily  on  the  step  to 
greet  him,  if,  by  telegram,  he  has  foretold  the  moment  ci  his 
coming.  But  there  are  Amalekitish  disasters,  and  there  are 
Amalekitish  diseases,  that  sometimes  come  down  upon  one^i 
home,  making  as  devastating  work  as  the  day  when  Ziklag 
took  fire.  There  are  families  in  my  congregation  whose 
homes  have  been  broken  up.  No  battering-ram  smote  in  the 
door,  no  iconoclast  crumbled  the  statues,  no  flame  leaped 
amid  the  curtains ;  but  so  far  as  all  the  joy  and  merriment 
that  once  belonged  to  that  house  are  concerned,  the  home 
has  departed.  Armed  diseases  came  down  upon  the  quiet- 
ness of  the  scene — scarlet  fevers,  or  pleurisies,  or  consump- 
tions, or  undefined  disorders  came  and  seized  upon  some 
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iflmbers  of  tliat  &iiiil j,  and  carried  them  awa j.  Ziklag  in 
shes !  And  yon  go  about,  sometimes  weeping  and  some* 
imes  enraged,  wanting  to  get  back  your  loved  ones  as  mnch 
B  I>aTid  and  liis  men  wanted  to  reconstruct  their  despoiled 
uodueliolds.  Ziklag  in  ashes !  Some  of  you  went  off  from 
lome.  You  counted  the  days  of  your  absence.  Erery 
laj  seemed  as  long  as  a  week.  Oh !  how  glad  you  were 
rhen  the  time  came  for  you  to  go  aboard  the  steamboat  or 
ail-car  and  start  for  home!  You  arrived.  You  went  up 
he  street  where  your  dwelling  was,  and  in  the  night  you  put 
'CffOT  hand  on  the  door-bell,  and  behold!  it  was  wrapped 
riih  the  signal  of  bereavement,  and  you  found  that  Amale- 
dtish  Death,  that  had  devastated  a  thousand  other  house- 
lolds,  bad  blasted  yours.  You  go  about  weeping  amid  the 
lesolation  of  your  once  happy  home,  thinking  of  the  bright 
yjes  dosed,  and  the  noble  hearts  stopped,  and  the  gentle 
iiands  folded,  and  you  weep  until  you  have  no  more  power 
lo  weep.    Ziklag  in  ashes ! 

A  gentleman  went  to  a  friend  of  mine  in  the  city  of 
V^ashington,  and  asked  that  through  him  he  might  get  a  con- 
ralahip  to  some  foreign  port.  My  friend  said  to  him:  ''What 
io  yon  want  to  go  away  from  yoxir  beautiful  home  for,  into 
i  foreign  portP"  "Oh! "he  replied:  **myhome  is  gone. 
BCy  six  children  are  dead.  I  must  get  away,  sir.  I  can't 
itand  it  in  this  country  any  longer."    Ziklag  in  ashes ! 

WHY  THESE  LONG  SHADOWS 

li  breavement  across  this  audience?  Why  is  it  that  in  almost 
srerj  assemblage  black  is  the  predominant  colour  of  the 
ipparel  P  Is  it  because  you  do  not  like  saffron,  or  brown,  or 
riolet  ?  Oh!  no.  You  say :  ''  The  world  is  not  so  bright  to 
IS  as  once  it  was : "  and  there  is  a  story  of  silent  voices,  and 
it  still  f eet^  and  of  loved  ones  gone ;  and  when  you  look  over 
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the  liills,  expecting  only  beauty  and  loyelinessy  you  find  only 
devastation  and  woe.    Ziklag  in  ashes! 

Last  Wednesday  week,  in  Ulster  County,  New  York,  the 
village  churcli  was  decorated  until  the  fragrance  o£  the 
flowers  was  almost  bewildering.  The  maidens  of  the  village 
had  emptied  the  place  of  flowers  upon  one  marriage  altar. 
One  of  their  own  number  was  affianced  to  a  minister  of 
Christ,  who  had  come  to  take  her  to  his  own  home.  WiOk 
hands  joined,  amid  a  congratulatory  audience,  the  vows  were 
taken.  In  three  days  from  that  time,  one  of  those  who  stood  at 
the  altar  exchanged  earth  for  heaven.  The  wedding  march 
broke  down  into  the  funeral  dirge.  There  were  not  enough 
flowers  now  for  the  coffin-lid,  because  they  had  all  been  taken 
for  the  bridal  hour.  The  dead  minister  of  Christ  is  brought  to 
another  village.  He  had  gone  out  from  them  less  than  a 
week  before,  in  his  strength ;  now  he  comes  home  lifeless 
The  whole  church  bewailed  him.  The  solemn  procession 
moved  around  to  look  upon  the  still  face  that  once  had 
beamed  with  messages  of  salvation.  Little  children  were 
lifted  up  to  look  at  him.  And  some  of  those  whom  he  had 
comforted  in  days  of  sorrow,  when  they  passed  that  silent 
form,  made  the  place  dreadful  with  their  weeping.  Another 
village  emptied  of  its  flowers — some  of  them  put  in  the 
shape  of  a  cross  to  symbolize  his  hope,  others  put  in  the 
shape  of  a  crown  to  symbolize  his  triumph.  A  hundred 
lights  blown  out  in  one  strong  gust  from  the  open  door  of  a 
sepulchre.     Ziklag  in  ashes  ! 

I  preach  this  sermon  to-day  because  I  want  to  rally  you 
as  David  rallied  his  men  for  the  recovery  of  the  loved  and 
the  lost.  I  want  not  only  to  win  heaven,  but  I  want  all  this 
congregation  to  go  along  with  me.  I  feel  that  somehow  I 
have  a  responsibility  in  your  arriving  at  that  great  city.  I 
have  on  other  Sabbaths  used  other  inducements.  I  mean  to- 
day, for  the  sake  of  variety,  hoping  to  reach  your  heart,  to 
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ry  another  kind  of  inducement.  Do  you  really  want  to  join 
he  companionship  of  yonr  loved  ones  who  hare  gone  ?  Are 
roa  as  anxious  to  join  them  as  David  and  his  men  were  to 
join  their  families  P  Then  I  am  here,  in  the  name  of  God,  to 
lay  that  yon  may,  and  to  tell  yon  how. 

I  remark,  in  the  first  place,  if  yon  want  to  join  yonr  loved 
ones  in  glory,  you  must  travel  the  same  way  they  went.  No 
sooner  had  the  half-dead  Egyptian  been  resuscitated  than  he 
pointed  the  way  the  captors  and  the  captives  had  gone,  and 
David  and  his  men  followed  after.  So  our  Christian  friends 
have  gone  into  another  country ;  and,  if  we  want  to  reach 
their  eompanionship, 

WS  MUST   TAKE   THE   SAME   BOAD. 

They  repented ;  we  must  repent.  They  prayed ;  we  must 
pray.  They  trusted  in  Christ ;  we  must  trust  in  Christ.  They 
lived  a  ireligious  life ;  we  must  live  a  religious  life.  They 
were  very  much  like  ourselves.  I  know  now  that  they  are 
gone — ^there  is  a  holo  around  their  names  ;  but  they  had  their 
&alts.  They  said  and  did  things  they  ought  never  to  have 
said  or  done.  They  were  sometimes  rebellious,  sometimes 
cast  down.  They  were  far  from  being  perfect.  So  I  suppose 
that  when  we  have  gone,  some  things  in  us  that  are  now 
only  tolerable  may  be  almost  resplendent.  But  as  they  were 
like  us  in  deficiencies,  we  ought  to  be  like  them  in  taking  a 
supernal  Christ  to  make  up  the  deficits.  Had  it  not  been  for 
Jesus,  they  would  have  all  perished ;  but  Christ  comforted 
them  and  said :  ''  I  am  the  way,"  and  they  took  it. 

I  have  also  to  say  to  you  that  the  path  that  these  captives 
trod  was  a  troubled  path,  and  that  David  and  his  men  had 
to  go  over  the  same  difficult  way.  While  these  captives  were 
being  taken  off,  they  said :  "  Oh,  we  are  so  tired ;  we  are 
so  sick ;  we  are  so  hungry ;"  but  the  men  who  had  charge  of 
them,  said :    "  Stop  this  crying.     Go  on !  "    David  and  his 
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men  also  found  it  a  hard  way.  They  were  already  ahnotl 
dead  with  marching,  and  yet  they  had  to  go  up  tiie  aaao 
way.  Our  friends  have  gone  into  glory ,  and  it  is  throagk 
much  tribulation  that  we  are  to  enter  into  the  kingdom* 
How  our  loved  ones  used  to  have  to  struggle,  how  their  old 
hearts  ached,  how  sometimes  they  had  a  tussle  for  bread  In 
our  childhood  we  wondered  why  there  were  so  many  wrisUei 
on  their  foces.  We  did  not  know  that  what  wore  esUfld 
**  crows'  feet "  on  their  faces  were  the  marks  of  the  Uiek 
raven  of  trouble.  Did  you  never  hear  the  old  people,  sested 
by  the  evening  stand,  talk  over  their  early  trials,  their  hsid- 
ships,  the  accidents,  the  burials,  the  disappmntments,  tliB 
empty  flour  barrel,  when  there  were  so  many  hungry  ones  to 
feed,  the  sickness  almost  unto  death  when  the  next  dose  of 
morphine  decided  between  ghastly  bereavement  and  an  un* 
broken  home-circle  ?  Oh  yes,  it  was  trouble  that  whitened 
their  hair,  it  was  trouble  that  shook  the  cup  in  their  hands, 
it  was  trouble  that  washed  the  lustre  from  their  eyes  witk 
the  rain  of  tears  until  they  needed  spectacles.  It  was 
trouble  that  made  the  care  a  necessity  for  their  journey.  Do 
you  never  remember  seeing  your  old  mother  sitting,  on  s<HDiia 
rainy  day,  looking  out  of  the  window,  her  elbow  on  the 
window-sill,  her  hand  to  her  brow,  looking  out,  not  seemg- 
the  falling  shower  at  all  (you  well  know  she  was  looking  inta 
the  distant  past)  imtil  the  apron  came  up  to  her  eyes  because 
the  memory  was  too  much  for  her  ? 

"  Oft  the  big  unbidden  tear, 

Stealing  down  the  farrowed  cheek, 
Told  in  eloquence  sincere 
Tales  of  woe  that  could  not  speak. 

"  But  the  scene  of  weeping  o'er, 
Past  the  scene  of  toil  and  pain ; 
They  shall  feel  distress  no  more, 
Never,  never  weep  again." 


9& 

Wlio  are  tbete  under  the  altarP  ^  The  qoeetion  was 
sdrnad  Uie  lesponae  oune :  ''  These  are  they  who  came  out 
inat  tribolatioius,  and  had  thdur  robes  washed  and  made 
te  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb/'  Oar  friends  went  by  a 
k  of  tears  into  ^017.  Be  not  surprised  if  we  have  to 
^  the  same  pathway. 

remark  again:  If  we  want  to  win  the  society  of  our 
nds  in  heaven,  we  will  not  only  have  to  travel  a  path  of 
ndation,  but  we  will  also  have  to  positiyely  battle  for 
ir  companionship.  David  and  his  men  never  wanted 
rp  swords,  and  invnln^^ble  shields,  and  thick  breast- 
iea  so  much  as  they  wanted  them  on  the  day  when  they 
le  down  upon  the  Amaiekites.  If  they  had  lost  that 
He,  they  never  would  have  got  their  families  back.  I 
pose  that  one  glance  of  their  loved  ones  in  captivity 
led  them  into  the  battle  with  twofold  courage  and 
rgy.  They  said:  "We  must  win  it.  Everything  de- 
ds  on  it.  Let  each  one  take  a  man  on  point  of  spear  or 
rd.  We  must  win  it."  And  I  have  to  tell  you,  that 
we&BL  us  and  coming  into  the  companionship  of  our  loved 
I  who  are  departed,  there  is  an  Austerlitz,  there  is  a 
tysburgh,  there  is  a  Waterloo.  War  with  the  world,  war 
\k  the  flesh,  war  with  the  devil.  We  have  either  to  con- 
r  our  troubles,  or  our  troubles  will  conquer  us.  David 
either  slay  the  Amaiekites,  or  the  Amaiekites  will  slay 
rid.  And  yet,  is  not  the  fort  to  be  taken  worth  all  the 
1,  all  the  peril,  all  the  besiegement.  Look!  Who  are 
f  on  the  bright  hills  of  heaven,  yonder?  There  they 
!  those  who  sat  at  your  own  table,  the  chair  now  vacant. 


THESE   THEY   ASE 
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we  whom  you  rocked  in  infancy  in  the  cradle,  or  hushed 
ileep  in  your  arms.  There  they  are !  Those  in  whose  life 
r  life  was  bound  up.     There  they  are,  their  brow  more 
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radiant  than  ever  before  you  saw  it ;  their  lips  waiting  for 
the  kiss  of  heavenly  greeting ;  their  cheek  roseate  with  tte 
health  of  eternal  summer ;  their  hands  beckoning  you  ap 
the  steep ;  their  feet  bounding  with  the  mirth  of  heaven ;  the 
pallor  of  their  last  sickness  gone  out  of  their  face— never 
more  to  be  sick,  never  more  to  cough,  never  more  to  limp* 
never  more  to  be  old,  never  more  to  weep.  They  are  watch* 
ing  from  those  heights  to  see  if  through  Christ  you  can  taki 
that  port,  and  whether  you  will  nish  in  upon  them,  victors* 
They  know  that  upon  this  battle  depends  whether  you  will 
ever  join  their  society.  Up !  Strike  harder !  Charge  more 
bravely !  Eemember  that  every  inch  you  gain  puts  you  80 
much  further  on  towards  that  heavenly  re-union. 

If  this  morning,  while  I  speak,  you  could  hear  the  can* 
nonade  of  a  foreign  navy  coming  through  the  "  Narrows," 
which  was  to  despoil  our  city,  and  if  they  really  should  suo 
ceed  in  carrying  our  families  away  from  us,  how  long  would 
we  take  before  we  resolved  to  go  after  them  ?    Evey  weapoOf 
whether  fresh    from  Springfield,  or  old  and  rusty  in  ^ 
garret,  would  be  brought  out,  and  we  would  urge  on,  and 
coming  in  front  of  the  foe,  we  would  look  at  them,  and  then 
look  at  our  families,  and  the  cry  would  be :  "  Victory  ot 
death ; "  and  when  the  ammunition  was  gone,  we  would  take 
the   captors   on  the   point  of  the    bayonet  or  under  the 
breach  of  the  gun.    If  you    would  make   such  a  struggle 
in  the  getting  back  of  our  earthly  friends,  will  you  not  make 
as  much  struggle  for  the  gaining  of  the  eternal  companion- 
ship of  your  heavenly  friends  ?    Oh,  yes,  we  must  join  them. 
We  must  sit  in  their  holy  society.    We  must  sing  with  them 
the  song.    We  must  celebrate  with  them  the  triumph.    Let 
it  never  be  told  on  earth  or  in  heaven  that  David  and  hia 
men  pushed  out  with  braver  hearts  for  the  getting  back  of 
their  earthly  friends,  for  a  few  years  on  earth,  than  we  tc 
get  our  departed. 
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>a  say  that  all  this  implies  that  onr  departed 
stian  friends  are  alive.  Why  had  you  any  idea  they 
)  dead?  They  have  only  moved.  If  you  should 
n  the  2nd  of  May  to  a  house  where  one  of  yonr  friends 
1,  and  found  them  gone,  you  would  not  think  that  he  was 
1.  The  secret  is,  that  they  are  richer  now  than  they  once 
e,  and  can  afford  a  better  residence.  They  once  drank 
of  earthenware,  they  now  drink  from  the  king's  chalice. 
)8eph  is  yet  aliTe/'  and  Jacob  will  go  up  and  see  him. 
bg !  are  they  P  Why,  if  a  man  can  live  in  the  damp, 
k  dungeon  of  earthly  captivity,  can  he  not  live  where  he 
ithes  the  atmosphere  of  the  mountains  of  heaven  P  Oh, 
they  are  living. 

THE   TBUS   LIFE   BEGINS   IN   HEAVEN. 

'o  you  think  that  Paul  is  so  near  dead  now  as  he  was 
a  he  was  living  in  the  Boman  dungeon  P     Do  you  think 

Frederick  Bobertson,  of  Brighton,  is  as  near  dead  now 
hen,  year  after  year,  he  slept  seated  on  the  floor,  his 
I  on  the  bottom  of  a  chair,  because  he  could  find  ease  in 
Dther  posture  P  Do  you  think  that  Eobert  Hall  is  as 
*  dead  now  as  when  on  his  couch  he  tossed  in  physical 
lies  P  No.  Death  gave  them  the  few  black  drops  that 
d  them.  That  is  all  death  does  to  a  Christian — cures 
.  I  know  that  what  I  have  said  implies  that  they  are 
ig.    There  is  no  question  about  that.    The  only  question 

morning  is  whether  you  will  ever  join  them, 
ut  I  must  not  forget  those  two  hundred  men  who  fainted 
lie  brook  Besor.  They  could  not  take  another  step  f  ur- 
'.  Their  feet  were  sore.  Their  head  ached.  Their  entire 
are  was  exhausted.  Besides  that,  they  were  broken- 
cted  because  their  homes  were  gone.  Ziklag  in  ashes ! 
I  yet,  David,  when  he  comes  up  to  them,  divides  the 
J  among  them.    He  says  they  shall  have  some  of  the 

H 
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jewels,  some  of  the  robes,  some  of  the  treasnres.  I  look 
over  this  audience  this  momiiig,  and  I  find  at  least  two 
hmidred  who  have  fainted  by  the  brook  Besor — ^the  brook  of 
tears.  You  feel  as  if  you  could  not  take  another  step  fortheri 
as  though  you  could  never  look  up  again.  But  I  am  g(MDg 
to  imitate  David,  and  divide  among  you  some  gloriooB 
trophies.  Here  is  a  robe :  "  All  things  work  togetiber  &r 
good  to  those  who  love  God."  Wrap  yourself  in  that  glcniooi 
promise.  Here  is  for  your  neck  a  string  of  pearls  made  oat 
of  crystalized  tears:  "Weeping  may  endure  for  a  mgirt^ 
but  joy  cometh  in  the  morning."  Here  is  a  coronet:  "Be 
thou  faithful  unto  death,  and  I  will  give  thee  a  crown  of 
life."  O  ye  fainting  ones  by  the  brook  Besor,  dip  yonr 
l»listered  feet  in  the  running  stream  of  Gk)d's  mercy.  Batihe 
your  brow  at  the  wells  of  salvation.  Soothe  your  wOTinds 
with  the  balsam  that  exudes  from  the  trees  of  life.  Qoi  will 
not  utterly  cast  you  off,  0  broken-hearted  man,  0  broken- 
hearted woman,  fainting  by  the  brook  Besor ! 

A  shepherd  finds  that  his  musical  pipe  is  bruised.    He 
says  :  "  I  can't  get  any  more  music  out  of  this  instroment, 
I  will  just  break  it ;  I  will  throw  this  reed  away ;  then  I  will 
get  another  reed  and  I  will  play  music  on  that."    But  God 
says  He  will  not  cast  you  ofE  because  aJl  the  music  has  gone 
out  of  your  soul:  "The  bruised  reed  he  will  not  break." 
As  far  as  I  can  tell  the  diagnosis  of  your  disease,  you  want 
Divine  nursing,  and  it  is  promised  you :  "  As  one  whom  bis 
mother  comforteth,  so  will  I  comfort  you."     Gtod,  will  see 
you  all  the  way  through,  oh,  troubled  soul ;  and  when  yon 
come  down  to  the  Jordan  of  death,  you  will  find  it  to  be  as 
thin  a  brook  as  Besor ;  for  Dr.  Eobinson  says,  that,  in  Apiilf 
Besor  dries  up,  and  there  is  no  bro6k  at  alL    And,  in  your 
last  moment,  you  will  be  as  placid  as  the  Kentucky  minister, 
who  recently  went  up  to  God,  saying,  in  the  dying  hour: 
**  Write  to  my  sister,  Kate,  and  tell  her  not  to  be  worried 
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rightened  aboot  the  storj  of  the  horrors  around  the 
•bed.  Tell  her  there  ii  not  a  word  of  troth  in  it,  for  I 
diere  now,  and  Jesos  is  with  me,  and  I  find  it  a  very 
way.  Not  because  I  am  a  good  man,  for  I  am  not ;  I 
>thing  bat  a  poor,  miseraUe  sinner;  bnt  I  hare  an 
[hty  Sayioor,  and  both  of  his  arms  are  around  me." 
f  Qod  Almighty,  through  the  blood  of  the  ererlasting 
int,  bring  us  into  the  companionship  of  our  loved  ones 
tare  already  Altered  the  heavenly  land,  and  into  the 
ioe  of  Christ,  whom,  not  having  seen,  we  love.  And 
hkvid  shall  recover  all,  and  as  his  part  is  that  goeth 
into  the  battle,  so  his  part  shall  be  that'  tarrieth  by 
uflL** 


Sr  THE  FENCE    IN  EELIGIOTJS  MATTERS. 

>w  Jong  halt  ye  between  two  opiiiioiig  ?    If  the  Lord  bo  God,  follow 
yfxX  if  Baal,  then  foUow  him." — 1  Kings  zviii.  21. 


found  the  people  of  his  day  very  undecided 
as  to  whether  they  had  better  worship  Jehovah  or  a 
ician  idol  called  Baal.  Without  wasting  any  time  in 
oent,  he  proceeds  to  demonstrate  which  deity  is  worthy 
>iation.  Two  bullocks  are  caught  and  led  up.  ''  Now," 
Blijah, ''  you  slay  that  bullock,  and  I  will  slay  this  one. 
le  comes  from  heaven  and  consumes  your  sacrifice, 
ill  all  go  over  to  your  god;  but  if  fire  comes  from 
n  and  consumes  my  sacrifice,  then  you  will  all  come 
to  my  GK>d."  I  hear  the  groan  of  the  first  bullock, 
r  the  stroke  of  the  bludgeon,  as  he  staggers  back 
Irops  dead.  He  is  quartered,  and  put  upon  an  altar 
Kues  and  wood.  Now,  Baal,  is  the  time  to  do  your 
If  you  have  any  fire  anywhere  about  you,  throw 
wn  now,  and  roast  this  beef.     From  seven  o'clock 

H  2 
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in  the  morning  until  twelve  o'clock  at  noon,  the  Baalites  C17 
out  for  fire  to  come  down  from  heaTen,  but  it  does  not  come* 
Elijah,  unable  to  keep  his  face  straight  because  of  irresisti- 
ble laughter,  begins  to  joke  them,  and  say :  ''  Perhaps  jour 
god  has  gone  hunting.  He  may  be  on  the  track  of  a  fox  or 
a  deer,  and  cannot  stop  until  he  has  brought  down  the 
game ;  or  he  may  be  engaged  in  some  very  loud  conversa- 
tion, and  he  cannot  hear  you.  Call  louder!"  Then  they 
cried  louder  and  louder,  and  they  took  their  knives  and  ran 
them  across  their  hands,  and  across  their  faces,  and  across 
their  feet,  until  the  blood  started,  as  much  as  to  say :  **  0 
Baal !  if  you  don't  hear  us,  and  don't  send  down  fire  from 
heaven,  we  will  kill  ourselves.  Then  what  will  you  do  P " 
It  is  nightfall,  or  almost  that,  and  the  bullock  offered  up  by 
the  Baalites  is  yet  imtouched  on  the  altar.  Now  greater 
gravity  comes  to  Elijah's  countenance.  From  his  over- 
whelming demeanour,  I  know  him  to  be  a  prophet  of  the 
great  God.  I  hear  the  groan  of  the  second  bullock,  as  it 
falls  down  dead.  It  is  quartered,  and  put  upon  the  very 
same  altar  where  the  Baalites  had  just  enacted  their  farce. 
"  Now,"  says  Elijah,  "  that  there  may  be  no  cheating  about 
this,  and  no  sleight-of-hand,  and  that  there  may  be  no  fool 
in  the  first  century  or  in  the  nineteenth  century  who  shall 
deny  tbe  possibility  of  the  miracle,  go  down  and  dip  up 
twelve  barrels  of  water  out  of  the  sea  at  the  foot  of  the  dif^ 
and  throw  the  water  all  over  the  place,  so  that  it  must  be 
more  than  ordinary  fire  that  consumes  the  sacrifice."  I  hear 
the  splash  and  drip  of  the  twelve  barrels  of  water  sub- 
merging the  place.  Everything  is  ready  now,  Look,  you 
Israelitish  priests  !     Look,  ye  followers  of  the  true  Gtod ! 

EVEBYTHING  IS   BEADY. 

All  is  still  as  the  grave.    Look !    Elijah's  deep  and  majestic 
voice  rolls  on  the  ear:  ''Lord  God  of  Abraham,  and  Isaac^ 
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and  Jacob,  let  it  be  known  this  daj  that  thou  art  God  in 
Israel  1  Hear  me,  O  Lord !  hear  me ! "  Instantly  a  flash 
in  the  sky,  a  bolt  through  the  air,  and  everything  is  ablaze — 
the  bnllock,  the  wood,  the  water,  the  stones,  the  ground — 
tongues  of  flame  licking  up  the  water  out  of  the  trenches  as 
a  pack  of  thirsty  hounds  lap  up  a  stream.  Elijah  looks 
around  on  the  multitude,  as  much  as  to  say :  "All  in  this 
audience  who  are  in  favour  of  Baal  as  God,  will  say  Aye." 
No  answer.  He  looks  around  upon  the  multitude  again,  as 
much  as  to  say :  "  All  those  in  this  audience  who  are  in 
favour  of  Jehovah  as  the  Lord,  will  signify  it ; "  and  there 
was  a  great  shout,  floating  up  through  the  trees,  floating  ofE 
over  the  sea,  floating  down  through  the  ages,  floating  here : 
"  The  Lord,  He  is  the  God,"  they  all  cry  out,  "  the  Lord,  He 
is  the  God ! " 

As  then,  so  there  are  now  two  gods,  and  some  of  us  would 
worship  one,  and  some  of  us  would  worship  the  other. 
Jehovah  is  the  one,  and  this  world  is  the  other.  If  it  is 
best  to  worship  the  world,  let  us  all  go  over  to  that  service. 
If  it  is  best  to  worship  Jehovah,  let  us  all  go  over  to  His 
service.  I  do  not  now,  at  this  point,  express  my  preference. 
I  take  precisely  the  same  position  that  Elijah  took.  With- 
out saying  which  is  the  right  God,  and  which  is  the  false 
Qod,  I  simply  cry  out,  in  the  hearing  of  this  audience,  "  If 
the  Lord  be  God,  follow  Him ;  but  if  Baal,  then  follow  him." 

There  are  a  great  many  here  who  are  decided  for  God. 
It  is  no  more  plain  that  white  is  white,  and  that  black  is 
black,  than  it  is  plain  that  you  are  a  Christian.  You  talk 
like  it,  you  act  like  it.  Satan  has  given  you  up  as  lost  to 
him.  You  are  a  fugitive  slave  he  will  never  catch.  I  will 
spend  no  more  time  in  thinking  of  your  case  than  a  farmer 
spends  in  thinking  of  the  sheaves  in  the  bam,  while  there 
are  fifty  loads  in  the  field  and  the  wind  has  changed  to  the 
north-east.    You  are  for  God.    You  are  pronounced  upon 
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that  side.  You  can  a£Eord  to  be  let  alone,  with  only  <»t 
word  of  congratulation  as  I  pass ;  but  the  text  makes  no 
reference  to  jou,  and  I  shall  make  no  reference  to  you. 

Then  there  are  those  here  who  are  decided  for  the  worU» 
Tou  are  pronounced  on  that  side.  You  have  no  part  in 
Christ.  You  tell  me  you  are  not  Christians — ^you  do  not 
want  to  be ;  you  haye  no  anxiety  about  the  future.  If  any- 
body asks  you  to  serre  Qod,  you  say  '^  No ! "  with  an  indig- 
nation of  emphasis.  You  are  pronounced  on  the  side  of  tbe 
world,  and  my  text  makes  no  allusion  to  you,  and  so  I  will 
make  no  allusion  to  you.. 

But  there  are  those  here  who  are  neither  one  thing  nor  th» 
other  —  vacillating  from  side  to  side — ^now  for  God,  now 
for  the  world ;  and  it  is  to  them  I  come,  and  I  now  address 
them,  crying  out  in  the  words  of  the  prophet  r  **  How  long 
halt  ye  between  two  opinions  P  If  the  Lord  be  Gk)d,  fdlow 
Him." 

For  four  ov  five  days  or  weeks,  you  were  seekii^  after 
God.  You  prayed.  It  may  have  been  that  the  door  was 
locked  and  no  one  knew  it ;  but  you  prayed.  You  arose  ib 
some  religious  meeting  and  asked  for  the  supplication  oi 
others.  You  read  a  few  chapters  in  the  Bible  with  a  good 
deal  of  earnestness.  You  seemed  fully  started  for  heav^ ; 
but  the  first  blast  of  temptation  made  you  change  your  tai^ 
It  is  uncertain  whether  the  ship  is  going  to  New  Orleans  or 
to  Idverpoot^  You  went  fifty  miles  in  one  direction,  then 
turned  and  went  fifty  miles  in  the  other  direction.  '^  I  ought 
to  be  a  Christian" — ^that  is  your  one  opinion ;  **  1  ought  not 
to  be  a  Christian" — ^that  is  your  other  opinion ;  and  betwe»; 
those  two  opinions  you  halt. 

My  text  describes,  in  the  first  place,  very  graphically,  the 
condition  of  those  who  try  to  awve  the  world  and  Christ  aJt  ilbe 
ea/me  ti/me,  hy  eomjpromismg  the  matter.  You  want  to  go  into 
Christian  society,  but  you  want  to  keep  your  old  cronies^ 
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Too  wut  to  oome  to  Hie  prajer-meetiiigy  but  jou  want  also 
to  go  into  difuripatiTig  society.  You  want  to  haye  Christ  in 
one  Imid — joa  want  to  hare  the  world  in  the  other  hand. 
TonwBnt  to  he  dbaracterixed  for  Christian  sodetj,  and  jet 
loaare  not  willing  to  giTe  i^  the  doable  damning  influenoe 
tf  the  wine-cop.  And  to-night,  I  beliere,  there  are  fifteen 
iondied  people  in  this  honse  who  are 

MALTVSG   HALF  WAT 

kiveen  God  and  BaaL  Oh,  that  I  might  persuade  you  with 
tie  prophet,  to  do  one  thing  or  the  other.  You  are  in  a 
Moti  mmatifffactoiy  position.  You  shrink  back  from  the 
Vorid,  and  you  are  losing  its  friendships  and  its  joys,  while, 
«B  the  other  hand,  you  are  getting  no  adyantage  from  the 
olher  side.  You  are  halting  in  a  desert.  Three  miles  to  the 
ii^t  tJwre  is  a  fountain,  and  three  miles  to  the  left  there  is 
a  fofuntain.  I  do  not  pretend  to  say  which  fountain  is  the 
best;  but  I  do  say  that  either  ia-better  than  standing  down 
in  the  desert.  If  you  do  not  mean  to  go  dear  oyer  to  Ood, 
then  go  dear  oyer  to  the  world.  Perhaps  you  had  better 
hont  up  your  season  ticket  to  some  sinfal  pleasure.  Perhaps 
foa  had  better  replenish  your  wine  cellar.  Perhaps  you  had 
better  crowd  all  the  joys  you  can  get  out  of  sin  into  the  next 
lew  months  or  years,  because  beyond  that  you  shall  neyer 
hare  any.  Bake  all  the  earth  for  satisfaction,  and  do  it 
rpaddjf  for  the  time  is  passing.  If  to-night,  after  a  de- 
liberate reyiew  of  the  whole  subject,  you  think  the  world  is 
\ihB  better  master,  then  go  oyer  to  it  and  haye  the  matter 
ntUed.  But  if,  my  friends,  without  any  proposition  on  my 
part — for  at  this  point  in  my  discourse  I  express  no  prefer- 
ence either  for  this  or  that  God — ^if,  without  any  proposition 
va  my  part,  and  after  ddiberatdy  reyiewing  the  whole  subject, 
foa  condude  to  go  to  Christ's  side,  then  go.  I  do  not 
pretend  to  say  that  that  is  the  best  side.    I  do  not  pretend 
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now  that  all  Cliristiaiis  are  not  hypocrites,  and  that  tlie 
Church  is  not  a  fraud,  and  that  heaven  is  not  a  cheat ;  but  I 
do  say,  that  if  after  what  you  have  heard  against  Christ,  you 
still  come  to  the  condusion  that  He  is  not  so  very  undesirable 
after  all,  if  you  would  really  like  to  come  on  the  side  where 
the  martyrs  stood,  if  you  would  like  to  be  on  the  side  where 
your  old-&ishioned  Christian  father  and  mother  used  to  stand, 
if  you  would  like  to  be  on  the  side  where  the  one  hundred 
and  forty  and  four  thousand  radiant  and  tearless  ones  are 
standing,  if  you  really  have  a  louging  after  that  side,  and  yearn 
finally  to  join  those  who  are  unbeseiged  of  sin,  and  sorrow, 
and  trouble — ^then  go  over  on  that  side.    Do  not  die  of  thirst 
in  a  path  across  which  there  come  a  thousand  buckets 
dripping  from  the  spring.    Do  not  starve  on  the  doorstep  of 
heaven,  while  within  you  hear  the  clash  of  the  golden  platters. 
Do  not  stand  scraping  the  discordant  strings  of  that  worn- 
out  instrument,  when  you  may  join  the  minstrelsy  of  God 
and  the  Lamb.    Aye,  stick  to  the  ViUe  du  Havre  and  go 
down,  or  swim  to  the  Loch  Earn  and  be  saved.    "  If  the  Lord 
be  Ood,  follow  him ;  but  if  Baal,  then  foUow  him." 

Again,  I  remark :  that  my  text  describes  graphically  the 
condition  of  those  who  have  grace  in  their  hearty  Jmt  ha/ve  not 
decided  to  make  profession  of  it.  Where  do  you  go  to  church  ? 
"  Oh,"  says  some  man,  "  I  go  to  a  Presbyterian  ehurch,  or  a 
Methodist  church,  or  a  Baptist  church ;  but  I  don't  belong 
to  any  of  them."  So,  the  world  claims  him  and  the  church 
claims  him.  The  world  has  a  right  to  daim  him  because  he 
has  never  taken  his  name  off  their  books  ;  the  church  claims 
him  because  he  helps  to  support  its  institutions— while,  at 
the  same  time,  he  belongs  to  neither,  practicaUy.  He  wants 
to  be  a  sUent  partner  in  the  Lord's  firm  and  get,  at  the  last, 
his  share  of  the  spiritual  profits,  without  having  bis  name 
exposed  on  the  sign-board.  What  is  the  matter  P  Is  not 
the  church  good  enough  for  them?  or  are  tbey  not  good 
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h  for  the  churcli?    Ah,  the  trumpet  will  sound  and 
ad  will  arise,  and  there  will  be 

TWO  WINGS   OF  THE   LOBD'S  ABMT, 

arch  militant  and  the  church  triumphant ;  and  there 
\  two  rolls — ^the  roll  of  the  heayenly  troops  and  the 

the  earthly  troops.  On  which  roll  is  your  name  in- 
L  ?  I  hear  the  roll-call  of  the  dead — ^I  hear  the  calling 
3e  two  great  lists  of  the  church  in  heaven  and  the 
L  on  earth.  I  am  waiting  for  your  name  to  be 
aoed?      Ah!  not  on  either  of  them?     Can  it  be? 

the  Lord's  host  comes  at  last  around  about  His 
)y  there  may  be  some  stragglers  in  the  army  who 
jt  through,  but  not  many.  When  God's  men-of-war 
J  battle,  let  every  ship  show  its  colours.  At  the  dose 
great  victory  in  time  of  war,  they  make  a  banquet  and 
ivite  the  generals,  and  officers,  and  some  of  the  men 

down  at  the  banquet.  The  table  is  covered  with 
ss  and  a-glitter  with  tankards,  and  they  have  a  grand 

Now,  in  our  church  in  two  or  three  weeks,  we  shall 
k  banquet.  There  will  be  a  multitude  there.  The  Xing 
If  will  be  there,  and  while  we  celebrate  the  victory  of 
.  over  the  newly  conquered  souls,  there  will  be  a 
d  a  congratulation  such  as  we  have  never  experienced, 
rhen  that  day  comes,  and  the  music  sounds,  and  the 
nip  is  poured,  and  the  galleries  of  heaven  are  filled 
celestial  congratulations,  will  you  be  at  the  table? 
e,  for  all  things  are  now  ready."  But  I  must  look  out 
betray  my  preference,  and  lest  my  heart  spoil  the  plan 
'  sermon,  by  telling  you  on  which  side  I  am ;  so  I  halt 
and  do  no  more  than  the  prophet  did,  when,  without 
»ing  any  preference  for  this  god  or  that  god,  he  cried 
'*  If  the  Lord  be  God,  follow  him ;  but  if  Baal,  then 
'  him."    Be  on  one  side  or  the  other. 
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I  remark  agam :  my  text  most  powerf  ally  oad  grapbicallj 
describes  the  indecision  of  those  who  do  not  know  what  islheliisM 
to  attend  to  religion.    There  are  two  clarion  voices  in  that  man's 
sonl.    The  one  says:  "Now."    The  other  says:  "To-morrow." 
I  do  not  pretend  to  say  which  is  the  best  time.    Chooie 
yourself,  as  to  which  is  the  best  tune.    Perhaps  it  is  better 
to  put  off  this  matter  of  religion  for  ten  years.    If  so,  drop 
the  whole  subject  now.    Just  as  a  judge  in  court  sets  down 
a  trial  for  three  months  a-head,  and  does  not  bother  hiioBelf 
about  the  trial  until  that  day  comes,  so  set  down  a  day  bit 
your  conyersion,  ten  years  from  now.    If  you  can  keep  thfl 
world  all  these  ten  years,  and  at  the  dose  of  that  time  esB 
take  Christ,  will  it  not  be  better  than  to  take  Him  now? 
Decided,  then,  let  it  be,  that  ten  years  from  now,  in  1884» 
you  will  attend  to  it.    Or,  if  you  be  in  robust  health,  and 
your  prospects  are  very  fair,  then  put  it  ofE  twenty  yeaw— 
put  it  down  for  1895.    But  I  hear  some  one  say :  "  How  if 
an  accident  should  take  me  off  before  that?  How  if  I  should 
lose  my  reason  before  that  P    How  if  my  day  of  grace  should 
end  before  that  ?    How  if  the  Holy  Spirit  should  leave  mj 
soul  before  that  P  How  if  the  avalanche  of  my  transgression^ 
should  crush  me  before  that  P    How  if  I  should  lift  my  eyefl 
on  hell  before  that  P  "    Oh,  I  see  the  point  you  make.    YoO 
mean  to  say :  I  think  that  it  may  be  now  or  never.    I  thiiA 
you  mean  to  say  that,  of  a  million  souls  lost,  nine  hundred 
and  ninety-nine  thousand,  nine  hundred  and  ninety-niAO  are 

LOST  THBOUGH   PBOCBASTINATION. 

I  think  you  mean  to  say  that  there  is  not  more  than  oiu 
soul  in  a  century  that  goes  into  the  lost  world  through  any 
thing  but  putting  it  off.  I  think  you  mean  to  say  that  if  h 
the  doomed  world  it  was  asked  that  all  those  should  rise  u] 
who  had  been  destroyed  through  procrastination,  that  the; 
would  all  rise  up,  crying  out :  "  We  lost  heaven  by  puttini 
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! "  Oh,  if  aroand  that  one  word  **  now/'  there  clusters 
eayen;  if  arotmd  that  one  word  **  to-morrow,"  there 
1  the  forked  tongaes  of  despair,  then  perhaps  to-night 
lad  better  decide  the  matter,  one  way  or  the  other,  and 
**  Oh,  Lord  €k)d,  this  moment  I  surrender  myself  into 
keeping;"  or  else  say:  ^I  put  this  matter  off  for 
y  years.  Witness,  heaven,  earth,  and  hell,  that  I  am 
Eraid  to  take  the  responsibility."  When  you  go  out  of 
iite  of  this  building,  to-night,  you  will  not  find  a  street 
Lg  directly  to  the  North.  You  will  have  to  go  to  East 
sst,  up  or  down  Schermerhom-street;  and  it  is  just  so 

your  soul — ^you  cannot  go  straight  leaying  this  place ; 
ill  either  go  to  the  right  or  to  the  left ;  you  will  either 
irards  God  or  towards  Baal — ^towards  light  or  towards 
less.    You  start,  to-night,  on  a  journey  that  wiU  never 

The  foot  wiU  stiffen,  and  the  lungs  wiU  fail  to  catch 
r,  and  over  the  eyes  there  will  come  a  film  that  will 
)ut  the  light  of  the  sun,  and  moon,  and  stars,  and  your 
will  stop ;  but  your  soul  will  go  on,  on ;  up,  up ;  or 
,  down,  through  Edens  or  deserts ;  along  rivers  of  light, 
Marahs  of  eternal  bitterness ;  under  palm  or  bramble ; 
I  homesteads  or  hovels ;  halting  at  the  hall  filled  with 
;  at  the  marriage  of  the  king's  son ;  or  halting  where 
dr,  with  skeleton  arms,  shall  beat  the  drum  with  the 
d  March"  of  the  soul:  «  Woe !  Woe ! " 
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oame  even  to  pass,  as  the  trumpeters  and  singers  were  as  one,  to 
me  sound  to  be  heard  in  praising  and  thanking  me  Lord."  —2  Chron, 

IE  temple  was  done.    It  was  the  very  chorus  of  all 

magnificence  and  pomp.     Splendour  crowded  against 

dour.    It  was  the  diamond  necklace  of  the  earth.    From 
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the  huge  pillan  crowned  with  leavefl  of  flowers  and  rows  d 
pomegranate  wrought  out  in  burnished  metali  down  erento 
the  tongs  and  snuffers  made  out  of  pure  gold,  ereiyUuiig 
was  as  complete  as  the  Gh>d-directed  ftrchitect  could  make  ii 
It  socmcd  as  i£  a  rision  from  heaven  had  alighted  on  the 
mountains.  The  day  for  dedication  came.  Tradition  sayi 
that  there  were  in  and  around  about  the  temple,  on  thai 
day,  200,000  silver  trumpets,  40,000  harps,  40,000  timbiels, 
and  200,000  singers ;  so  that  all  modem  demonstratioiiB  at 
Dusseldorf  or  Boston  seem  nothing  compared  with  thai  As 
this  great  sound  surged  up  amid  the  precious  stones  of  the 
temple,  it  must  have  seemed  like  the  river  of  life  dashing 
against  the  amethyst  of  the  wall  of  heaven.  The  sonud 
arose,  and  God,  as  if  to  show  that  He  was  well  pleased  with 
the  music,  and  with  the  music  which  His  children  make  in 
all  ages,  dropped  into  the  midst  of  the  temple  on  a  doud  of 
glory  so  overpowering  that  the  officiating  priests  were  obliged 
to  stop  in  the  midst  of  the  services. 

There  has  been  much  discussion  as  to  where  music  was 
bom.     I  think  that  at  the  beginning,  when  the  morning 
stars  sang  together,  and  all  the  suns  of  Gk>d  shouted  for 
joy,  that  the  earth,  heard  the  echo.     The  doud  on  which 
the  angels  stood  to  celebrate  the  creation,  was  the  birth- 
place of  song.     The  stars  that  glitter  at  night  are  only  so 
many  keys  of  celestial  pearl,  on  which  Gk)d's  fingers  play 
the  music  of  the  spheres.    Inanimate  nature  is  full  of  GtoXi 
stringed  and  wind   instruments.      Silence  itself  —  perfect 
silence — is  only  a  musical  rest  in  God's  great  anthem  of 
worship.    Wind  among  the  leaves,  insect  humming  in  the 
summer  air,  the  rush  of  billow  upon  beach,  the  ocean  far  out 
sounding  its  everlasting  psalm,  the  bobolink  on  the  edge  of 
the  forest,  the  quail  whistling  up  from  the  grass,  are  music. 
On  Blackwell's  Island  I  heard,  the  other  day,  coming  from 
a  window  of  the  lunatic  asylum,  a  very  sweet  song.    It  was 
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)y  one  who  had  lost  her  reason,  and  I  had  come  to 
I  that  even  the  deranged  and  disordered  elements  of 
would  make  mnsic  to  our  ear,  if  we  only  had  acute- 
Longh  to  listen.  I  suppose  that  even  the  sounds  in 
that  are  discordant  and  repulsive  make  harmony  in 
ear.  You  know  that  you  may  come  so  near  to  an 
ara  that  the  sounds  be  painful  instead  of  pleasurable ; 
think  that  we  stand  so  near  devastating  storm  and 
nl  whirlwind,  we  cannot  hear  that  which  makes  to 
3ar  and  the  ear  of  the  spirits  above  us,  a  music  as 

COMPLETE  AS   IT   IS   TBEMEND0U8. 

day  of  judgment,  which  will  be  a  day  of  uproar  and 
,  I  suppose  will  bring  no  dissonance  to  the  ears  of 
7ho  can  calmly  listen ;  although  it  be  as  when  some 
>erf  ormer  is  executing  a  boisterous  piece  of  music,  he 
Dies  breaks  down  the  instrument  on  which  he  plays,  so 
be  on  that  last  day  that  the  grand  march  of  God, 
by  the  fingers  of  thunder,  and  earthquake,  and  con- 
ion,  may  break  down  the  world  upon  which  the  music 
ated.  Not  only  is  inanimate  nature  full  of  music,  but 
a»  wonderfully  organized  the  human  voice,  so  that  in 
ainest  throat  and  lungs  there  are  fourteen  direct 
s  which  can  make  over  sixteen  thousand  different 
,  and  there  are  thirty  indirect  muscles  which  can 
it  has  been  estimated,  more  than  one  hundred  and 
jT-three  millions  of  sounds !  Now,  I  say,  when  God 
constructed  the  human  voice,  and  when  He  has  filled 
ole  earth  with  harmony,  and  when  He  recognized  it  in 
nent  temple,  I  have  a  right  to  come  to  the  conclusion 
od  loves  music. 

)pose,  this  morning,  to  speak  about  sacred  music ;  first* 
g  you  its  importance,  and  then  stating  some  of  the 
es  to  its  advancement. 
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I  draw  the  first  argument  for  the  importance  of 
music  from  the  fact  that  Ood  commanded  U.    Through  EbolI 
He  tells  us  to  admonish  one  another  in  psalms,  and  hjmnay 
and  spiritual  songs ;  and  through  Dayid  he  cries  out :  ''Sin^ 
ye  to  God,  all  ye  kingdoms  of  the  earth.''    And  there  are 
hundreds  of  other  passages  I  might  name,  proving  that  it  is 
as  much  a  man's  duty  to  sing  as  it  is  his  duty  to  pray.    In- 
deed, I  think  there  are  more  commands  in  the  Bible  to  fang 
than  there  are  to  pray.    God  not  only  asks  for  the  haman 
voice  but  for  instruments  of  music.    He  asks  for  the  cpnbalt 
and  the  harp,  and  the  trumpet.    And  I  suppose  that,  in  the 
last  days  of  the  church,  the  harp,  the  lute,  the  trumpet,  and  all 
the  instruments  of  music  that  have  given  their  chief  aid  to 
theatre  and  bacchanal,  will  be  brought  by  their  masters  and 
laid  down  at  the  feet  of  Christ,  and  then  sounded  in  the 
church's  triumph,  on  her  way  from  suffering  into  gloij. 
"  Praise  ye  the  Lord ! "  Praise  Him  with  your  voices.  Praise 
Him  with  stringed  instruments  and  with  organs. 

I  draw  another  argument  for  the  importance  of  this  exer- 
cise from  the  imjpressiveness  of  the  exercise.  You  know  some- 
thing of  what  secTilar  music  has  achieved.  You  know  it  htf 
made  its  impression  upon  governments,  upon  laws,  upon 
literature,  upon  whole  generations.  One  inspiriting  national 
air  is  worth  thirty  thousand  men  as  a  standing  army.  There 
comes  a  time  in  the  battle  when  one  bugle  is  worth  a  thoup 
sand  muskets.  In  the  earlier  part  of  the  late  war,  the 
government  proposed  to  economize  in  bands  of  music,  and 
many  of  them  were  sent  home ;  but  the  generals  in  the  army 
sent  word  to  Washington :  ''You  are  making  a  very  greai 
mistake.  We  are  falling  back  and  falling  back.  We  have 
not  enough  music."  Then  the  government  changed  its 
mind,  more  bands  of  music  were  sent  to  the  field,  and  the 
day  of  shameful  defeat  terminated.  I  have  to  tell  you  that 
no  nation  or  church  can  afford  to  severely  economize  in  musie. 
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ij  of  you  are  illnfltrationB  o£  wliat  sacred  song  can  do. 
^h.  it  yon  were  brought  into  the  kingdom  of  Jesus 
You  stood  out  against  the  argument  and  the 
g  of  the  pulpit ;  but  when,  in  the  sweet  words  of 
B  Wesley,  or  John  Newton,  or  Toplady,  the  love  of 
jTas  sung  to  jour  soul,  then  jou  surrendered,  as  armed 
that  could  not  be  taken  bj  a  host,  lifts  its  window  to 
o  a  harp's  trilL  There  was  a  Scotch  soldier  dying  in 
rleans,  and  a  Scotch  minister  came  in  to  give  him  the 
^tions  of  the  Gospel.  The  man  turned  over  on  his 
and  said :  "  Don't  talk  to  me  about  religion."  Then 
vtch  minister  began  to  sing  a  familiar  hymn  of  Scot- 
ihat  was  composed  by  Da^id  Dickenson,  beginning 
LO  words : 

"  Oh,  mother,  dear  Jemsalem, 
When  shall  I  come  to  thee  ?  " 

sang  it  to  the  tune  of  ^^  Dundee,"  and  everybody  in 
id  knows  that;  and  as  he  began  to  siag,  the  dying 
turned  over  on  his  pillow,  and  said  to  the  minister : 
re  did  you  learn  thatp"  "Why,"  replied  the 
ST,  "  my  mother  taught  me  that."  "  So  did  mine," 
6  dying  Scotch  soldier ;  and  the  very  foundation  of 
■rt  was  upturned,  and  then  and  there  he  yielded  him- 
Christ.  Oh,  it  has  an  irresistible  power.  Luther's 
IB  have  been  forgotten,  but  his  "  Judgment  Hymn  " 
n  through  the  ages,  and  will  keep  on  singing  until 
st  of  the  archangel's  trumpet  shall  bring  about  that 
iy  which  the  hymn  celebrates.  I  woiild  to  God  that 
rho  hear  me,  to-day,  would  take  these  songs  of  salva- 
messages  from  heaven :  for,  just  as  certainly  as  the 
wrought  food  to  Elijah,  by  the  brook  Oherith,  so  these 
i  harmonies,  God-sent,  are  flying  to  your  soul  with 
Ad  of  life.  Open  your  mouth  and  take  it,  O  hungry 
i! 
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I  havo  also  noticed  the  power  of  sacred  song  to  soothe  pef'^ 
iurbation.    You  may  have  come  in  here,  this  morning,  with 
a  great  many  wornments  and  anxieties,  jet,  perliaps  in  the 
singing  of  the  first  hymn,  you  lost  all  those  wornments  and 
anxieties.  You  have  read  in  the  Bible  of  Saul  and  how  he  was 
sad  and  angry,  and  how  the  boy  Dayid  came  in  and  played 
the  evil  spirit  out  of  him.    A  Spanish  king  was  melancholy.- 
The  windows  were  all  closed.     He  sat  in  the    darkness. 
Nothing  could  bring  him  forth  until  Faraneli  came  and  dis- 
coursed music  for  three  or  four  days  to  him.     On  the  fourth 
day  he  looked  up,  and  wept,  and  rejoiced,  and  the  windows 
were  thrown  open,  and  that  which  all  the  splendours  of  the 
court  could  not  do,  the  power  of  song  accomplished.    If  you 
have  anxieties   and  worriments,   try  this  heavenly  chano 
upon  them.     Do  not  sit  down  on  the  bank  of  the  hymn,  but 
plunge  in,  that  the  devil  of  care  may  be  brought  out  of  you. 

It  also  arovses  to  action.     Do  you  not  know  that 

A  SINGINO   0HT7ECH   IS   ALWAYS  A   TRIUMPHANT   CHT7ECH? 

If  a  congregation  is  silent  during  the  exercise,  or  partially' 
silent,  it  is  the  silence  of  death.  If,  when  the  hymn  is  given 
out,  you  hear  the  faint  hum  of  here  and  there  a  father  and 
mother  in  Israel,  while  the  vast  majority  are  silent,  that 
minister  of  Christ  who  is  presiding  needs  to  have  a  very 
strong  constitution  if  he  does  not  get  the  chills.  He  needs 
not  only  the  grace  of  God,  but  nerves  like  whalebone.  It  is 
amazing  how  some  people,  who  have  voice  enough  to  dis-* 
charge  all  their  duties  in  the  world,  when  they  come  into 
the  house  of  God  have  no  voice  to  discharge  this  duty.  I 
really  believe  that  if  the  Church  of  Christ  could  rise  up  and 
sing  as  it  ought  to  sing,  that  where  we  have  a  hundred  souls' 
brought  into  the  kingdom  of  Christ,  there  would  be  a  thou- 
sand. How  was  it  in  the  time  of  the  Eef ormation  P  Car-^ 
dinal  Cajetan  said:  "Luther  conquered  us  by  his  songs." 
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hthe  time  of  that  wonderful  reformer^  there  was  a  strange 

Bcene  in  Labeck.    Protestantism  and  Papacy  had  been  in 

&rce  collision.     Sometimes  one  party  triumphed,  and  some- 

^^es  the  other  party  triumphed.  One  day,  in  St.  Mary's  cathe- 

inl,  mass  was  said,  and,  just  as  the  audience  were  dispersing, 

two  boys  struck  up  one  of  Luther's  chorals,  and  the  whole 

Audience  joined  in  it  just  as  if  it  had  been  given  out  from 

the  pulpit,  and  that  audience,  that  came  the  followers  of  one 

tdigion,  went  away  the  followers  of  another.     Protestantism 

luid  conquered  by  that  one  choral,  and  for  many  years  that 

Cathedral  was  given  up  to  worship  by  Protestants. 

But  I  must  now  speak  of  some  of  the  obstacles  in  the  way 
of  the  advancement  of  this  sacred  music ;  and  the  first  is  that 
it  has  been  impressed  into  the  service  of  superstition.  1  am  far 
from  believing  that  music  ought  always  to  be  positively 
religious.  Eefined  art  has  opened  places  where  music  has 
been  secularized,  and  lawfully  so.  The  drawing-room,  the 
musical  club,  the  orchestra,  the  concert,  by  the  gratification 
)f  pure  taste,  and  the  production  of  harmless  amusement 
md  the  improvement  of  talent,  have  become  very  forces  in  the 
advancement  of  our  civilization.  Music  has  as  much  right 
o  laugh  in  Surrey  Grardens  as  it  has  to  pray  in  St.  Paul's.  In 
;he  kingdom  of  nature,  we  have  the  glad  fifing  of  the  wind 
LB  well  as  the  long  metre  psalm  of  the  thunder.  But  while 
ill  this  is  so,  every  observer  has  noticed  that  this  art,  which 
3od  intended  for  the  improvement  of  the  ear,  and  the  voice, 
md  the  head,  and  the  heart,  has  often  been  impressed  into 
ihe  service  of  false  religions.  False  religions  have  depended 
nore  upon  the  hymning  of  their  congregations  than  upon 
Que  pulpit  proclamation  of  their  dogmas.  Crozier  and  con- 
fessional have  not  done  so  much  to  maintain  the  Papacy,  as 
ker  magnificent  chants  in  chapel  and  cathedral.  Some  of  the 
Blasters  of  this  art  were  bom  in  that  Church,  and  their  spirits 
>till  move  in  her  impressive  harmonies.     There  has  been  no 
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more  thrilling  miudo  heard  on  earib  than  the  weeping  utoum 
of  her  Miserere,  the  inspiring  roll  oi  her  Stabai  Maiei\  or  the 
jubilant  strain  of  her  Te  Deum  La/udam%u.  This  hias  advaneed 
music  as  an  art,  but  not  as  a  devotional  exercise.    Tartiniy^ths 
musical  composer,  dreamed  one  night  that  Satan  snatcbai 
from  his  hand  an  instrument  and  played  upon  it  something 
very  sweet — a  dream  that  has  often  been  fulfilled  in  out 
day,  the  voice  and  the  instruments  that  ought  to  have  \mst 
devoted  to  Ohrist,  captured  from  the  church  and  ap^ied  to 
purposes  of  superstition  and  sin. 

Another  obstacle  has  been  an  inordinaie  fear  of  criiUim* 
The  vast  majority  of  people,  singing  in  churchy  never  msA 
anybody  else  to  hear  them  sing. 

EVEBYBODY   IS   WAITINa  FOS  80MBB0DT  BLSV 

to  do  his  duty.  If  we  all  sang,  then  the  inaccuracies  thai 
are  evident  when  only  a  few  sing  would  not  be  heard  at  all ; 
they  would  be  drowned  out.  God  only  asks  you  to  do  as 
well  as  you  can,  and  then,  if  you  get  the  wrong  pitch,  or 
keep  wrong  time,  he  wiU  forgive  any  deficiency  of  the 
ear  and  imperfection  of  the  voice.  Angels  will  not  laugh 
if  you  should  lose  your  place  in  the  musical  scale,  or  come 
in  at  the  close  a  bar  behind.  There  are  three  schools  of 
singing,  I  am  told — ^the  German  school,  the  Italian  school, 
and  the  French  school  of  singing.  Now,  I  would  like  to 
add  a  fourth  school,  and  that  is  the  school  of  Christ 
The  voice  of  a  contrite,  broken  heart,  although  it  may  not 
be  able  to  stand  human  criticism,  makes  better  music  to 
God's  ear  than  the  most  artistic  performance  when  the  heart 
is  wanting.  I  know  it  is  easier  to  preach  on  this  than  it  is 
to  practice ;  but  I  sing  for  two  reasons — ^first,  because  I  like 
it,  and  next,  because  I  want  to  encourage  those  who  do  not 
know  how.  I  have  but  very  little  faculty  in  that  direction, 
find  no  culture  at  all,  yet  I  am  resolved  to  sing  though  every- 


xnsic  nr  thx  chvbchss.  115 

note  flhonld  go  off  like  a  Obiiiefe  gong.  Ood  has  com- 
Bandedity  and  I  dare  not  be  silent.  He  calls  on  the  beasts, 
(mtiie  cattle,  on  the  dragons,  to  praise  him,  and  we  onght 
oot  to  be  behind  the  cattle  and  the  dragons. 

Another  obstacle  that  has  be^i  in  the  way  of  the  adrance- 
ment  o£  this  holy  art,  has  been  the  &ct  that  there  has  been 
^  niiueh  angry  discusiian  on  the  gubjeet  of  mtuie.  There  are 
Qiose  who  wonld  have  this  excerdse  condncted  by  musical 
instruments.  In  the  same  church,  there  are  those  who  do 
iiot  like  musical  instruments,  and  so  it  is  organ  and  no 
organ,  and  there  is  a  fight.  In  another  church,  it  is  a  ques- 
tion whether  the  music  shall  be  conducted  by  a  precentor  or 
by  a  drilled  choir.  Some  want  a  drilled  choir  and  some 
Want  a  precentor,  and  there  is  a  fight.  Then  there  are  those 
who  would  like  in  the  church  to  haye  the  organ  played  in  a 
dull,  lifeless,  droning  way,  while  there  are  others  who  would 
hare  it  wreathed  into  fantastics,  branching  out  in  jets  and 
spangles  of  sound,  rolling  and  tossing  in  marvellous  convo- 
lutions, as  when,  in  pyrotechnic  display,  you  think  a  piece  is 
sxhausted,  it  breaks  out  in  wheels,  rockets,  blue  lights,  and 
lerpentine  demonstrations.  Some  would  have  the  organ 
played  in  almost  inaudible  sweetness,  and  others  would  have 
it  full  of  staccato  passages  that  make  the  audience  jump, 
i?ith  great  .eyes  and  hair  on  end,  as  though  by  a  vision  of 
the  Witch  of  Endor.  And  he  who  tries  to  please  all  is  a 
Bool !  Nevertheless,  you  are  to  admit  the  fact  that  this  con- 
best  which  is  going  on,  not  in  hundreds  but  in  thousands  of 
Hie  churches  of  the  United  States  to-day,  is  a  mighty  hin- 
Irance  to  the  advancement  of  this  art.  In  this  way  scores 
ind  scores  of  churches  are  entirely  crippled  as  to  all  influ- 
snce,  and  the  music  is  a  damage  rather  than  a  praise. 

Another  obstacle  in  the  advancement  of  this  art  has  been 
;he  erroneous  notion  that  this  part  of  the  service  could  he 
Hmdueted  by  ddegatUm.    Churches  have  said :  ^  Oh  what  an 

I  2 
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easy  time  we  shall  have.  The  minister  will  do  the  preaching, 
and  the  choir  will  do  the  singings  and  we  wiU  have  nothing 
to  do."  And  you  know  as  well  as  I  that  there  are  a  great  mul- 
titude of  churches  all  through  this  land,  where  the  people  are 
not  expected  to  sing,  the  whole  work  is  done  bj  delegation 
of  four,  or  six,  or  ten  persons,  and  the  audience  are  silent  In 
such  a  church  in  Syracuse,  an  old  elder  persisted  in  singing, 
and  so  the  choir  appointed  a  committee  to  go  and  ask  the 
squire  if  he  would  not  stop.  You  know  that  in  a  great 
multitude  of  churches,  the  choir  are  expected  to  do  all  the 
singing,  and  the  great  mass  of  the  people  are  expected  to 
be  silent,  and  if  you  utter  your  voice  you  are  interfering. 
There  they  stand,  the  four,  with  opera-glass  dangling  at 
their  side,  singing  ^'  Bock  of  Ages,  deft  for  me,"  with  the 
same  spirit  that  the  night  before,  on  the  stage,  they  took  their 
part  in  the  "  Grand  Duchess  "  or  "  Don  Giovanni." 

My  Christian  friends,  have  we  a  right  to  delegate  to  others 
the  discharge  of  this  duty  which  God  demands  of  us? 
Suppose  that  four  wood-thrushes  should  propose  to  do  all 
the  singing  some  bright  day  when  the  woods  are  ringing 
with  bird  voices.  It  is  decided  that  four  wood-thrushes 
shall  do  all  the  singing  of  the  forest.  Let  all  other  voices 
keep  silent.  How  beautifully  the  four  warble.  It  is  really 
fine  music.  But  how  long  will  you  keep  the  forest  still? 
Why,  Christ  would  come  into  that  forest  and  look  tip  as  he 
looked  through  the  olives,  and  He  would  wave  TTia  hand 
and  say : 

"let  everything  that  hath  bbeath  pbaise  the  loed;" 

and,  keeping  time  with  the  stroke  of  innumerable  wings, 
there  would  be  five  thousand  bird  voices  leaping  into  tiie 
harmony.  Suppose  this  delegation  of  musical  performers 
were  tried  in  heaven  ;  suppose  that  four  choice  spirits  should 
try  to  do  the  singing  of  the  upper  temple.      Hush  now, 
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B  and  dominioDS  and  principalities.  David !  be  still, 
I  you  were  "  the  sweet  singer  of  Israel."  Paul !  keep 
though  you  have  come  to  that  crown  of  rejoicing, 
i  Baxter!  keep  still,  though  this  is  the  ^'Saint's 
ting  !Best."  Four  spirits  now  do  all  the  singing, 
w  long  would  heaven  be  quiet  ?  How  long  ?  "  Hal- 
!"  would  cry  some  glorified  Methodist  from  under 
ar.  ''Praise  the  Lord!''  would  sing  the  martyrs 
nong  the  thrones.  ''  Thanks  be  unto  God  who  givetk 
victory ! "  a  great  multitude  of  redeemed  spirits 
ay.  Myriads  of  voices  coming  into  the  harmony,  and 
hundred  and  forty  and  four  thousand  breaking  forth 
3  acclamation.  Stop  that  loud  singing !  Stop !  Oh 
f  cannot  hear  me.  You  might  as  well  try  to  drown 
ader  of  the  sky,  or  beat  back  the  roar  of  the  sea,  for 
oul  in  heaven  has  resolved  to  do  its  own  singing, 
hat  we  should  have  tried  on  earth  that  which  they 
do  in  heaven,  and,  instead  of  joining  all  our  voices 
>raise  of  the  most  high  God,  delegating  perhaps  to 
icrated  men  and  women  this  most  solemn  and  most 
Hil  service. 

in  this  church,  we  have  resolved  upon  the  plan  of 
ing  the  music  by  a  precentor.  We  do  it  for  two 
:  one  is  that  by  throwing  the  whole  responsibility 
le  mass  of  the  people,  making  the  great  multitude 
ir,  we  might  rouse  more  heartiness.  The  congre- 
coming  on  the  Sabbath-day  feel  that  they  cannot 
)  this  part  of  the  great  service  to  any  one  else,  and 
themselves  assume  it.  We  have  had  glorious  con- 
>nal  singing  here.  People  have  come  many  miles  to 
They  are  not  sure  about  the  preaching,  but  they 
rays  depend  on  the  singing.  We  have  heard  the 
soming  up  like  ''the  voice  of  many  waters,"  but  it 
done  at  a  better  rate  after  awhile,  when  we  shall 
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realize  the  height,  and  the  depth,  and  the  iminenaily  ai  thia 
privilege. 

I  forgot  to  state  the  other  reason  why  we  adopted  this 
plan.    That  is,  we  do  not  want  anj  choir  quarrels.    Yon 
know  very  well  that  in  scores  of  the  chnrches,  there  has  beau 
perpetual  contention  in  that  direction.     The  only  choroli 
fight  that  ever  occurred  under  my  ministry  was  over  a  rnekx- 
deon,  in  my  first  settlement.    Have  you  nerer  been  in  dinrd 
on  the  Sabbath-day,  and  heard  the  choir  sing,  and  you  said 
'^That  is  splendid  music'*    The  next  Sabbi^bh,  you  were  la 
that  church,  and  there  was  no  choir  at  alL    Why?    The 
leader  was  mad,  or  his  assistants  were  mad,  or  they  weie  aU 
mad  together.     Some  of  the  choirs  are  made  up  of  ooi 
best  Christian  people.    Some  of  the  wannest  friends  I  have 
ever  had  have  stood  up  in  them.  Sabbath  after  Sabbath,  oco^ 
sdentiously  and  successfully  leading  the  praises  of  Qaiu 
But  the  majority   of   the  choirs  throughout  the  land  are 
not  made  up  of  Christian  people,  and 

THBEE-FOUBTHS  OF  THE  CHUBOH  FIGHTS  OBiaiHATB  DT  TBI 

OBGAK  LOFT. 

I  take  that  back  and  say  nine-tenths.  A  great  multitade  of 
our  churches  are  dying  of  choirs. 

There  are  two  or  three  things  we  need  to  do  in  this 
church  before  we  have  done  all  our  duty  on  this  subject 
The  first  thing  is  to  acknowledge  our  past  crime  before  Qod, 
in  taking  so  little  part  in  this  service.  If  a  man  with  voioe 
enough  to  sing  keep  silent  during  this  exercise,  he  oominits 
a  crime  against  God  and  insults  the  Almighty. 

We  want  also  in  this  church  a  congregational  singing- 
school,  which,  by  the  help  of  Gk>d,  we  will  establish  in  ih» 
autumn,  not  on  a  week  day  but  on  the  Sabbath  nig^t  ai; 
seven  o'dock,  half-ajuhour  before  the  other  services,  in  that 
preceding  half  hour  rehearsing  the  music  which  in  the  next 
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lour  we  are  to  sing.    Yon  Imow  very  well  that  many  of  the 
flinging-Bchools  of  the  country  have  not  adranoed  this  cause 
«t  all.    Many  of  them  in  the  country  school-houses  and 
dnirch  basements  have  heen  scenes  of  revelry  rather  than 
Christian  service — ^men  and  women  learning  less  of  music 
than  of  running  up  and  down  the  entire  scale  of  sin.     What 
ve  want  is  a  congregational  singing-school,  conducted  by  a 
Christian  man  in  a  dhristian  way  4  people  finding  out  that 
thej  have  a  very  solemn  and  a  very  delightful  duty  to  per- 
form, and  all  participating  in  it. 

Then  further,  we  want  to  rouse  all  our  families  upon  this 
mibject.  We  want  each  family  of  our  <K)ngregation  to  be  a 
singing-school.  Childish  petulance,  obduracy  and  intracta- 
bility would  be  soothed  if  we  had  more  singing  in  the  house- 
hold, and  then  our  little  ones  would  be  prepared  for  the 
great  congregation  on  the  Sabbath-day,  their  voices  uniting 
with  our  voices  in  the  praises  of  the  Lord.  After  a  shower, 
there  are  scores  of  streams  that  come  down  the  mountain 
side  with  ^voices  idppling  and  silvery,  pouring  into  one  river 
and  then  rolling  in  imited  strength  to  the  sea.  So,  I  would 
have  all  the  families  in  my  church  send  forth  the  voice  of 
prayer  and  praLise,  pouring  it  into  the  great  tide  of  public 
worship  that  rolls  on  and  on  to  empty  into  the  great,  wide 
heart  of  Gk>d.  Never  can  we  'have  our  church  sing  as  it 
ought,  until  our  dbjuilies  sing  as  they  ought. 

There  will  be  a  great  revolution  on  this  subject  in  all  our 
churches.  -G^  will  come  down  by  Bas  Spirit  and  rouse  up 
the  old  hymns  and  times  that  have  not  been  more  than  half 
awake  since  the  time  of  our  grandfathers.  The  silent  pews 
in  the  church  will  break  forth  into  music,  and  when  the  con- 
ductor takes  his  place  on  the  Sabbath-day,  there  will  be  a 
B^ieat  host  of  voices  rushing  into  the  harmony.  My  Christian 
Eriends,  if  we  have  no  taste  for  this  service  on  earth,  what 
wSl  we  do  in  heaven  where  they  aU  sing,  and  sing  for  ever  P 
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Let  me  prophesy  in  regard  to  any  one  here  who  has  n» 
delight  in  this  part  of  the  church  services,  that  he  would  haye 
no  delight  in  the  worship  of  heaven.  If  you  do  not  sing  the 
praises  of  Gk)d  on  earth,  I  do  not  believe  you  will  ever  sing 
them  in  glory.  I  would  that  our  singing  to-day  might  b« 
like  the  Saturday  night  rehearsal  for  the  Sabbath  momiBg 
in  the  skies,  and  that  we  might  begin  now,  by  the  strength 
and  by  the  help  of  God,  to  discharge  a  duty  which  none  of 
us  have  fully  performed — 

"  Let  those  refase  to  sing 

Who  never  knew  our  God ;. 
But  children  of  the  heavenly  King 
Should  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

«  The  hill  of  Zion  yields 

A  thousand  sacred  sweets, 
Before  we  reach  the  heavenly  fieldM 
Or  walk  the  golden  streets. 

''Then  let  our  songs  abound, 
And  every  tear  be  dry ; 
We're  inarching  through  Emmanuel's  groondi. 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high." 


JOB'S  COMFOETEES; 

''Miserable  comforters  are  ye  alL" — Jth  xvL  91 

THE  man  of  IJz  had  a  great  many  trials — the  loss  of  hi» 
family,  the  loss  of  his  property,  the  loss  of  his  health; 
but  the  most  exasperating  thing  that  came  upon  him  was  the 
tantalizing,  talk  of  those  who  ought  to  have  sympathized  witb 
him.  And  looking  around  upon  them,,  and  weighing  what 
they  had  said,  he  utters  the  words  of  my  text. 

Why  did  God  let  sin  come  into  the  world?    It  is  » 
question  I  often  hear  discussed,  but  never  satisfactorily 
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uiBwered.  God  made  the  world  fair  and  beautiful  at  the 
itart.  If  oar  first  parents  had  not  sinned  in  Eden,  thej 
night  liave  gone  out  of  that  garden  and  found  fifty  paradises 
kll  around  the  earth — Europe,  Asia,  Africa,  North  and  South 
bnerica — so  many  flower-gardens  or  orchards  of  fruit, 
'edolent  and  luscious.  I  suppose  that  when  God  poured  out 
^  Gilion  and  the  Hiddekel,  He  poured  out,  at  the  same 
une,  the  Hudson  and  the  Susquehanna ;  the  whole  earth  was 
ery  i3iii  and  beautiful  to  look  upon.  Why  did  it  not  stay 
0?  God  had  the  power  to  keep  back  sin  and  woe.  Why 
id  He  not  keep  them  back  ?  Why  not  every  doud  roseate, 
Qd  every  step  a  joy,  and  every  sound  music,  and  all  the 
^8  a  long  jubilee  of  sinless  men  and  sinless  women  P  God 
ui  make  a  rose  as  easily  as  He  can  make  a  thorn.  Why, 
ten,  the  predominance  of  thorns  P  He  can  make  good,  fair, 
pe  fruit  as  well  as  gnarled  and  sour  fruit.  Why  so  much, 
en,  that  is  gnarled  and  sour  P  He  can  make  men  robust 
health.  Why,  then,  are  there  so  many  invalids  ?  Why 
I;  have  for  our  whole  race  perpetual  leisure  instead  of  this 
1^,  and  toil,  and  tussle  for  a  livelihood  P  I  will  tell  you 
y  God  let  sin  come  into  the  world — ^when  I  get  on  the 
ler  side  of  the  Hiver  of  Death.  That  is  the  place  where 
h  questions  will  be  answered  and  such  mysteries  solved, 
who  this  side  that  river  attempts  to  answer  the  question. 
y  illustrates  his  own  ignorance  and  incompetency.  All  I 
>w  is  one  great  fact,  and  that  is,  that  a  herd  of  woes  has 
le  in  upon  us,  trampling  down  everything  fair  and  beauti- 
A  sword  at  the  gate  of  Eden  and 

A  SWOBD   AT    EVEBY   GATE. 

Core  people  under  the  ground  than  on  it.  The  graveyards 

rast  majority.    The  six  thousand  Winters  have  made  more^ 

rs  than  the  six  thousand  Summers  can  cover  up.  Trouble 

taken  the  tender  heart  of  this  world  in  its  two  rough 
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hands  and  pinched  it  until  the  nationB  wail  with  the  agony* 
If  all  the  mounds  of  graveyards  that  have  been  lifted,  ven 
put  side  by  side,  jou  might  step  on  them  and  nothing  eki^ 
going  all  around  the  world,  and  around  again,  and  aroimd 
again.  These  are  the  facts.  And  now  I  have  to  say  that, 
in  a  world  like  this,  the  grandest  occupation  is  that  of  giving 
condolence.  This  holy  science  of  imparting  comfort  to  the 
troubled  we  ought  all  of  us  to  study.  There  are  many  d 
you  who  could  look  around  upon  some  of  your  very  belt 
friends,  who  wish  you  well,  and  are  very  intelligent,  and  yet 
be  able  truthfully  to  say  to  them  in  your  days  of  trouble: 
*'  Miserable  comforters  are  ye  alL" 

I  remark,  in  the  first  place,  that  tfery  vohtble  people  cure  iiiir 
competent  for  the  work  of  giving  comfort,  Bildad  and  Elipbtf 
had  the  gift  of  language,  and  with  their  words  almoflt 
bothered  Job's  life  out.  Alas !  for  these  voluble  people  tbst 
go  among  the  houses  of  the  afflicted,  and  talk,  and  talk,  and 
talk,  and  talk.  They  rehearse  their  own  sorrows,  and  than 
they  tell  the  poor  sufferers  that  they  feel  badly  now,  bul 
they  will  feel  worse  after  awhile.  Silence !  Do  you  ezpeofc) 
with  a  thin  court-plaster  of  words,  to  heal  a  wound  deep  is 
the  soul  P  Step  very  gently  around  about  a  broken  heart 
Talk  very  softly  around  those  whom  Oed  has  bereft.  Then 
go  your  way.  Deep  sympathy  has  not  much  to  say.  A  firm 
grasp  of  the  hand,  a  compassionate  look,  just  one  word  that 
means  as  much  as  a  whole  dictionary,  and  you  have  given, 
perhaps,  atl  the  comfort  that  a  soul  needs.  A  man  has  a 
terrible  wound  in  his  arm.  The  surgeon  comes  and  binds  it 
up.  ''  Now,"  he  says :  ''  carry  that  arm  in  a  sling,  and  be 
very  careful  of  it.  Let  no  one  touch  it,"  But  the  neighbours 
have  heard  of  the  accident,  and  they  come  in,  and  they  say : 
^'  Let  us  see  it."  And  the  bandage  is  pulled  ol^  and  this 
one  and  that  one  must  feel  it  and  see  how  much  it  is  swollen, 
and  there  is  irritation,  and  inflammation,  and  exasperatLoDy 


job'b  comvobtbbs.  128 

3  there  oujght  to  be  healisg  and  cooling.  The  surgeon 
I  in,  and  says :  ^  What  does  all  this  mean  ?  You  have 
linefls  to  touch  those  bandages.  That  wound  will  ne^er 
onless  jou  let  it  alone/'    Bo  there  are  souls  broken 

in  sorrow.  What  thej  most  want  is  rest,  or  very 
1  and  gentle  treatment ;  but  the  neighbours  have  heard 
)  bereaTomenty  or  of  the  loss,  and  they  come  in  to 
ittdae,  and  they  say:  ''Show  us  now  the  wound.  What 
lis  last  words  P  Behearse  now  the  whole  scene.  How 
lu  feel  when  you  found  yon  were  an  orphan  P"  Tearing 
)  bandages  here,  and  pulling  them  off  there,  leaving  a 
Mj  wound  that  the  balm  of  God's  grace  had  already 
.  to  heal.  Oh,  let  no  loquacious  people,  with  eyer- 
ig  tongues,  go  into  the  homes  of  the  distressed. 
on  I  remark :  that  aU  those  persons  are  incompetent 
e  any  kind  of  comfort  who  act  merely  as  worldly  phUO' 
r.    They  come  in  and  say :  ^  Why,  this  is  what  you 

to  have  expected.  The  laws  of  nature  must  have 
way;"  and  then  they  get  eloquent  over  something 
laTe  seen  in  post  mortem  examinations.    Now, 

AWAY  WITH  ALL  HXTHAN  PHILOSOPHY 

h  a  time.  What  difference  does  it  make  to  that  father 
lother  what  disease  their  son  died  of  P  He  is  dead, 
makes  no  difference  whether  the  trouble  was  in  the 
trie  or  hypogastric  region.  If  the  philosopher  be  of 
oical  school,  he  will  come  and  say :  "  You  ought  to 
1  your  feelings.  You  must  not  cry  so.  You  must 
ite  a  cooler  temperament.  You  must  have  self-reliance, 
nremment,  self-control ;" — an  iceberg  reproving  a 
th  for  having  a  drop  of  dew  in  its  eye.  A  violinist 
is  instrument,  and  he  sweeps  his  fingers  across  the 
i,  now  evoking  strains  of  joy,  and  now  strains  of  sad- 


.i 
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ness.  He  cannot  play  all  the  tunes  on  one  string.  TW 
human  soul  is  an  instrument  of  a  thousand  strings,  and  alk 
sorts  of  emotions  were  made  to  plaj  on  it.  Now  an  anthem, 
now  a  dirge.  It  is  no  evidence  of  weakness  when  one  iftr 
overcome  of  sorrow.  Edmund  Burke  was  found  in  thet? 
pasture-field  with  his  arms  around  a  horse's  neck,  caressingp- 
him,  and  some  one  said :  "  Why,  the  great  man  had  lost  his* 
mind.''  No ;  that  horse  belonged  to  his  son,  who  had  recently 
died ;  and  his  great  heart  broke  over  the  grief.  It  is  no 
sign  of  weakness  that  men  are  overcome  of  their  sorrows. 
Thank  God  for  the  relief  of  tears.  Have  you  never  been  in. 
trouble  when  you  could  not  weep,  and  you  would  have  given, 
anything  for  a  cry  ?  David  did  well  when  he  mourned  for 
Absalom,  Abraham  did  well  when  he  bemoaned  Sarah,  Christ 
did  well  when  He  wept  for  Lazarus  ;  and  the  last  man  that 
I  want  to  see  come  anywhere  near  me  when  I  have  any  kind 
of  trouble,  is  a  worldly  philosopher. 

Again  I  remark :  that  those  persons  are  incompetent  for 
the  work  of  comfort-bearing  who  have  nothing  hut  cant  to 
offer.  There  are  those  who  have  the  idea  that  you  must 
groan  over  the  distressed  and  afflicted.  There  are  times  in 
grief  when  one  cheerful  face,  dawning  upon  a  man's  soul,  is 
worth  a  thousand  dollars  to  him.  Do  not  whine  over  the 
afiOicted.  Take  the  promises  of  the  Gospel,  and  utter  them 
in  a  manly  tone.  Do  not  be  afraid  to  smile  if  you  feel  like 
it*  Do  not  drive  any  more  hearses  through  that  poor  souL 
Do  not  tell  him  the  trouble  was  fore-ordained ;  it  will  not  * 
be  any  comfort  to  know  it  was  a  million  years  coming.  If 
you  want  to  find  splints  for  a  broken  bone,  do  not  take  cast 
iron.  Do  not  tell  them  it  is  God's  justice  that  weighs  out 
grief.  They  want  now  to  hear  of  God's  tender  mercy.  In 
other  words,  do  not  give  them  <iqua  fortis  when  they  need 
valerian. 

Again  I  remark :  that 
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THOSB   PEBSONS   ABE    POOB   C0MF0BTBB8 

who  hare  never  had  any  trouble  themselTes.  A  larkspur 
cannot  lecture  on  the  nature  of  a  snowflake — ^it  never  saw  a 
mowflake ;  and  those  people  who  have  always  lived  in  the 
rammer  of  prosperity  cannot  talk  to  those  who  are  frozen  in 
^saster.  God  keeps  aged  people  in  the  world,  I  think,  for 
this  very  work  of  sympathy.  They  have  been  through  all 
these  trials.  They  know  all  that  which  irritates  and  all  that 
which  soothes.  If  there  are  men  and  women  here  who  have 
old  people  in  the  house,  or  near  at  hand,  so  that  they  can 
^ilj  reach  them,  I  congratulate  you.  Some  of  us  have 
had  trials  in  life,  and  although  we  have  had  many  friends 
around  about  us,  we  have  wished  that  father  and  mother 
Were  still  alive  that  we  might  go  and  tell  them.  Perhaps 
they  could  not  say  much,  but  it  would  have  been  such  a  com- 
fort to  have  them  around.  These  aged  ones  who  have  been 
^  through  the  trials  of  life  know  how  to  give  condolence. 
Cherish  them ;  let  them  lean  on  your  arm — ^these  aged 
people.  If,  when  you  speak  to  them,  they  cannot  hear  just 
what  you  say  the  first  time,  and  you  have  to  say  it  a  second 
time,  when  you  say  it  the  second  time,  do  not  say  it  sharply. 
If  you  do,  you  will  be  sorry  for  it  on  the  day  when  you  take 
the  last  look  and  brush  back  the  silvery  locks  from  the 
wrinkled  brow  just  before  they  screw  the  lid  on.  Blessed  be 
God  for  the  old  people  !  They  may  not  have  much  strength 
to  go  around,  but  they  are  God's  appointed  ministers  of  com- 
fort to  a  broken  heart. 

People  who  have  not  had  trial  themselves  cannot  give 
comfort  to  others.  They  may  talk  very  beautifully  and  they 
may  give  you  a  great  deal  of  poetic  sentiment ;  but  while 
poetry  is  perfume  that  smells  sweet,  it  makes  a  very  poor 
salve.  If  you  have  a  grave  in  a  pathway,  and  somebody 
comes  and  covers  it  all  over  with  flowers,  it  is  a  grave  yet. 
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Those  who  haye  not  bid  grief  themselTes,  know  not  the 
mystery  of  a  broken  heart.  They  know  not  the  meaning  of 
childlessness,  and  the  haring  no  one  to  pat  to  bed  at  nigU^ 
or  the  standingin  a  room  where  every  book,  and  picture,  and 
door  are  f  tdl  of  memories — ^the  door  mat  where  she  sat,  ito 
cap  oat  of  which  she  drank — ^the  place  where  she  stood  ai 
the  door  and  clapped  her  hands — ^Uie  odd  figores  thafe  dw 
scribbled — ^the  blocks  she  boilt  into  a  hoase.  Ah !  no,  jon 
mast  have  troable  yoarself  before  yoa  can  comfort  troaUe  in 
others.  Bat  come  all  ye  who  have  been  bereft,  and  ye  wk#. 
haye  been  comforted  in  year  sorrows,  and  stand  aroond  thflis 
afflicted  sools  and  say  to  them :  ''  I  had  that  yery  sonov 
myself.  Orod  comforted  me  and  he  will  comfort  yoa;**  anci 
that  will  go  right  to  the  spot.  In  other  words,  to  comfort 
others,  we  mast  haye  faith  in  Gh>d,  practical  experience,  aad 
good,  soand,  common  sense. 

Bat  there  are  three  or  f oar  considerations  that  I  will  bring 
this  morning  to  those  who  are  sorrowful  and  distressed,  and 
that  we  can  always  bring  to  them,  knowing  that  they  wSi 
effect  a  care.    And  the  first  consideration  is  that 

GOD   SENDS  OTTB  TBOUBLSS  IK  LOyB. 

I  often  hear  people  in  their  troubles  say :  **  Why,  I  wonder 
what  Qod  has  against  me  ?  "  They  seem  to  think  Gh>d  has 
some  grudge  against  them  because  trouble  and  misfortune 
haye  come.  Oh,  no.  Do  you  not  remember  that  passage  of 
Scripture:  "Whom  the  Lord  loyeth  he  chasteneth ? ''  A 
child  comes  in  with  a  yery  bad  splinter  in  its  hand,  and  yoa 
try  to  extract  it.  It  is  a  yery  painful  operation.  The  child 
draws  back  from  you,  but  you  persist.  You  are  going  to 
take  that  splinter  out,  so  you  take  the  child  with  a  gentle 
but  firm  grasp,  for  although  there  may  be  pain  in  it,  the 
splinter  must  ceme  out.  And  it  is  loye  that  dictates  it,  and 
makes  you  persist.    My  friends,  I  really  think  that  nearly 
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r  sorrows  in  this  world  are  only  the  hand  of  our  Father 
tang  some  thorn.  If  all  these  sorrows  were  sent  hj 
9B|  I  would  sajy  arm  joxirselTes  against  them,  and  as 
pioal  climes  when  a  tiger  oomes  down  from  the  monn- 
and  carries  off  a  child  from  the  Tillage,  the  neighbours 
x^ther  and  go  into  the  forest  and  hunt  the  monster, 
^ould  have  jou^  if  I  thought  these  misfortunes  were 
f  an  enemy,  go  out  and  battle  against  them.  But  no, 
>me  from  a  Father  so  kind,  so  loving,  so  gentle,  that 
!ophet^  speaking  of  His  tenderness  and  mercy,  drops 
la  of  a  father,  and  says :  "  As  one  whom  his  mother 
rfceth,  so  will  I  comfort  you." 

in  I  remark,  there  is  comfort  in  the  thought  that  God 
Qkis  process  is  going  to  maJce  you  useful.  Do  you  know 
dose  who  accomplish  the  most  for  God  and  heaven 
U  been  under  the  harrow  ?  Show  me  a  man  that  has 
nything  for  Christ  in  this  day,  in  a  public  or  private 
vrho  has  had  no  trouble,  and  whose  path  has  been 
1.  Ah,  no !  Go  this  afternoon  at  three  o'clock  into 
eautiful  parlour  in  the  city  of  Philadelphia  and  see 
wenty  outcast  children  there,  and  ask  the  history  of 
.ome,  and  why  it  is  that  that  Christian  woman  every 
h,  afternoon  gathers  in  these  outcasts,  and  talks  with 
and  prays  with  them,  and  tells  them  of  Jesus,  and  is 
r  them,  by  the  grace  of  God,  prepared  for  heaven, 
ant  to  know  the  history  of  that  &mily  P  I  could  go 
ad  tell  it.  She  was  not  always  an  earnest  Christian 
L — once  a  daughter  of  fashion ;  but  the  first  day  of 
iterate  in  Philadelphia  I  confronted  her  in  awful  grief, 
next  room  her  only  child  lay.  He  had  been  drowned 
Lg  Branch,  and  they  had  just  brought  him  in.  Oh 
npotent  all  human  comfort  seemed  to  be  there  and 
Hit  G^d  comforted  and  lifted  her  out  of  that  darkness, 
rough  all  that  tribulation  He  blessed  her,  and  by  a^ 
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baptism  of  tears  she  was  set  apart  to  look  after  the  oaUsBLSt, 
and  the  destitute,  and  the  abandoned.  What  useless  beings 
we  are  until  sanctified  trouble  moulds  us. 

I  once  went  through  an  axe  factory,  and  I  saw  them  take 
the  bars  of  iron  and  thrust  them  into  the  terrible  fomaoea. 
Then  besweated  workmen  with  long  tongs  stirred  the  blaze. 
Then  they  brought  out  a  bar  of  iron  and  put  it  in  a  crashing 
machine,  and  then  they  put  it  between  jaws  that  bit  it  in 
twain.     Then  they  put  it  on  an  anvil,  and  there  were  great 
hammers   swung   by   machinery — each  one  half  a  ton  in 
weight — that  went  thump !  thump !  thump  !     K  that  iron 
could  have  spoken,  it  would  have  said:  "Why  aU  this 
beating  ?    Why  must  I  be  pounded  any  more  than  any  other 
iron  ?  "     The  workmen  would  have  said:  "  We  want  to  make 
axes  out  of  you,  keen,  sharp  axes — ^axes  with  which  to  hew 
down  the  forest,  and  build  the  ship,  and  erect  houses,  and 
carry  on  a  thousand  enterprises  of  civilization.     That's  the 
reason  we  pound  you."    Now,  God  puts  a  soul  into  the 
furnace  of  trial,  and  then  it  is  brought  out  and  run  through 
the  crushing  machine,  and  then  it  comes  down  on  the  anTil 
and  upon  it,  blow  after  blow,  blow  after  blow,  and  the  soul 
cries  out :  "  Oh  Lord,  what  does  all  this  mean?"     God  says: 
"  I  want  to  make  something  very  useful  out  of  you.    You 
shall  be  something  to  hew  with,  and  something  to  build 
with.     It  is  a  practical  process  through  which  I  am  putting 
you."     Yes,  my  Christian  friends, 

WE   WANT   MOBE   TOOLS 

in  the  Church  of  God ;  not  more  wedges  to  split  with.  We- 
have  enough  of  these.  Not  more  bores  with  which  to  drilL 
We  have  too  many  bores.  What  we  really  want  is  keen, 
sharp,  well-tempered  axes,  and  if  there  be  any  other  way  of 
making  them  than  in  the  hot  furnace,  and  on  the  hard  anvil, 
and  under  the  heavy  hammer,  I  do  not  know  what  it  is. 
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^member  that  if  God  brings  any  kind  of  chastisement  upon 
JOU;  it  is  only  to  make  you  useful.  Do  not  sit  down  dis- 
<5ouraged,  and  say :  "I  have  no  more  reason  for  living.  I 
^sh  I  were  dead."  Oh !  there  never  was  so  much  reason  for 
Jour  living  as  now.  By  this  ordeal  you  have  been  conse- 
crated a  priest  of  the  most  high  God.  Go  out  and  do  your 
^hole  work  for  the  Master. 

Again :  there  is  comfort  in  the  thought  that  all  our  trovhUs 
ure  a  revelation.  Have  you  ever  thought  of  it  in  that  connec- 
tion ?  The  man  who  has  never  been  through  chastisement 
is  ignorant  about  a  thousand  things  in  his  soul  he  ought  to 
know.  For  instance,  here  is  a  man  who  prides  himself  on  his 
cheerfulness  of  character.  He  has  no  patience  with  anybody 
who  is  depressed  in  spirits.  Oh !  it  is  easy  for  him  to  be 
-cheerful,  with  his  fine  house,  his  filled  wardrobe,  and  well- 
strung  instruments  of  music,  and  tapestried  parlour,  and 
plenty  of  money  in  the  bank  waiting  for  some  permanent 
inyestment.  It  is  easy  for  him  to  be  cheerful.  But  suppose 
ids  fortune  goes  to  pieces,  and  his  house  goes  down  imder 
the  sherifE's  hammer,  and  the  banks  will  not  have  anything 
to  do  with  his  paper.  Suppose  those  people  who  were  once 
•elegantly  entertained  at  his  table  get  so  short-sighted  that 
they  cannot  recognise  him  upon  the  street.  How  then  ?  Is 
it  so  easy  to  be  cheerful  ?  It  is  easy  to  1)8  cheerful  in  the 
home,  after  the  day's  work  is  done,  and  the  gas  is  turned  on, 
imd  the  house  is  full  of  romping  little  ones.  But  suppose 
the  piano  is  shut  because  the  fingers  that  played  on  it  will 
no  more  touch  the  keys,  and  the  childish  voice  that  asked  so 
many  questions  will  ask  no  more.  Then  is  it  so  easy  ?  When 
a  man  wakes  up  and  finds  that  his  resources  are  all  gone,  he 
begins  to  rebel,  and  he  says :  "  God  is  hard ;  God  is  out- 
rageous. He  had  no  business  to  do  this  to  me."  My  friends, 
those  of  us  who  have  been  through  trouble  know  what  a 
«inf ul  and  rebellious  heart  we  have,  and  how  much  God  has 
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to  pnt  up  Tvith,  and  bow  macli  we  need  pardon.    It  is  onl; 
in  the  light  of  a  flaming  fomaoe  that  we  can  learn  oar  owz:a 
weakness  and  our  own  lack  of  moral  resource. 

There  is  also  a  great  deal  of  comfort  in  the  faid  that 

THEBE  WILL  BE  A  FAMILY  BEGONSTBUCTIOK 

in  a  better  place.     From  Scotland,  or  England,  or  Ireland,  0^ 
child    emigrates    to    America.      It   is  Tcrj  hard  parting", 
but  he  comes,  after  awhile  writing  home  as  to  what  a  good 
land  it  is.    Another  brother  comes,  a  sister  comes,  and 
another,  and  after  awhile  the  mother  comes,  and  after  ar 
while  the  father  comes,  and  now  thej  are  all  here,  and  they 
haye  a  time  of  great  congratulation  and  a  very  pleasant  re* 
union.     Well,  it  it  just  so  with  our  families ;    thej  are 
emigrating  toward  a  better  land.    Now,  one  goes  out.    Oh  t 
how  hard  it  is  to  part  with  him !    Another  goes.    Oh !  how 
hard  it  is  to  part  with  her !    And  another,  and  another,  and 
we  ourselves  will,  after  awhile,  go  over,  and  then  we  will  b& 
together.    Oh!   what  a  re-union!     Do  jou  belieye  that? 
"  Yes,"  you  say.    Oh !  you  do  not.    You  do  not  believe  it 
as  you  belieTC  other  things.    If  you  do,  and  with  the  same 
emphasis,  why  it  would  take  nine-tenths  of  your  tronUe 
off  your  heart.     The  fact  is,  heaven  to  many  of  us  is  a  greats 
fog.    It  is  away  off  somewhere,  filled  with  an  uncertain  and 
indefinite  population.     That  is  the  kind  of    heaven  that 
many  of  us  dream  about  ;^  but  it  is  the  most  tremendous 
fact  in  all  the  universe— this  heaven  of  the  Ck)spel.    Oar 
departed  friends  are  not  afloat.     The  residence  in  which  y<Hi 
live  is  not  so  real  as  the  residence  in  which  they  stay.     Ym 
are  afloat — you  who  do  not  know  in  the  morning  what  will 
happen  before  night.     They  are  housed  and  safe  for  ever. 
Do  not,  therefore,  pity  your  departed  friends  who  have  died 
in  Christ.     They  do  not  need  any  of  your  pity.     You  might 
as  well  send  a  letter  of  condolence  to  Queen  Yictoria  on  her 


job's  COMFOBTSS8.  131 

obscurity,  or  to  the  Bothchilds  on  their  poverty,  as  to  pity 
tbose  who  have  won  the  palm.    Do  not  say  of  those  who 
are  departed :    "  Poor  child !  **     "  Poor  father !  "     «  Poor 
mother ! "    They  are  not  poor.     Tou  are  poor — ^you  whose 
liomes  have  been  shattered,  not  they.     Tou  do  not  dwell 
much  with  your  families  in  this  world.    All  day  long  you 
are  of  to  business.    Will  it  not  be  pleasant  when  you  can 
be  together  all  the  while  ?    If  you  have  had  four  children 
and  one  is  gone,  and  anybody  asks  how  many  children  you 
We,  do  not  be  so  infidel  as  to  say  three.    Say  four — one  in 
bearen.    Do  not  think  that  the  grave  is  unfriendly.    You 
go  into  your  room  and  dress  for  some  grand  entertainment, 
and  you  came  forth  beautifully  apparelled ;  and  the  grave 
is  only  the  place  where  we  go  to  dress  for  the  glorious 
resurrection,  and    we  will    come   out    radiant,     mortality 
hanng  become  immortality.      Oh !   how  much  condolence 
there  is  iil  this  thought !    I  expect  to  see  my  kindred  in 
heaven — ^I  expect  to  see  them  just  as  certainly  as  I  expect 
to  go  home  to-day.    Aye,  I  shall  more  certainly  see  them. 
Eight  or  ten  will  come  up  from  the  graveyard  back  of 
Somerville,  and  one  will  come  from  the  mountains  back  of 
Amoy,  China,  and  another  will  come  up  from  the  sea  off 
Cape  Hatteras,  and  thirty  will  come  up  from  Greenwood ; 
and  I  shall  know  them  better  than  I  ever  knew  them  here. 
And  your  friends — they  may  be  across  the  sea,  but  the 
trumpet  that  sounds  here  will  sound  there.    You  will  come 
up  on  just  the  same  day.    Some  morning  you  have  over- 
slept yourself,  and  you  open  your  eyes  and  see  that  the  sun 
.  i3  high  in  the  heavens,  and  you  say:  "  I  have  overslept,  and 
I  must  be  up  and  away."    So 

YOU  WILL   OPEN  Y0U»   EYES 

on  the  morning  of  the  resurrection,  in  the  full  blaze  of  God's 
light,  and  you  will  say:  "I  must  be  up  and  away."    Oh! 

E  2 
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yes,  you  will  come  up,  and  there  will  be  a  re-union,  a  recon- 
struction of  your  family.  I  like  wliat  Haly  burton  (I  think  it^ 
was) — good  old  Mr.  Halyburton — said  in  his  last  moments  s 
*'  I  thank  God  that  I  ever  lived,  and  that  I  have  a  father  iizM 
heayen,  and  a  mother  in  heaven,  and  brothers  in  heaven  ^ 
«nd  sisters  in  heaven,  and  I  am  now  going  up  to  see  them." 

I  remark  once  more :  our  troubles  in  this  world  are  pr^cu^ 
rative  for  glory.    What  a  transition  it  was  for  Paul — ^from 
the  slippery  deck  of  a  foundering  ship  to  the  calm  presence 
of  Jesus !    What  a  transition  it  was  for  Latimer — ^f rom  tli.^ 
stake  to  a  throne !     What  a  transition  it  was  for  Bobexrt 
Hall — ^from  insanity  to  glory !     What  a  transition  it  was  for 
Richard  Baxter — ^from  the  dropsy  to  the  "  saint's  everlast- 
ing rest !  "    And  what  a  transition  it  will  be  for  you — ^from  a 
world  of  sorrow  to  a  world  of  joy.     John  Holland,  when  he 
was  dying,  said :  "  What  means  this  brightness  in  the  room  P 
Have  you  lighted  the  candles  ? "    "No,**  they  replied,  "we 
have  not  lighted  any  candles."    Then  said  he,  "Welcome 
heaven! "     The  light  already  beaming  upon  his  pillow.    Oil 
ye  who  are  persecuted  in  this  world,  your  enemies  will  gefe 
off  the  track  after  a  while,  and  all  will  speak  well  of  you 
among  the  thrones.     Ho !  ye  who  are  sick  now.     No  medi- 
cines to  take  there.     One  breath  of  the  eternal  hills  will 
thrill  you  with  immortal  vigour.    And  ye  who  are  lonesome 
now.    There  will  be  a  million  spirits  to  welcome  you  into 
their  companionship.     O  ye  bereft  souls !  there  will  be  no 
gravedigger's  spade  that  will  cleave  the  sid*)  of  that  hill, 
and  there  will  be  no  dirge  wailing  from  that  temple.    The 
river  of  God,  deep  as  the  joy  of  heaven,  will  roll  on  between 
banks  odorous  with  balm,  and   over  depths   bright  with 
jewels,  and  under  skies  roseate  with  gladness,  argosies  of 
light  going  down  the  stream  to  the  stroke  of  glittering  oar 
and  the  song  of  angels  !     Not  one  sigh  in  the  wind ;  not  one 
tear  miDgling  with  the  waters. 
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"  Whether,  therefore,  ye  eat  or  drink,  or  whatsoerer  ye  do,  do  all  to  t1i« 
glory  of  God.  "—1  Corinthians  x,  SI, 

TTTHEN  the  apostle,  in  this  text,  sets  forth  the  idea 

V  V      that  so  common  an  act  on  as  the  taking  of  food  and 

^k  is  to  be  conducted  to  th"  glory  of  God,  he  proclaims 

tte  importance  of  religion  in  th  j  ordinary  affairs  of  our  life, 

^  all  ages  of  the  world  there  has  been  a  tendency  to  set 

^Part  certain  days,  places,  and  occasions  for  worship,  and  to 

think  those  were  the  chief  realms  in  which  religion  was  to 

^t.   Now,  holy  days  and  holy  places  have  their  importance. 

Thej  give  opportunity  for  especial  performance  of  Christian 

^%,  and  for  regaling  of   the  religious  appetite ;  but  they 

cannot  take  the  place  of  continuous  exercise  of  faith  and 

pi'ajer.    In  other  words :   a  man  cannot  be  so  much  of  a 

(christian  on  Sunday,  that  he  can  afford  to  be  a  worldling  all 

tie  rest  of  the  week.    If  a  steamer  put  out  for  Southampton, 

and  go  one  day  in  that  direction  and  the  other  six  days  go  in 

other  directions,  how  long  will  it  take  the  steamer  to  get  to 

Southampton  P    It  will  never  get  there.    And  though  a  man 

may  seem  to  be  voyaging  heavenward    during   the  holy 

Sabbath  day,  if,  during  the  following  six  days  of  the  week, 

he  is  going  towards  the  world,  and  towards  the  flesh,  and 

towards  the  devil,  he  will  never  ride  up  into  the  peaceful 

harbour  of  heaven.    You  cannot  eat  so  much  at  the  Sabbath 

banquet  that  you  can  afford  religious  abstinence  the  other 

six  days.     Heroism  and  princely  behaviour  on  great  occasions 

are  no  apology  for  lack  of  right  demeanour  in  circumstances 

insignificant  and  inconspicuous.    The  genuine  Christian  life 

is  not  spasmodic ;  does  not  go  by  fits  and  starts.     It  toils  on 

through  heat  and  cold,  up   steep    mountains  and    along 

dangerous  declivities,  its  eye  on  the  everlasting  hills  crowned 

with  the  castles  of  the  blessed ! 
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I  propose,  this  mornings  to  make  a  plea  in  behalf  of  what 
I  shall  call  "  every-day  religion." 

In  the  first  place,  we  want  to  bring  the  religion  of  Christ^ 
into  our  every-day  conversation.    When  a  dam  breaks,  and- 
two  or  three  villages  in  Massachusetts  are  overwhelmed,  oir^ 
an  earthquake  in  South  America  swallows  down  a  whol^ 
dtj,  then  people  begin  to  talk  about  the  uncertainty  of  life^ 
and  they  imagine  that  they  are  engaged  in  positively  religi^ 
ous  conversation.    No.    You  may  talk  about  these  thingai 
and  have  no  grace  of  God  at  all  in  your  heart.    We  ough^ 
every  day  to  be  talking  religion.     If  there  is  anything  gla^3 
about  it,  anything  beautiful  about  it,  anything  important 
about  it,  we  ought  to  be  continuously  speaking  about  it. 
have  noticed  that  men,  just  in  proportion  as  their  Christi 
experience  is  shallow,  talk  about  f  anerals,  and  grave-yard^av 
and  tombstones,  and  death-beds.    The  real,  genuine  Christ 
tian  man  talks  chiefly  about  this  life,  and  the  great  etemib>3^ 
beyond,  and  not  so  much  about  the  insignificant  pass  betwe^:zi 
these  two  residences.    And  yet  how  few  circles  there  2jr^ 
where  the  religion  of  Jesus  Christ  is  welcome.    GK>  into    » 
circle,  even  of  Christian  people,  where  they  are  full  of  jay 
and  hilarity,  and  talk  about  Christ  or  heaven,  and  every- 
thing is  immediately  silenced.    As  on  a  summer'day,  when 
the  forests  are  full  of  life,  chatter,  and  chirrup,  and  carol — a 
mighty    chorus    of    bird-harmony,    every   tree  branch  an 
orchestra — ^if  a  hawk  appear  in  the  sky  every  voice  stops  and 
the  forests  are  still ;  just  so  I  have  seen  a  lively,  reli^ons 
circle  silenced  on  the  appearance  of  anything  like  religions 
conversation. 

NO   ONE   HAD    ANYTHINa  TO   SAT, 

save,  perhaps,  some  old  patriarch  in  the  comer  of  the  room, 
who  really  thinks  that  something  ought  to  be  said,  under 
the  circumstances ;  so  he  puts  one  foot  over  the  other,  and 
heaves  a  long  sigh,  and  says :  '^0  yes,  that's  so ;  that's  so!" 
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Mj  friends,  the  religion  of  Jeans  Christ  is  somethiDg  to 

talk  about  with  a  glad  heart.  It  is  brighter  than  the  waters ; 

it  is  more  cheerf  ol  than  the  sunshine.     Do  not  go  around 

about,  groaning  about  that  religion,  when  jou  ought  to  be 

^ging  it  or  talking  it  in  cheerful  tones  of  Toice.     How  often 

It  18  that  we  find  men  whose  liyes  are  utterly  inconsistent^ 

^bo  attempt  to  talk  religion  and  always  make  a  failure  of  it. 

^J  friends,  we  must  live  religion  or  we  cannot  talk  it.     If  a 

'i^  is  cranky,  and  cross,  and  uncongenial,  and  hard  in  his 

^^alings,  and  then  begins  to  talk  about  Christ  and  heaven, 

everybody  is  repelled  by  it.     Yet  I  have  sometimes  heard 

*ucb  men  say,  in  whining  tones  :  "  We  are  miserable  sinners. 

"*^e  Lord  bless  you ;  the  Lord  have  mercy  on  you  ; " — their 

^^Tersation  interlarded  with  such  expressions,  which  mean 

Nothing  but  canting;    and  canting  is  the  worst  form  of 

'^^^pocrisy.    If  we  have  really  felt  the  religion  of  Christ  in 

^^  hearts,  let  us  talk  it,  and  talk  it  with  an  illuminated 

'^mitenance,  remembering  that  when  two  Christian  people 

^k,  God  gives  special  attention,  and  writes  down  what  they 

^y.    "  Then  they  that  feared  the  Lord  spake  often  one  to 

Mother ;   and  the  Lord  hearkened  and  heard  it,  and  a  book 

^f  remembrance  was  written.''  (Mai.  iii.  16). 

Again,  I  remark :  we  must  bring  the  religion  of  Christ  into 
'Our  every-day  employments.  "  Oh,"  you  say,  "  that  is  very 
well  if  a  man  handle  large  sums  of  money,  or  if  he  has  an 
extensive  traffic ;  it  is  very  well  for  this  importer  of  silks, 
lor  the  bankers  and  shippers,  for  the  !Eothschilds  and  the 
Barings ;  but  in  my  thread  and  needle  store,  in  my  trimming 
establishment,  in  the  humble  work  in  life  that  I  am  called 
to,  the  sphere  is  too  small  for  the  action  of  such  grand, 
heavenly  principles."  Who  told  you  so?  Do  you  know 
that  God  watches  the  faded  leaf  on  the  brook's  surface  as 
-certainly  as  He  does  the  path  of  a  blazing  sun  ?  And  the 
moss  that  creeps  up  the  side  of  ihe  rock  makes  as  much  im- 
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prossion  upon  God's  mind  as  the  waving  tops  of  Oregon  piu/^ 
and  Lebanon  cedar;  and  the  alder,  crackling  under  the  cowV 
hoof,  sounds  as  loud  in  God's  ear  as  the  snap  of  a  world'& 
conflagration.  "When  you  have  anything  to  do  in  life,  how- 
ever humble  it  may  seem  to  be,  God  is  always  there  to  help 
you  to  do  it.  If  your  work  is  that  of  a  fisherman,  then  God 
will  help  you  as  He  helped  Simon  when  he  dragged  Genne- 
saret.  If  your  work  is  drawing  water,  then  He  will  help  you 
as  when  He  talked  at  the  well-curb  to  the  Samaritan  woman. 
If  you  are  engaged  in  the  Custom  House,  He  will  lead  joxx 
as  He  led  Matthew  sitting  at  the  receipt  of  customs.  A 
religion  that  is  not  good  in  07ie  place,  is  not  worth  anything 
in  another  place.  The  man  who  has  only  a  day's  wages  io 
his  pocket,  as  certainly  needs  the  guidance  of  religion,  as  he 
who  rattles  the  keys  of  a  bank  and  could  abscond  with  a^ 
hundred  thousand  hard  dollars. 

There  are  those  prominent  in  the  churches,  who  seem  to 
be,  on  public  occasions,  very  devout,  who  do  not  put  the 
principles  of  Christ's  religion  into  practice.  They  are  the 
most  inexorable  of  creditors.  They  are  the  most  grasping 
of  dealers.  They  are  known  as  clever  men  of  business.  They 
fleece  every  sheep  they  can  catch.  A  country  merchant  comes^ 
in  to  buy  Spring  or  Fall  goods,  and  he  gets  into  the  store  of 
one  of  these  professed  Christian  men,  who  have  really  no 
grace  in  their  hearts,  and  he  is  completely  taken  in.  He  i» 
so  overcome,  that  he  cannot  get  out  of  town  during  the  week. 
He  stays  in  town  over  Sunday,  goes  into  some  church  to  get 
Christian  consolation,  when  what  is  his  amazement  to  find 
that  the  very  man  who  hands  him  the  poor-box  in  the 
church,  is  the  one  who  relieved  him  of  his  money.  But^ 
never  mind ; 

THE  DEACON  HAS  HIS  BLACK  COAT  ON 

now.     He  looks  solemn,  and  goes  home  talking  about  "  tha 


BVEBY-DAT  BELIOION.  137 

rmon."    If  the  wheat  in  the  churches  should  be 
hopper,  the  first  turn  of  the  crank  would  make  I 

Ij,  I  tell  you.     Some  of  these  men  are  great  stick-  jj 

)spel  preaching.  They  say :  "  You  stand  there  in 
I  surplice,  and  preach,  preach  like  an  angel,  and 
nd  out  here  and  attend  to  business.  Don't  mix 
)on't  get  business  and  religion  in  the  same  bucket.  ]  j. 

id  to  your  matters  and  we  will  attend  to  ours.*'  ],,  • 

ot  know  that  God  sees  every  cheat  they  have  prac- 
e  last  six  years  ;  that  he  can  look  through  the  iron 
lir  fire-proof  safe  ;  that  he  has  counted  every  dis- 
enback  they  have  in  their  pocket,  and  that  a  day 
nt  will  come.  These  inconsistent*  Christian  men 
the  Sabbath-night  in  the  house  of  God,  singing, 
30  of  the  service :  "  Rock  of  Ages  Cleft  for  Me," 
when  the  benediction  is  pronounced,  shut  the  pew 
say  as  they  go  out :  "  Good  bye,  religion ;  I'll  be 
Sunday." 

that  the  Church  of  God  and  the  Sabbath  are  only 
y  where  we  are  to  get  weapons.  When  war  comes, 
wants  to  fight  for  his  country  he  does  not  go  to 
pringfield  to  do  battling,  but  he  goes  there  for 
d  muskets.  I  look  upon  the  Church  of  Christ  and 
bh  day  as  only  the  place  where  we  are  to  get  armed 
ian  conflict,  but  the  battle-field  is  on  Monday, 
Wednesday,  Thursday,  Friday,  and  Saturday, 
tin's,"  and  "Lenox,"  and  "  Old  Hundred"  do  not 
anything  unless  they  sing  all  the  week.  A  sermon 
unless  we  can  take  it  with  us  behind  the  plough 
ounter.  The  Sabbath  day  is  worthless  if  it  last 
by-four  hours. 

,re  many  Christians  who  say  :  "  We  are  willing  to 
,  but  we  do  not  want  to  do  it  in  these  spheres  about 
are  talking — it  seems  so  insipid  and  monotonous. 
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If  we  had  some  great  occasion,  if  we  liad  lived  in  the  time 
Luther,  if  we  had  been  Paul's  travelling  companion,  if 
conld  serve  God  on  a  great  scale,  we  would  do  it ;  but 
can*t  in  this  everj-day  life."    I  admit  that  a  great  deal 
the  romance  and  knight-errantry  of  life  has  disappe 
before  the  advance  of  this  practical  age.  The  ancient  tempi 
of  Eouen  have  been  changed  into  storehouses  and  smithi 
The  residences  of  poets  and  princes  have  been  turned  i 


brokers'  shops.    The  classic  mansion  of  Ashland  has  be 
cut  up  into  walking-sticks.    The  groves  where  the  poets 
the  gods  dwelt  have  been  carted  out  for  firewood, 
muses  that  we  used  to  read  about  have  disappeared  befc^x'e 
the  emigrant's  axe  and  t]^e  trapper's  gun,  and  a  Yermonf^^r 
can  go  over  the  Alleghany  and  Eocky  Mountains  and  never 
see  an  oread  or  a  sylph ;  and  that  man  who  id  waiting  for  a 
life  betwitched  of  wonders  will  never  find  it.     There  is,  how- 
.  ever,  a  field  for  endurance  and  great  achievement ;  but  it  is 
in  every-day  life.    There  are  Alps  to  scale,  there  are  Helles- 
ponts  to  swim,  there  are  fires  to  brave;  but  they  are  all 
around  us  now.    This  is  the  hardest  kind  of  martyrdom  to 
bear.    It  took  grace  to  lead  Latimer  and  Bidley  through  the 
fire  triumphantly  when  their  armed  enemies  and  their  friends 
were  looking  on ;  but 

IT  BEQUIBES  MOBE  GBAOE  NOW 

to  bring  men  through  persecution  when  nobody  is  looking  on. 
I  could  show  you  in  this  city  a  woman  who  has  had  rheu* 
matism  for  twenty  years,  who  has  endured  more  suffering 
and  exhausted  more  grace  than  would  have  made  twenty 
martyrs  pass  triumphantly  through  the  fire.  If  you  are  not 
faithful  in  an  insignificant  position  in  life,  you  woxdd  not  be 
faithful  in  a  grand  mission.  If  you  cannot  stand  the  bite  of 
a  midge,  how  could  you  endure  the  breath  of  a  basilisk  P 
Do  not  think  that  any  work  God  gives  you  to  do  in  the 
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Lb  on  too  small  a  scale  for  yon  to  do.  The  whole 
;e  is  not  ashamed  to  take  care  of  one  little  daisy.  I 
What  are  you  doing  down  here  in  the  grass,  yon  poor 
aisyP  Are  you  not  afraid  at  night?  You  will  be 
ed,  you  will  die  of  thirst,  you  will  not  be  fed.  Poor 
aisy !  *'  "  No,**  says  a  star,  "  I'll  watch  over  it  to- 
"No,"  says  a  cloud,  "I'll  give  it  drink."  "  No," 
e  sun,  "  I'll  warm  it  in  my  bosom."     Then  I  see  the 

going,  and  the  clouds  are  drawing  water,  and  I  say : 
.  are  you  doing  there,  O  clouds  ?  "  And  they  reply : 
re  giving  drink  to  that  daisy."  Then  the  wind  rises, 
nes  bending  down  the  wheat  and  sounding  its  psalm 
1  the  forest,  and  I  cry :  "  Whither  away  on  such  swift 
>  wind  ?  "  And  it  replies :  "  We  are  going  to  cool  the 
f  that  daisy."  And  then  I  bow  down  and  say :  "  Will 
le  care  of  the  grass  of  the  field  P  "  And  a  flower  at 
't  responds :  "  Yes ;  He  clothes  the  lilies  of  the  field, 
rer  yet  has  forgotten  me,  a  poor  little  daisy."  Oh ! 
!  see  the  great  heavens  bending  themselves  to  what 
insignificant  ministration,  when  I  find  out  that  God 
t  forget  any  blossom  of  the  spring  or  any  snowflake 
pmiter,  I  come  to  the  conclusion  that  we  can  afford  to 
bo  the  minute  things  in  life,  and  that  what  we  do  we 
to  do  well,  since  there  is  as  much  perfection  in  the 
ction  of  a  spider's  eye  as  in  the  conformation   of 

galaxies.  Plato  had  a  fable  which  I  have  now  nearly 
m,  but  it  ran  something  like  this :  He  said  spirits  of 
yr  world  came  back  to  this  world  to  find  a  body  and 
phere  of  work.  One  spirit  came  and  took  the  body 
ig  and  did  his  work.  Another  spirit  came  and  took 
y  of  a  poet  and  did  his  work.  After  a  while  Ulysses 
ad  he  said :  "  Why,  all  the  fine  bodies  are  taken,  and 
jrand  work  is  taken.  There  is  nothing  left  for  me." 
ae  one  replied :  **  Ah !  the  best  one  has  been  left  for 


■I 
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you."  Ulysses  said :  "  What's  that  ?  "  And  the  reply  was  r 
''The  body  of  a  common  man,  doing  a  common  work,  and 
for  a  common  reward."  A  good  fable  for  the  world,  and 
just  as  good  a  fable  for  the  Church.  Whether  we  eat 
or  drink,  or  whatsoever  we  do,  let  us  do  it  to  the  glory  of 
God. 

Again,  we  need  to  bring  the  religion  of  Christ  into  our 
every-day  trials.      For  severe  losses,  for  bereavement,  for 
trouble  that  shocks  like  an  earthquake  and  that  blasts  like 
a  storm,  we  prescribe  religious  consolation ;  but,  business 
man,  for  the  small  annoyances  of  last  week,  how  mucli  of 
the  grace  of  God  did  you  apply  ?     "  Oh !  "  you  say :  "  these 
trials  are  too  small  for  such  application."     My  brother,  they 
are  shaping  your  character,  they  are  souring  your  temper, 
they  are  wearing  out  your  patience,  and  they  are  making 
you  less  and  less  of  a  man.     I  go  into  a  sculptor's  studio, 
and  see  him  shaping  a  statue.    He  has  a  chisel  in  one  hand 
and  a  mallet  in  the  other,  and  he  gives  a  very  gentle  stroke 
— dick,  click,  click !   I  say:  "Why  don't  you  strike  harder?" 
"Oh!"  he  replies,  "that  would  shatter  the  statue.    I  caJi'* 
do  it  that  way  ;  I  must  do  it  this  way."     So  he  works  on, 
and  after  a  while  the  features  come  out,  and  everybody  that 
enters  the  studio  is  charmed  and  fascinated.    Well,  God  has 
your  soul  under  process  of  development,  and  it  is  the  Httle 
annoyances  and  vexations  of  life  that  are  chiselling  out  your 
immortal  nature.     It  is  click,  click,  click.     I  wonder  why 
some  great  Providence  does  not  come  and  with  one  stroke 
prepare  you  for  heaven.    Ah !  no.    God  says  that  is  not  the 
way.    And  so  He  keeps  on  by  strokes  of  little  annoyances, 
little  sorrows,  little  vexations,  until  at  last  you  shall  be  a 
glad  spectacle  for  angels  and  for  men.     You  know  that  a 
large  fortune  may  be  spent  in  small  change,  and  a  vast 
amount  of  moral  character  may  go  away  in  small  depletioxL 
It  is 
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THE   LITTLE   TBOUBLES   OF   LIFE 

3  haying  more  effect  upon  you  than  great  ones.    A 
of  locusts  will  Idll  a  grain-field  sooner  than  the  incor- 

three  or  four  cattle.  You  say :  "  Since  I  lost  my 
ince  I  lost  my  property,  I  have  been  a  different  man." 
I  do  not  recognise  the  architecture  of  little  annoy- 
bat  are  hewing,  digging,  cutting,  shaping,  splitting, 
^ijoining  you^  moral  qualities.  Sats  may  sink  a 
)ne  lucifer  match  may  send  destruction  through  a 
'  store-houses.  Catherine  de  Medicis  got  her  death 
nelling  a  poisonous  rose.  Columbus,  by  stopping 
Lng  for  a  piece  of  bread  and  a  drink  of  water  at  a 
lan  convent,  was  led  to  the  discovery  of  a  new  world, 
ere  is  an  intimate  connection  between  trifles  and 
[ties,  between  nothings  and  everythings. 
be  careful  to  let  none  of  those  annoyances  go  through 
il  unarraigned.  Compel  them  to  administer  to  your 
I  wealth.  The  scratch  of  a  sixpenny  nail  sometimes  pro- 
ck-jaw,  and  the  clip  of  a  most  infinitesimal  annoyance 
nage  you  for  ever.  Do  not  let  any  annoyance  or  per- 
3ome  across  your  soul  without  its  making  you  better. 
iTational  Government  does  not  think  it  belittling  to 
kX  on  pins,  and  a  tax  on  buckles,  and  a  tax  on  shoes, 
ividual  taxes  do  not  amount  to  much,  but  in  the 
te  to  millions  and  millions  of  dollars.  And  I  would 
»u,  oh  Christian  man,  put  a  high  tariff  on  every 
ce  and  vexation  that  comes  through  your  soul.  This 
Lot  amount  to  much,  in  single  cases,  but  in  the 
te  it  would  be  a  great  revenue  of  spiritual  strength 
sfaction.  A  bee  can  suck  honey  even  out  of  a  nettle, 
3U  have  the  grace  of  G-od  in  your  heart,  you  can  get 
ts  out  of  that  which  would  otherwise  irritate  and 

A  returned  missionary  told  me  that  a  company  of 
rers  rowing  up  the  Granges  were  stung  to  death  by 
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flics  that  infest  that  region  at  certain  seasons :  I  have  seen 
the  earth  strewn  with  the  carcasses  of  men  slain  hj  insect 
aDnojances.  The  only  way  to  get  prepared  for  the  great 
troubles  of  life  is  to  conquer  these  small  troubles.  What 
would  you  say  of  a  soldier  who  refused  to  load  his  gtin  or  to 
go  into  the  conflict  because  it  was  only  a  skirmish,  sajing: 
"  I  am  not  going  to  expend  my  ammunition  on  a  skirmish'- 
wait  until  there  comes  a  general  engagement,  and  then  you 
will  see  how  courageous  I  am,  and  what  battling  I  will  do/' 
The  general  would  say  to  such  a  man:  "  If  you  are  not  faith- 
ful in  a  skirmish,  you  would  be  nothing  in  a  general  engage- 
ment.** And  I  have  to  tell  you,  oh  Christian  men,  if  yon 
cannot  apply  the  principles  of  Christ's  religion  on  a  small 
scale,  you  will  never  be  able  to  apply  them  on  a  large  scale. 
If  jou  cannot  successfully  conteiui  against  these  small 
sorrows  that  come  down  single-handed,  what  will  you  do 
when  the  greater  disasters  of  life  come  with  thundering 
artillery,  rolling  over  your  soul  ? 

Again  we  must  bring  the  religion  of  Christ  into  our  every- 
day blessings.  When  the  autunm  comes  and  the  harvests 
are  m,  and  the  governors  make  proclamation,  we  assemble 
in  churches  and  we  are  very  thankful.  But  every  day  ought 
to  be  a  thanksgiving  day.  We  do  not  recognize  the  common 
mercies  of  life.  We  have  to  see  a  blind  man  led  by  his  dog, 
before  we  begin  to  bethink  ourselves  of  what  a  grand  thing 
it  is  to  have  eyesight.  We  have  to  see  some  one  afflicted 
with  St.  Vitus'  dance,  before  we  are  ready  to  thank  God  for 
the  control  of  our  physical  energies.  We  have  to  see  some 
wounded  man  hobbling  on  his  crutch,  or  with  his  empty  coat 
sleeve  pinned  up,  before  we  leam  to  think 

WHAT  A   GBAND   THINO   GOD   DID   FOB  US 

when  He  gave  us  healthy  use  of  our  limbs.     We  are  so 
stupid  that  nothing  but  the  misfortunes  of  others  can  rouse 
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our  blessings.  As  the  ox  grazes  in  the  pastore,  up 
fee  in  clover,  yet  never  tliinking  who  makes  the 
id  as  the  bird  picks  up  the  worm  from  the  farrow, 
ing  that  it  is  God  who  makes  everything  from  the 
^>(B  in  the  sod  to  the  seraph  on  the  throne — so  we 
ing,  drinking,  and  enjoying,  but  never  thanking,  or 
hanking ;  or,  if  thanking  at  all,  with  only  half  a 

compared  our  indifference  to  the  brute ;  but  per- 
"onged  the  brute.  I  do  not  know  but  that  among 
instincts  it  may  have  an  instinct  by  which  it  recog- 
Divine  hand  that  feeds  it.    I  do  not  know  but  that  til; 

!»hrough  it,  holding  communication  with  what  wo 
ational  creation."  The  cow  that  stands  at  this 
ler  the  willow  by  the  water  course,  chewing  its  cud, 
r  thankful;   and  who  can  tell  how  much  a  bird 

its  song  ?  The  aroma  of  the  flowers  smells  like 
nd  mist  arising  from  the  river  looks  like  the  smoke 
ning  sacrifice.    Oh,  that  we  were  as  responsive !  Ji! 

thanks  God  for  the  water  that  gushes  up  the  well  j' 

foams  in  the  cascade,  and  that  laughs  over  the 
d  that  patters  in  the  shower,  and  that  claps  its 
the  sea  ?    Who  thanks  G^  for  the  air,  the  f oun- 
ce,  the  bridge  of  sunbeams,  the  path  of  sound,  the 
on  a  hot  summer's  day.     Who  thanks  God  for  this  >  jlBi 

1  physical  organism — ^this  sweep  of  the  vision,  this  ''" 

harmony  struck  into  the  ear,  this  soft  tread  of  a 
slights  over  the  nervous  tissue,  this  rolling  of  the 
ide  through  artery  and  vein,  this  drumming  of  the 

our  march  to  immortality.  We  take  all  these 
I  a  matter  of  course.    But  suppose  God  should 

these  common  blessings?  Your  body  would 
ji  inquisition  of  torture,  the  cloud  would  refuse 
Y  green  thing  would  crumple  up,  and  the  earth  would 
n  under  your  feet.    The  air  would  cease  its  health- 
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ful  circulation,  pestilence  would  swoop,  and  every  house 
would  become  a  place  of  skulls.  Streams  would  first  swim 
with  vermin  and  then  dry  up  ;  and  thirst,  and  hunger,  and 
anguish,  and  despair  would  lift  their  sceptres.  Oh,  comparo 
such  a  life  as  that  with  the  life  you  live  to-day,  and  the  life 
that  you  lived  this  morning  with  your  families  about  you! 
Is  it  not  time  that  with  every  word  of  our  lips  and  witli 
every  action  of  our  life,  we  began  to  acknowledge  these  every- 
day mercies  ?  Whether  ye  eat  or  drink,  or  whatsoever  ye 
do,  do  all  to  the  glory  of  God."  Do  I  address  a  man  or  a 
woman  this  morning,  who  has  not  rendered  to  God  one 
single  offering  of  thanks  ? 

I  was  preaching  one  Thanksgiving  Day,  and  announced 
my  text:  "Oh  give  thanks  unto  the  Lord,  for  He  is  good, 
for  His  mercy  endureth  for  ever.*'  I  do  not  know  whether 
there  was  any  blessing  on  the  sermon  or  not ;  but  the  text 
went  straight  to  a  young  man's  heart  who  sits  in  this 
assembly  to-day.  He  said  to  himself  as  I  read  the  text 
"  Oh  give  thanks  unto  the  Lord  for  he  is  good,"  "  Why,  I 
have  never  rendered  Him  any  thanks.  Oh  what  an  ingrate 
I  have  been."  Can  it  be,  my  brother,  that  you  have  becsa 
fed  by  the  good  hand  of  God  all  these  days,  that  you  have 
had  clothing,  and  shelter,  and^Jall  beneficent  surroundings, 
and  yet  have  never  offered  your  heart  to  God.  Oh,  let  a 
sense  of  the  Divine  goodness  shown  you  in  the  every-day 
blessings  melt  your  heart,  and  if  you  have  never  before 
uttered  one  earnest  note  of  thanksgiving,  let  this  be  the  day 
which  shall  hear  your  song.  What  I  say  to  one,  I  say  to  all 
of  this  audience.  Take  this  practical  religion  I  have  recom- 
mended into  your  every-day  life. 

MAKE   EVERY   DAY  A   SABBATH, 

3Jid  every  meal  a  sacrament,  and  every  room  you  enter  a 
Holy  of  Holies,     We  all  have  work  to  do,  let  us  be  willing 
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this  that  Cometh  from  £dom,  with  dyed  garments  from 
a  that  is  glorious  in  his  apparel  travelling  in  the  greatness  of 
I." — Isaum  Ixiii.  1. 
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We  all  liave  sorrows  to  bear,  let  us  cheerfullj  .     \ 

..  We  all  have  battles  to  fight,  let  us  courageouslj 
1.  If  you  want  to  die  right,  you  must  live  right, 
e  and  indolence  will  win  the  hiss  of  ererlasting 
le  faithfulness  will  gather  its  garlands,  and  wave 
!,  and  sit  upon  its  throne,  long  after  this  earth  has  'i 

les,  and  eternal  ages  have  begun  their  march.  You  ! 

0-day  and  attend  to  your  little  sphere  of  duties.  I  •< 

me  and  attend  to  my  little  sphere  of  duties.  Every 
own  place.    So  our  every  step  in  life  shall  bo  a 

march,  and  the  humblest  foot-stool  on  which  we 
to  sit  will  be  a  conqueror's  throne. 
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!  and  Bozrah  having  been  the  scene  of  fierce 
;tle,  when  those  words  are  used  here  or  in  any 
J  of  the  Bible,  they  are  figures  of  speech  setting 
es  of  severe  conflict.  As  now  we  often  use  the 
erloo  to  describe  a  decisive  contest  of  any  kind,  fl» 
Bozrah  and  Edom  in  this  text  are  figures  of  speeck  |(| 

e  of  a  scene  of  great  slaughter.  Whatever  else 
et  may  have  meant  to  describe,  he  most  certainly  f 

depict  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  saying:  "Who  is  \ 

Cometh  from  Edom,  with  dyed  garments  froiA 
ravelling  in  the  greatness  of  his  strength  P  " 
i  general  is  about  to  go  out  to  the  wars,  a  flag  and 
are  publicly  presented  to  him,  and  the  maidens 
rers,  and  the  young  men  load  the  cannon,  and  the 
ts  amid  a  huzzah  that  drowns  the  thunder  of  the 
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wheels  and  the  shriek  of  the  whistle.    But  all  this  will  givo 
no  idea  of  the  excitement  that  there  must  have  been  in 
heaven  when  Christ  started  out  on  the  campaign  of  i^^ 
world's  conquest.    If  they  could  have  foreseen  the  siege  tbfl^ 
would  be  laid  to  Him,  and  the  maltreatment   He  would 
suffer,  and  the  burdens  He  would  have  to  carry,  and  the 
battles  He  would  have  to  fight,  I  think  there  would  ba^e 
been  a  million  volunteers  in  heaven  who  would  have  insisted 
on  coming  along  with  Him ;  but  no,  thej  onlj  accompanied 
Him  to  the  gate,  their  last  shout  heard  dear  down  to  the 
earth,  the  space  between  the  two  woiids  bridged  with  a  great 
hosanna.    You  know  there  is  a  wide  difference  between  * 
man's  going  off  to  battle  and  coming  back  again*    When  be 
goes  off,  it  is  with  epaulettes  untangled,  with  banner  nn- 
specked,  with  horses  sleek  and  shining  from  the  groouL   AH 
that  there  is  of  struggle  and  pain  is  to  come  yet.    So  it 
was  with  Christ.    He  had  not  yet  fought  a  battle.    He  was 
starting  out,  and  though  this  world  did  not  give  B3m  a 
warm-hearted  greeting,  there  was  a  gentle    mother,  who 
f  oldedHim  in  her  arms ;  and  ababe  finds  no  difference  between 
a  stable  and  a  palace — ^between  courtiers  and  camel-drivenu 
As  Jesus  stepped  on  the  stage  of  this  world,  it  was  anud 
angelic  shouts  in  the  galleries  and  amid  the  kindest  matenial 
ministrations.    But  soon  hostile  forces  began  to  gather. 
They  deployed  from  the  Sanhedrinu    They  were  detailed 
from  the  standing  army.    They  came  out  from  the  Cesarean 
eastles.    The  vagabonds  in  the  street  joined  the  gentlemen 
of  the  mansion.    Spirits  rode  up  from  hell,  and  in  long 
array  there  came  a  force  together  that  threatened  to  put  to 
rout  this  newly-arrived  One  from  heaven.    Jesus  now  seeing 
the   battle    gathering,  lifted  His  own  standard;  but  who 
gathered  about  it  P    How  feeble  the  recruits.    A  few  shore- 
men, ablind  beggar,  a  woman  with  an  alabaster  box,  another 
w(onmn  with  two  mites,  and  a  group  of  friendless,  money- 
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ipM  1es9y  and  positionless  people  caiDe  to  His  standard.    What 

nil  iimce  was  there  for  Him  ?    Nazareth  against  Him.    Beth^ 

tfal  ^(liiem  against  Him.    daperaaum  against  Him.    Jerusalem 

T^l  ^^gainst  Him.    Galilee  against  Him.    The  courts    against 

^1  ^&L   The  army  against  Him*    The  throne  against  Him. 

iol  The  world  against  Sim.    AU  liell  against  Him.    No  wonder 
t%  asked  Him  to  surrender.    But 

HE  COUIrD   HOT    6UBBBKDEB. 

Be  could  not  apologke.  He  <K)ukl  not  take  any  back  steps, 
fie  had  come  to  strike  for  the  deliyeranoe  of  an  enslaved 
'^  and  He  must  do  the  work.    Then  they  sent  out  their 
pietets  to  watch  Him.    They  saw  in  what  house  He  went, 
^d  when  He  came  out.    They  watched  what  He  ate  and 
^ho  with ;  what  He  drank  and  how  much.    They  did  not 
^ttiB  to  make  their  final  assault,  for  they  knew  not  but  that 
helmd  Him  there  might  be  a  reinforcement  that  was  not 
<ee&.    But  at  last  the  battle  came.    It  was  to  be  more  fierce 
tiian  Boerah,  more  bloody  than  G^ettysburgh,  involying  more 
than  Austerlitz,  more  combatants  employed  than  at  Chalons, 
%  ghastlier  conflict  than  aJl  the  battles  of  earth  put  together, 
though  Sdmnnd  Burke's  estimate  of   thirty-five  thousand 
imllions  of  the  slain  be  accurate.    The  day  was  Friday.  The 
hour  was  between  twelve  and  three  o'clock.    The  field  was 
a  alight  hillock  nortb-west  oi  Jerusalem.    The  force  engaged 
^  fvere  flaxth  and  hell  joined  as  allies  on  one  side,  and  heaven, 
repreaeDted.  by  a  solitaxy  inhabitant,  on  the  other.    The 
iKMir  came.    Oh  I  what  a  time  it  was  !    I  think  that  that 
4ij  tlie  universe  looked  on.    The  spirits   that  could  be 
spared  from  the  heavenly  temple,  and  could  get  conveyance 
of  wing  (wrjsharigt,  came  down  from  above^  and  spirits  get- 
dag  forlough  {r(HHt  fuznaces  beneath  came  up ;  and  they  lis- 
tened, and  they  looked^  and  they  watched.    Oh!  what  an 
nneyeft  bsttle !  Two  worlds  armed  on  one  side ;  an  unarmed 

l2 
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i2ian  on  the  other.     The  German  regiment  at  that  time  sta^ 
tioned  at  Jerusalem  began  the  attack.    They  knew  how  to 
fight,  for   they    belonged    to  the  most  thoroughly  drilled 
army  of  the  world.     With  spears  glittering  in  the  sun,  the^ 
charged  up  the  hill.     The  horses  prance  and  rear  amid  th.^ 
excitement  of  the  populace,  the  heels  of  the  riders  plunge  o 
in  the  flanks,  urging  them  on.     The  weapons  begin  to  tell  orm 
Christ.     See  how  faint  He  looks.     There,  the  blood  starta. 
and  there,  and  there,  and  there.     If  He  is  to  have  reinfor<d^ 
ments,  let  Him  call  them  up  now.     No ;  He  must  do  tl^i 
work  alone — alone.      He  is  dying.    Feel  yourself   of  f^aa 
wrist;  the    pulse    is    feebler.    Feel  under  the  arm;    tTa.^ 
warmth  is  less.    He  is  dying.    Aye,  they  pronounce  "H^tt 
dead.     And  just  at  that  moment  that  they  pronounced  Hiiri 
dead,  He  rallied,  and  from  His    wounds    He  unsheath.ed 
a  weapon  which  staggered  the  Eoman  legions  down  the  hill, 
and  hurled  the  Satanic  battalions  into  the  pit.    It  was  a 
weapon  of  love — ^infinite  love,  all-conquering  love.     Mightier 
than  javelin  or  spear,  it  triumphed  over  all.     Put  back,  ye 
armies  of  earth  and  hell !     The  tide  of  battle  turns.    Jesus 
hath  overcome.    Let  the  people  stand  apart  and  make  a 
line,  that  He  may  pass  down  from  Calvary  to  Jerusalem,  and 
thence  on  and  out  all  around  the  world.    The  battle  is 
fought.     The  victory  is  achieved.     The  triumphal  march  is 
begun.    Hark  !  to  the  hoofs  of  the  warrior's  steed,  and  the 
tramping  of  a  great  multitude,  for  He  has  many  friends 
now.    The  Hero  of  earth  and  heaven  advances.     Cheer! 
cheei !   "  Who  is  this  that  cometh  from  Edom,  with  dyed 
garments  from  Bozrah,  travelling  in  the  greatness  of  His 
strength?" 

We  behold  here  a  new  revelation  of  a  blessed  and  start- 
ling fact.  People  talk  of  Christ  as  though  He  were  going 
to  do  something  grand  for  us  after  awhile.  He  has  done 
it.    People  talk  as  though  ten  or  twenty  years  from  noW|  in 
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tie  closing  hours  of  our  life,  or  in  some  terrible  pass  of  life, 
«l^esas  will  help  us.     He  has  done  the  work  ah*eadj.    He  did 
it  eighteen  hundred  and  forty-one  years  ago.    You  might  as 
well  talk  of  Washington  as  though  he  were  going  to  achieve 
our  national  independence  in  1950,  as  to  speak  of  Christ  as 
though  He  were  going  to  achieve  our  salvation  in  the  future, 
fie  did  it  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  33,  eighteen  hundred  and 
forty-one  years  ago,  on  the  field  of  Bozrah,  the  captain  of 
our  salvation  fighting  unto  death  for  your  and  my  eman- 
cipation.   All  we  have  to  do  is  to  accept  that  fact  in  our 
*i€art  of  hearts,  and  we  are  free  for  this  world,  and  we  are 
f^ee  for  the  world  to  come.    But  lest  we  might  not  accept 
^^  Christ  comes  through  here  to-night,  "  travelling  in  the 
Sieatness  of  His  strength,"  not  to  tell  you  that  He  is  going 
^o  fight  for  you  some  battle  in  the  future,  but  to  tell  you 
*lat 

THE   BATTLE   IS   ALBEA.DY   FOUGHT, 

^d  the  victory  already  won. 

You  have  noticed  that  when  soldiers  come  home  from  the 
Vars,  they  carry  on  their  flags  the  names  of  the  battle-fields 
Vhere  they  were  distinguished.  The  Englishman  coming 
))ack  has  on  his  banner  Inkermann  and  Balaklava;  the 
IVenchman,  Jeda  and  Eylau ;  the  German,  Yersailles  and 
^dan.  And  Christ  has  on  the  banner  He  carries  as  con- 
queror the  names  of  ten  thousand  battle-fields  He  won  for 
you  and  for  me.  He  rides  past  all  our  homes  of  bereave- 
ment— ^by  the  door-bell  swathed  in  sorrow,  by  the  wardrobe 
black  with  woe,  by  the  dismantled  fortresses  of  our  strength. 
Come  out  and  greet  Him  to-night,  0  ye  people  !  See  the 
names  of  aU  the  battle-fields  on  His  flag.  Ye  who  are  poor, 
read  on  this  ensign  the  story  of  Chiist's  hard  crusts  and 
pillowless  head.  Ye  who  are  persecuted  read  here  of  the 
ruffians  who  chased  His  first  breath  to  His  last.  Mighty  to 
soothe  your  troubles,  mighty  to  tread    down    your  foes. 
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*'  traTelling  in  the  greatness  of  His  strength.'^  Though  Wb 
horse  be  brown  with  the  dost  of  the  mareh,  and  the  f et- 
lock  be  wet  with  the  carnage,  and  the  bit  be  red  with  the 
blood  of  your  spiritual  foes,  He  comes  up  to-night,  not  ex* 
hansted  from  the  battle,  bat  fresh  as  when  He  went  into  it — 
coming  up  from  Bozrah,.  ^'traTelling  in  the  greatness  of  Hb 
strength.'* 

You  know  that  when  Augustus,  and  Constantine,  and 
Trajan,  and  l^tus  came  back  from  the  wars,  what  a  time 
there  was.  You  know  they  came  on  horseback  or  in  ehariots,. 
and  there  were  trophies  before  and  there  were  captives^ 
behind,  and  there  were  people  shouting  on  all  sides,  ani 
there  were  garlands  flung  from  the  window,  and  orer  th& 
highway  a  triumphal  arch  was  sprung.  The  solid  masonrf 
to-day  at  Beneventum,  Bimini,  and  Eome  still  tell  their 
admiration  for  those  heroes.  And  shall  we  to-night  let  our 
Conqueror  go  by,  without  lifting  any  acclaim  ?  HaTC  we 
not  flowers  red  enough  to  depict  the  carnage,  white  enough 
to  celebrate  the  victory,  fragrant  enough  to  breathe  the  joy  f 
Those  men  of  whom  I  just  spoke  dragged  their  yictims  at^ 
the  chariot- wheels ;.  but  Christ,  our  Lord,  takes  those  who* 
once  were  captives  and  invites  them  into  His  chariot  to* 
ride,  while  He  puts  around  them  the  arm  of  His  strength, 
saying:  ''I have  loved  thee  with  an  everlasting  love,  aud 
the  waters  shall  not  drown  it,  and  the  fires  shall  not  burn  it^ 
and  eternity  shall  not  exhaust  it." 

If  this  be  true,  I  cannot  see  how  any  man  can  carry  his 
sorrows  a  gi*eat  while,  if  this  Conqueror  from  Bozrah  is 
going  to  beat  back  all  your  griefs,  why  not  trust  Him  P  A 
bigot,  on  the  battle-field,  said  to  a  dying  soldier :  "  Of  what 
persuasion  are  you?"  He  looked  up  and  said :  "  What  per- 
suasion ?  I  am  persuaded  that  neither  height,  nor  depth, 
nor  angels,  nor  principalities,  nor  powers,  nor  things  pre- 
Bent,  nor  things  to  come,  shall  separate  me  from  the  love  o£ 
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God,  in  Christ  Jesus  mj  Lord.''  Oh !  do  you  not  feel,  under 
tbis  Oospel  to-nighty  your  gnefa  &lling  back,  and  jour  tears 
drying  up,  as  jou  hear  the  tramp  of  a  thousand  illustrious 
promises  led  on  bj  the  Conqueror  from  Bozrah,  **  travelling, 
trayelling  in  the  greatness  of  His  strength." 

On  that  Friday  which  the  Episcopal  Church  rightly  cele- 
brates, calling  it  "  Gk>od  Friday,"  your  soul  and  mine  were 
contended  for.  On  that  day  Jesus  proved  Himself  mightier 
^  earth  and  hell,  and  when  the  lances  struck  Him  He 
gathered  them  up  into  a  sheaf,  as  a  reaper  gathers  the 
&^  and  He  stacked  them.  Mounting  the  horse  of  the 
Apocalypse, 

HE  nODB  DOWN  THSOrOH  THS   AGES, 

'^trarelling  in  the  greatness  of  His  strength."    On  that 
iiy  your  sin  and  mine  perished,  if  we  will  only  believe  it. 

There  may  be  some  one  in  the  house  who  may  say :  "  I 

don't  like  the  colour  of  this  conqueror's  garments.    You 

tell  me  that  his  garments  were  not  only  spattered  with  the 

blood  of  the  conflict,  but  also  that  they  were  soaked,  that 

they  were  saturated,  that  they  were  dyed  in  it."    I  admit 

it    You  say  you  do  not  like  that.    Then  I  quote  to  jou  two 

passages  of  Scripture:  Hebrews,  Ninth  and  Twenty- second : 

''Without  the  shedding  of  blood  there  is  no  remission." 

Leviticus,    Seventeenth  and    Eleventh:   ''In  the  blood  is 

the  atonement."    But  it  was  not  your  blood.    It  was  His 

own.    Not  only  enough  to  redden    His  garments  and  to 

redden  the  horse,  but  enough  to  wash  away  the  sins  of  the 

world.     Oh,  the  blood  on  His  brow,  the  blood  on  His  hands, 

the  blood  on  His  feet,  the  blood  on  His  side !    It  seems  as 

if  an  artery  must  have  been  cut : 

"  There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood 
Drawn  from  Emmanuers  veins, 
And  sinners  plunged  beneath  that  flood 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains." 


f  • 
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Some  of  our  modem  theologians  "who  want  to  give  God 
lessons  about  the  best  way  to  save  the  world,  tell  us  thej 
do  not  want  any  blood  in  their  redemption.  They  want  to 
take  the  horse  by  the  bit,  and-hurl  him  back  on  his  haunches, 
and  tell  this  rider  from  Bozrah  to  go  around  some  other 
way.  Look  out  lest  ye  fall  under  the  flying  hoofs  of  this 
horse  ;  lest  ye  go  down  imder  the  sword  of  this  Conqueror 
from  Bozrah.  What  meant  the  blood  of  the  pigeons  in  the 
old  dispensation ;  the  blood  of  the  bullock ;  the  blood  of  the 
heifer ;  the  blood  of  the  lamb  P  It  meant  to  prophecy  the 
deansing  blood,  the  pardoning  blood,  the  healing  blood  of 
this  Conqueror  who  comes  up  from  Bozrah,  to-night,  ^^  tra- 
velling in  the  greatness  of  His  strength."  No  interest  in 
that  blood  and  you  die.  It  was  shed  for  you  if  you  will 
accept  it ;  it  will  plead  trumpet-tongued  against  you  if  you 
refuse  it.  I  catch  a  handful  of  the  red  torrent  that  rushes 
out  from  the  heart  of  the  Lord,  and  I  throw  it  over  this 
audience,  hoping  that  one  drop  of  its  cleansing  power  may 
come  upon  your  soul.  Oh,  Jesus,  in  that  crimson  tide  wash 
my  poor  soul !  We  need  it !  We  die !  We  die  !  We  accept 
Thy  sacrifice !  Conqueror  of  Bozrah,  have  mercy  upon  us ! 
We  throw  our  garments  in  the  way !  We  fall  into  line ! 
Bide  on,  Jesus,  ride  on !  **  Travelling,  travelling  in  the 
greatness  of  Thy  strength." 

But  after  awhile  the  returning  Conqueror  will  reach  the 
gate,  and  all  the  armies  of  the  saved  will  be  with  Him.  I 
hope  you  will  be  there,  and  I  will  be  there.  As  we  go 
through  the  gate  and  around  about  the  throne  for  the 
review,  "  a  great  multitude  that  no  man  can  number  " — all 
heaven  can  tell  without  asking,  right  away,  which  one  is 
Jesus,  not  only  because  of  the  brightness  of  His  face,  but 
because  while  all  the  other  inhabitants  in  glory  are  robed  in 
white — saints  in  white,  cherubim  in  white,  seraphim  in 
white — His  robes  shall  be  scarlet,  even  the  dyed  garments  of 
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I.  catch  a  glimpse  of  that  triamphant  joy,  but  the 
118  and  shuts  so  quickly,  I  can  hear  only  half  a  sen- 
id  it  is  this :.  "  Unto  Him  who  hath  toashed  us  in  Hia  \  ' 


ii 
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DEOWNED  IN  THE  LAKE. 

'The  deep  that  concheth  beneath." — Deut,  xxxiii.  13. 

ZEBLAND  has  the  glaciers  of  Mont  Blanc  as  a 

wn  for  her  brow,  and  Lake  Geneva  for  an  emerald 

ght  hand.     On  the  Swiss  railway  we  are  told  that  we  ( 

»k  out  for  the  bridge  where,  as  he  emerges,  there 

dashes  upon  the  eye  of  the  traveller  one  of  the  most 
[nary  scenes  of  beauty  and  grandeur  in  all  Europe. 
Tinkling  of  an  eye  appears  Lausanne,  seated  on  her 
:  three  hills,  with  twenty-one  thousand  population ; 
KLral,  nine  hundred  years  old,  with  apsed  chapels 
antine  capitals;  her  museums,  distinguished  the 
er  for  the  finest  specimens  in  minerals,  and  animals, 
1-fish;  her  terraces  and  gardens  bewitching  with 
ad  luxuriance;  her  schools  which,  by  the  rarest 
lity  for  culture,  invite  the  youth  of  America  and  of 
orld ;  Lake  Geneva,  deep,  yet  the  clearest  of  waters, 
L  by  steamers,  crowded  with  passengers  from  all  [  ! 

d  jGushing-smacks  here  and  there  hauling  out  trout, 
,  and  perch,  and  salmon ;  and  sail-boats  going  out 
3  castles  on  the  beach  occupied  by  gentlemen  of 

This  sheet  of  water,  skirted  by  mountains.  Jura 
Alps,  some  green  with  verdure,  some  white  with  ij 

ne  cleft  with  streams,  crystaline  and  arrowy,  the 
)f  the  floods  emptying  into  this  great  bowl  of  the 
1.     On  the  banks  of  this  lake  Gibson,  Eousseau,  and  ||{ 

studied^  and  Byron  dramatized,  and  John  Kemble, 
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tlie  tragedian,  lies  boiiedy  and  Bothschild  built  his  mansion, 
and  ten  thouMuid  men  and  women,  far  better  than  anj  I 
have  mentioned,  have  gone  up  and  down,  adoring  the  €k>d 
who  lifted  the  hills  and  sank  this  great  inland  sea.  May  yon 
all  live  to  behold  the  Alps,  doad-turbaned,  looking  down 
into  the  mirror  of  beautifal  Geneva ! 

A  few  days  ago,  two  lads  of  our  own  dty,  and  much  of  the 
time  of  our  own  congregation,  pushed  out  from  Lausanne,  on 
those  exquisite  waters,  on  a  pleasure  excursion.  It  was  in  the 
leisure  of  school  hours.  A  sudden  storm  swept  oyer  the 
lake,  capsizing  that  boat,  or  there  was  a  defect  in  the  vessel, 
and  those  precious  lives  were  emptied  into  a  watery  grave. 
You  say  that  they  ought  not  to  have  gone  where  there  was 
danger.  I  reply,  where  will  you  go  and  find  no  danger. 
Tou  go  down  the  street,  a  scaffold  may  fall  on  you.  You  go 
to  the  park,  the  horses  may  become  unmanageable.  You 
take  the  train,  a  switch-man  may  turn  the  track  the  wrong 
way.  You  stay  at  home,  the  lightning  may  strike  through 
the  roof,  or  miasma  may  come  in  through  the  open  window. 
Dangers  stand  round  us  everywhere,  to  press  us  to  the  tomb. 

There  is  great  health  for  a  student  in  rowing  oar,  and 
great  exhilaration  in  the  spreading  of  the  sail ;  but  the  lake 
that  you  stroke  and  fondle,  thinking  it  harmless  and  asleep, 
sometimes  proves  treacherous  to  the  yacht,  and  springs  upon 
it  like  a  panther,  clutching  it  down  with  wrathful,  over- 
mastering strength.  So  that  Moses,  in  the  text,  graphicallj 
and  truthfully  describes  the  fatal  slyness  of  river,  and  lake, 
and  sea,  when  he  says :  "  The  deep  fJuxt  e&ucheth  heneaih.** 

The  particulars  of  that  sad  event  have  not  yet  come  to  us ; 
but  never,  through  the  coral  waves  of  the  Atlantic,  and  amid 
the  gardens  of  sea-weed,  and  along  by  the  hulks  of  the 
wrecked  shipping,  did  a  more  fearful  message  travel  the  sub- 
marine cable  than  that  which  came  last  week,  announcing 
that  John  and  James  Crane,  two  American  stud^its  at  Lau- 
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taone,  Switzerlaad,  had  ended  tlieir  mortal  life  in  LaVe 
Genera.  Such  a  transition  is  the  easiest  and  most  painless 
ef  all  modes  of  getting  ont  of  this  life.  After  one  minute 
of  sabmergenoe,  generally,  consciousness  is  gone.  Tko 
NaTarino  sponge-diyers  cannot  bear  to  stay  under  the  water 
more  than  two  minutes,  notwithstanding  all  their  experience; 
and  yet  persons  who  hare  been  resuscitated  tell  us  that  the 
mmd  at  such  a  time  acta  with  wonderful  Telocity ;  and  so  I 
8HpiKM»  tfaeie  dear  lads  had  time  to  think  of  home,  and  the 
sadness  of  the  parental  hearts  whom  they  expected  to  join 
next  Octobeir. 

OOD   DECREED   OTHEBWISE, 

and  may  His  omnipotent  grace  soothe  the  bereaved  and  the 
desolate. 

There  is  in  this  erent  that  I  am  called  to  speak  about 
to-night,  a  new  illustration  of  a  very  old  lesson.  Tou  tell 
me  nothing  but  a  stereotyped  thing  when  you  tell  me  of 
life's  uncertainty.  I  have  heard  that  a  thousand  times  from 
ministers,  and  prayer-meeting  talkers,  and  Sabbath- school 
teachersy  and  when  you  make  that  announcement,  I  open 
my  eyes  no  wider,  nor  does  my  heart  beat  quicker ;  but  when 
you  tell  me  that  a  boat  flung  two  beloved  lads  into  a  watery 
grave,  then  I  am  stunned  by  the  telegram  and  compelled  to 
read  the  truth  written  by  pen  of  lightning  strenghtened  up 
from  under  the  sea.  How  quickly  our  life  comes  and  how 
soon  it  goes !  We  pass  along  a  perilous  cliff,  and  we  almost 
hold  our  breath,  and  balance  ourself  lest  we  fall  off,  and 
getting  beyond  the  pass,  we  thank  God  for  our  deliverance^ 
but  perhaps  lie  down  and  die  in  the  smooth  plain  beneath. 
Many  a  man  has  gone  through  three  or  four  battles  undip- 
ped of  bullet  or  sabre,  who  has  had  his  life  at  last  dashed 
out  on  the  icy  pavement  in  front  of  his  doorstep,  or  by 
the  snapping  of  whiffletree.  Tou  go  two  thousand  miles 
in  an  express  train  imharmed,  to  lose  your  life  at  the  hands 
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of  a  reckless  flyman  in  jonr  own  village.  These  two  lads 
of  whom  I  am  speaking,  went  through  three  thousand  miles 
of  stormy  Atlantic  unharmed,  to  find  their  death  on  a  lake 
that  they  might  sail  across  in  thirty  minutes  When  we 
picture  our  exit  from  this  world,  we  are  very  apt  to  think  of 
a  soft  couch  and  a  shaded  room,  and  careful,  attendants; 
but  multitudes  of  us  who  are  here  to-night  will  never  have 
anything  like  that.  It  will  be  a  rush  and  a  plunge,  and  a 
leap,  and  a  fall,  and  the  world  flashes  out  and  eternity 
flashes  in. 

You  tell  me  that  this  lesson  of  life's  uncertainty  is  appro- 
priate only  for  the  old,  for  the  emaciated,  for  the  sick.    Ah, 
no,  these  lads  did  not  come  crawling  down  to  the  boat,  they 
did  not  come  on  crutches,  they  were  not  fagged  out.    They 
eame  bounding  into  the  boat,  elastic,  ruddy,  robust    They 
expected  to  live  seventy  years.    Their  lungs  sound,  thdr 
hearts  beating  with  healthful  pulsation,  their  limbs  lithe, 
their  clear  eye  taking  in  the  sheen  of  wave,  and  the  frown  of 
<^rag,  and  the  azure  of  sky,  they  sprang  to  their  places  in  the 
prow  or  stem  with  shout  and  laughter.     They  had  no  pre- 
monition that  they  were  to  go.     So,  my  friends,  it  will  be 
m&ny  oi  us.     You  pay  a  certain  amount  of  money,  pre- 
T*         ^^surance,  that  when  you  are  gone  your  family 
would  d    ""^^^^  ^""^"^  '* '  ^^^  ^^^*  ^®  insurance  company 
will  IivG^^^-       ^^^ *^  *  ^^^ '  "^^^  ^^  ^^^®  *  year,"  or  "you 
will  live  a"^  "^^^^^s*  **or  "you  wiU  live  a  week,"  or  "you 

live  a  second^^l. ''''  "^""'^  "^^^  ^'""^  ^  ^^^'"  <>'  "^o^  ^ 
to-night,  stron     ^^^  warrant  it  ?     I  come  to  this  platform 

shall  go  off  aliv^  ^^^  ^^^'  ^^*  *^^*  ^®  ^^  assurance  that  I 
^  good  health^,  ^o-niorrow  morning  you  cross  the  ferry 
hack  without  bein  ^*  ^^  ^^  assurance  that  you  will  come 
a  delicate,  intrica£  J^®^-  ^^  physical  organism  is  such 
tuat  if  but  the  Httle'fi^  ^^^^^*®  ^^^^^  ^^  Bivine  mechanism, 

^^grer  of  disaster  touch  it  too  roughly. 
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IT   CBUSHES   INTO   BUIN. 

IS  if  to  show  that  yon  cannot  depend  npon  the  physio- 
I  appearances,  lets  some  invalid  crawl  on  to  eighty-fiye 
of  age,  kept  np  by  tonics  and  plasters,  and  helx>ed  by 
ides,  and  ear  tmmpets,  and  canes,  while  there  are 
uids,  nmscnlar,  roundly  developed,  and  athletic,  who 
lead  under  apoplectic  stroke.  Feel  in  your  pockets  and 
me  out,  if  you  can,  a  document  rightly  signed  and 
4  warranting  you  to  get  through  this  night  alive.  I 
lunging  into  Lake  Geneva,  the  river  Ehone.  It  came  on 
iwift  uproar,  and  you  could  tell  some  distance  back  that 

coming  on  to  that  plunge.  But  who  can  tell  at  what 
nt,  at  what  day,  the  river  of  our  Ufe  shaU  empty  into 
)ep,  wide,  infinite  future  P  All  the  heavy  shipping  that 
out  of  New  York,  goes  through  the  "Narrows,"  but 
tab  different  tack,  to  what  different  harbours. 
)  of  the  most  fascinating  excursions  in  Switzerland  is 
)  castle  Chalons,  in  the  midst  of  those  very  Genevan 
3.  History  and  poetry  tell  us  that  Bonivard,  the  hero, 
lained  in  that  castle  six  years,  and  you  can  see  the  bolt 
ng  where  he  was  fastened,  and  the  circular  depression 
3  ground  where  he  tramped  about.  After  awhile,  a 
i  came  down,  and  he  was  freed ;  but  he  heard  them 
jg  before  his  shout  of  deliverance  mingled  with  their 

of  victory.  Yet  here,  my  friends,  we  go  tramping 
d  in  this  earthly  prison-house,  chained  to  a  body  from 
.  we  cannot  get  free,  not  knowing  at  what  moment  the 
I  of  the  great  future  may  break  in  upon  us  to  shatter 

manades  of  flesh  and  disendungeon  our  immortal 
,  until  the  prisoner  of  Chalons  shall  become  the  victor 
3  skies. 

you  not  feel  that  we  walk  amid  a  vast  uncertainty,  not 
ing  what  peril  may  swoop  from  above,  or  what  deep 
be  couching  beneath?    Suppose  you  had  been  with 
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those  boys  in  that  boat,  would  you  have  been  ready?  It 
was  well  for  them  that  they  were  children  of  the  Goyenant, 
"  I  will  be  a  God  to  thee»  and  to  thy  seed  after  thee,"  and 
that  they  were  praying  boys,  in  their  Brooklyn  home^ 
kneeling  down  with  their  mother  and  praying  aload,  not 
ashamed  to  let  the  world  hear  any  more  than  to  let  Ood 
hear.  Oh,  when  the  boat  became  nnmanageable,  and  thej 
were  trying  to  hanl  in  sail,  they  would  not  have  had  so  good 
an  opportunity  for  spiritual  preparation  as  they  had  in  their 
calm  Brooklyn  home,  where  they  were  not  ashamed  to 
acknowledge  Jesus.  Many  of  you  wiU  go  out  of  life  just  tf 
suddenly.  Whether  by  flood,  or  fire,  or  earthquake^  w 
lightning  flash,  or  colliding  rail  trains,  or  a  fatal  slip  on  an 
orange  peeling  in  the  street,  I  know  not ;  but  yon  wiU  have 
then  no  time  to  repent,  and  you  will  have  ijien  no  time  to 
pray.  If  all  the  churches  and  cathedrals  of  the  world  shooU 
then  go  crying  unto  Otod  in  your  behalf  it  would  not  do  yon 
any  good.  All  the  preparation  a  man  makes  for  the  great 
future,  he  has  to  make  this  side  the  sharp  line  that  divides 
the  two  residences. 

I  see  in  this  eyent  that  hilarity  and  gladness  cannot  keep 
back  the  fatal  attack.  When  three  or  four  students  aie 
together,  and  in  such  a  tonic  and  exhilarating  air  as  that  of 
Switzerland,  there  is  mirth  and  exuberance  unbounded. 
They  did  not  see  the  soft  paws  of  the  wave  readung  up 
around  the  gilded  boat,  nor  did  they  imagine  that  the  deep 
lay  couched  beneath  ready  to  spring  upon  them.  I  believe 
in  mirth,  and  in  boating,  and  in  pleasure  exeurnons ;  but  I 
want  you  to  understand  that  gladness  and  hilarily  of  snr- 
roimding  cannot  keep  back  our  last  moment.  It  may  oobm 
treading  over  rose-leayes ;  it  may  come  keeping  step  to  the 
thrum  of  the  harp,  while  hands  are  clapping,  while  feet  are 
boTmding,  while  all  sails  are  set  over  a  glassy  sea.  80  it 
came  when  the  Arctic  and  the  VedOf  mid-Atlantie,  struck 
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eaxne  wlien  the  Audria  bamed  on  the  high  seas.    So  it 
when  Bichmond  Court  House  fell.    So  it  came  when 
^iUe  du  Havre  sank.    ^^  In  such  a  day,  and  in  such  an 
as  ye  think  not,  the  Son  of  Man  cometh.''    Oh ! 

THIS  BBLL  OF  WABNIHa 

rings  to-night  has  not  attached  to  it  a  short  rope  that 
lexton  may  seize,  but  a  twisted  strand  of  wire  three 
land  miles  long,  and  the  red  fingers  of  the  lightning 
it  until  it  rings  from  continent  to  continent :  "  What 
laind  findeth  to  do,  do  it  with  all  thy  might,  for  there  is 
er  knowledge,  nor  wisdom,  nor  deyice  in  the  grave 
ler  we  are  all  hastening,"  What  a  voice  for  the  youth 
f  congregation — ^the  voice  that  comes  from  Lake  Geneva 
^t  1  Young  people  do  not  like  anything  dull  or  stupid. 
ler  do  I,  and  I  do  not  blame  them  for  that ;  but  there 
Sung  tame  in  this  event.  It  comes  with  a  thrill,  and  it 
B  that  your  body,  and  mind,  and  soul  must  feel  the  shock. 
ej  had  every  prospect  of  living.  Just  look  at  their 
res.  See  what  broad  shoulders  they  had,  what  stout 
B,  what  ruddy  cheeks,  what  grand  foreheads.  Oh !  you 
f  they  had  only  known  how  to  swim,  it  would  have 
aU  right.  They  could  swim ;  they  could  outswim  you. 
were  as  familiar  with  the  water  as  many  with  the  land. 

wore  splendid  swimmers.  Their  father  had  taught 
how  to  take  this  exercise.  But  they  were  too  hx  from 
f  or  the  boom  struck  them,  and  they  are  gone.  They 
lo  phick  to  stand  up  against  a  lake  one  thousand  feet' 
nieir  fa&er,  who  had  often  been  with  them  on  the 
',  was  not  there.    He  could  give  them  no  relief.    But  I 

tbat  He  who  walked  Lake  Oenessaret  walked  Lake 
m,  and  that  they  are  safe.  O  man !  O  woman ;  when 
last  moment  cemes,  you  want  something  more  than  a 
a  arm  to  help  you.  No  one  but  Jesus  then ;  no  one 
BSiiBnow« 
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They  had  brilliant  prospects.  In  Germany,  in  Paris,  and 
in  Switzerland  they  had  studied,  at  the  fountain  head,  those 
languages  through  which  come  so  much  of  the  culture  and 
refinement  of  the  world.  The  gates  of  knowledge  and  of  suc- 
cess were  open  before  them ;  but  they  died  at  the  gates,  and 
all  the  plans  for  earthly  welfare  ended  then  and  there.  My 
hearers,  do  not  build  too  much  upon  this  world.  It  is  a 
glassy  surface  with  a  thousand  feet  of  graves  beneath.  Do 
you  think  yon  can  sail  that  craft,  and  dew  down  the  topsail 
yards,  and  haul  out  the  reef  tackles  P  A  sudden  squall  may 
come,  and  you  may  go  down,  unless  there  be  a  Christ  sleep- 
ing in  the  hinder  part  of  the  ship,  ready  in  the  nick  of  time 
to  rise  up  and  hush  the  wind  and  silence  the  sea.  I  believe 
the  Son  of  God  was  in  that  tossing  boat,  and  that  when  these 
lads  cried  out  in  their  extremity:  "Master,  save  us,. we 
perish  " — I  think  then  and  there  He  came  to  their  spiritual 
and  immortal  rescue. 

Let  us  pray  God  He  will  comfort  those  who  are  waiting 
for  more  minute  tidings  of  this  event.  The  tongue  of  the 
cable  seems  to  have  been  palsied  with  the  tidings,  and  it 
does  not  talk  plainly.  I  wish  their  bodies  might  be  found. 
It  would  be  a  satisfaction,  though  a  sad  satisfaction,  to  have 
them  here  in  one  of  our  own  cemeteries.  As  the  mother  said 
to  me  a  few  hours  ago,  it  would  seem  like  tucking  them  away 
in  bed  safely  for  the  night.  But  if  God  shall  deny  these 
parents  this,  it  will  make  no  difference  to  the  lads,  and  the 
archangers  trumpet  that  wakes  up  the  sea  will  wake  up  also 
the  lake.  And,  after  all,  they  can  find  no  grander  place  to 
sleep  than  where  they  are  sleeping  now,  the  shadows  of  Jura 
and  the  Alps  blanketing  them  in  their  slumbers,  while  vast, 
majestic  Mont  Blanc  bends  over  them  snow-white,  the  only 
fit  type  of  the  great  white  throne  before  which  they  and  we 
shall  be  assembled. 

But  I  am  to-night  oppressed  almost  to  suffocation  with 
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the  idea  that  there  may  be  many  here  who  are  unprex>ared 
for  that  ideal.  Certainly  some  of  you  are  not  ready  now, 
and  you  are  not  taking  any  steps  towards  preparation.  What, 
O  young  man!  O  man  in  mid-life!  O  aged  man!  if  this 
night  thy  soul  should  be  required  of  thee  P 

IT   IS  A  SEBIOUS   QUESTION 

to  ask.  It  is  a  serious  question  to  answer.  Tou  are  no  safer 
on  the  land  than  you  are  on  the  wave.  Oh !  make  one  mighty 
struggle  for  heaven.  Put  out  for  the  shore  of  eternal  safety 
before  your  soul  sink.  There  comes  to  you  to-night,  not  so 
much  my  yoice  as  the  voices  of  the  lads  John  and  James, 
sounding  over  the  mountains,  sounding  across  the  sea,  de- 
claring with  startling  emphasis :  '^  In  such  a  day  and  hour 
as  ye  think  not,  the  Son  of  Man  cometh." 

Before  they  went  away,  two  years  ago,  on  the  finger  of  one 
of  the  lads  was  placed  a  gold  ring,  with  the  inscription : 
*'  God  bless  you,"  and  on  the  finger  of  the  other  lad  was 
placed  a  gold  ring,  with  the  inscription :  '^  Eemembcr  father 
and  mother ; "  but  God  your  Father  would  this  night  put 
upon  your  soul  immortal  the  signet-ring  of  his  everlasting 
affection.     Will  you  wear  it  ? 

**  Whfle  life  prolongs  its  precious  lighti 
Mercy  is  found  and  peace  is  given, 
But  soon,  ah  I  soon  approacliing  night 
WiU  blot  out  every  hope  of  heaven." 
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"  This  day  shall  be  unto  you  for  a  memorial.'* — Exodus  xiL  14. 

MY  sermon  shall  be  short  because  of  the  stupendous 
scenes  that  are  to  come  after  it.  The  allusion  in 
the  text  is  to  the  passover  which  commemorated  the  deliver- 
ance of  the  children  of  Israel  on  the  night  when  the  destroy- 
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ing  angel  sped  tlirongli  the  land  of  Egypt,  destroying  the 
enemy  but  saving  the  Israelites,  because  on  the  door-posts  ot 
their  dwellings  there  was  sprinkled  the  blood  of  a  lamb. 
To-day  we  come  to  celebrate 

A  ORANDEB   PASSOYSB, 

all  peril  going  away  from  oar  sonl  at  the  sight  of  the 
sprinkled  blood  of  the  Lamb  of  Gk>d  on  the  door-posts  of  our 
hearts,  Christ,  our  Passover,  sacrificed  for  us.  ''This  day 
shall  be  nnto  you  for  a  memorial." 

The  sacramental  Sabbath,  whether  it  comes  in  an  American 
church,  or  in  an  English  chapel,  or  a  Scotch  kirk,  is  more 
impressive  than  any  other  Sabbath.  Its  light  is  holier, 
calmer,  sweeter ;  its  voices  more  tender ;  its  touch  is  softer; 
its  memories  are  more  chastened.  The  fruits  of  the  Christiaji 
life  suddenly  ripen,  like  orchards  on  the  hill  fronting  the 
south.  The  wine  of  the  holy  sacrament  seems  pressed  from 
the  grapes  of  celestial  vineyards,  and  the  bread  broken  seems 
to  drop  from  the  hand  of  Him  who  parted  the  loaves  for  the 
five  thousand.  We  walk  to  the  Church  of  €h>d  with  more 
thoughtful  face  and  with  quieter  step.  The  jubilant  songs 
of  other  Sundays  are  struck  through  with  pensiveness  and 
are  all  a-tremble  with  tears ;  and  when,  at  the  dose  of  the 
service,  at  the  door,  we  shake  hands,  it  is  with  a  more  cordial 
grasp,  because  we  feel  thrilling  through  our  body,  and  mind, 
and  soul,  the  great  doctrines  of  Christian  brotherhood ;  and 
our  minds  go  back  to  our  forefathers  celebrating  the  sacra- 
ment in  times  of  persecution,  in  Scotland,  among  the  high- 
lands ;  commemorating  the  dying  love  of  Christ  while  they 
were  pursued  of  their  enemies,  pouring  the  wine  into  rough 
wooden  cups,  dipping  the  waters  of  baptism  from  the  moun- 
tain rock,  until  one  day  they  heard  the  voices  of  their  enemies 
coming  up  the  hill,  and  the  pastor  cried  out :  **  O  Lord,  the 
Shepherd,  have  mercy  on  the  sheep ! "  and  instantly  tiiere 
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iras  a  roaring  heard,  as  of  great  floods,  and  sure  enough  a 
doud  had  burst  and  there  ivere  great  torrents  running  down 
the  mountidn  side,  that  whehned  their  foes  with  sudden 
wrath.  What  a  deliyerance  it  was  for  them  on  that  sacra- 
mental day.  O9  that  on  this  sacramental  day  the  doud  of 
<}od's  mercy  might  burst,  and  our  sins  be  whelmed  and  our 
souls  be  saved.  This  is  the  amethyst  of  days.  This  is  the 
pead  of  days.  This  is  the  diamond  of  days.  This  is  the 
day  of  days.  Among  the  ten  thousand  million  ages  of 
eternity,  the  first  day  of  March,  1874,  will  be  to  you  signifi- 
cant and  memorable,  for  ''  this  day  shall  be  unto  you«"  for 
«ver  and  for  ever,  "  a  memoriaL" 

There  is  something  in  such  a  scene  to  make  one's  heart  veiy 
tender,  because  it  rdiearses  a  death-scene.  Now,  you  know, 
there  is  something  very  touching  in  such  an  incident.  Though 
you  are  in  a  hotel  and  it  is  a  stranger  that  is  dying,  how 
softly  you  move  about  the  place ;  and  if  you  come  up  to  his 
eouch,  it  is  with  cmeoTered  head.  Even  the  voice  of  the 
jester  is  stopped,  and  when  the  eyes  of  that  stranger  are 
dosed,  it  is  with  emotaon.  But  I  am  to  tell  you,  this  morn- 
ing, of  a  death  such  as  never  before  or  since  occurred.  When 
we  die  we  die  for  ourselves,  and  the  crisis  is  alleviated  by  all 
benefioent  ministries.  Bathings  for  the  hands ;  bathings  for 
the  head ;  bathings  ior  the  feet ;  the  light  turned  down  low, 
or  set  in  just  the  right  place;  all  the  offices  of  affection 
about  us  whoa  we  eome  to  die.  But  not  so  with  Jesus.  He 
died,  not  for  Himsdf ,  but  He  died  in  torment,  and 

HE  DI£I>  FOB  OTHEBS. 

He  night  have  moved  around  in  gardens  laade  by  His  own 
hand,  an  earfMy  potentate  among  vineyards  and  oHve  groves 
sloping  to  the  sea.  Instead  of  bdng  tossed  in  the  fishing 
boat  on  TSberius,  He  might  have  chosen  a  sunshiny  day  and 
a  pleasant  wave  lor  the  fadce  mossing.    Instead  of  being 

M  2 
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followed  by  an  unwaslied  rabble,  He  might  have  cbarmect 
sanbedrims  and  uniyersities  with  His  eloquence.  Instead  of 
a  cross  and  a  bunch  of  twisted  brambles  on  His  brow.  He 
might  have  died  in  the  castle  of  a  Eoman  merchant,  the  air 
bland  with  lilies  and  frankincense.  But  no,  He  died  in 
torture ;  the  good  for  the  bad ;  the  kind  for  the  cruel;  the 
wise  for  the  ignorant ;  the  Diyine  for  the  human.  Oh,  how 
tenderly  we  feel  towards  any  one  who  has  done  us  a  great 
kindness,  and,  perhaps,  at  the  imperilling  of  His  own  life. 
How  we  ought  to  feel  towards  Christ,  the  Captain  of  salya- 
tion  on  the  white  horse,  riding  down  our  foes ;  but  in  the 
moment  He  made  the  victorious  charge,  the  lances  of  death 
struck  Him. 

'*  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done. 

He  groaned  npon  the  tree  ? 
Amazing  pity,  grace  unknown. 

And  lore  heyond  degjree.' 

I  remark  again :  this  is  a  tender  scene,  because  it  is  a 
Christian  reunion.  Why  was  it  that  in  the  sessional  meet- 
ing the  other  night,  when  I  asked  a  woman  if  it  were  her  son 
who  sat  next  to  her,  making  profession  of  his  faith,  she  made 
no  answer ;  but  after  a  moment,  trying  to  control  her  emo- 
tion, she  burst  into  tears.  I  said  within  myself,  she  need 
not  tell  me  the  story.  It  is  the  old  story  of  a  prodigal  got 
back.  <<  The  dead  is  alive  again,  and  the  lost  is  found."  Oh, 
how  many  families  there  are  that  rejoice  together  to-day ! 

These  Christians,  during  the  rest  of  the  year,  perhaps  will 
not  know  much  about  each  other.  You  go  in  one  drde  in 
society,  these  go  in  some  other  circle  of  society,  and  this  one 
travels  in  that  path,  and  this  one  the  other  path ;  but  to-dii7 
we  all  come  on  one  platform,  and  we  make  one  confessioii, 
and  we  cling  to  one  cross,  and  we  gaze  upon  one  death 
anguish.  It  seems  to  me,  this  morning,  not  like  a  church, 
but  like  a  great  family  circle,  and  we  join  hands  around  the 
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cross  of  Cliristy  and  we  say:  ''One  Lord,  one  faith,  one 
baptism,  one  cross,  one  Christ,  one  doxologj,  one  heaven !  ** 
While  I  stand  here,  it  seems  to  me  as  if  this  communion 
table,  which  is  only  seven  or  eight  feet  long,  and  three  or 
four  feet  wide,  widens  imtil  all  the  Christians  of  our  own  de- 
nomination can  sit  at  it ;  and 

STILL  THE   TABLE  WIDENS 

mitil  all  the  Christians  in  this  land,  of  all  names  and  deno- 
minations, come  and  sit  at  it;  and  still  the  table  widens 
until  it  bridges  the  sea,  and  Christians  on  the  other  side  of 
the  Atlantic  come  and  sit  at  it ;  and  still  that  table  widens 
until  the  redeemed  of  heaven  mingle  in  the  communion; 
Church  militant ;  Church  triumphant. 

"  One  army  of  the  living  (Sod, 
To  His  command  we  bow ; 
Fart  of  the  host  have  crossed  the  flood 
And  part  are  crossing  now." 

Again,  my  friends,  this  is  an  absorbing  scene,  because  it 
arouses  so  many  precious  memories.  We  look  back  and  re* 
member  the  days  of  our  childhood,  when,  long  before  we 
knew  the  meaning  of  the  bread  and  the  wine,  we  sat  in  the 
side  pews  on  sacramental  days,  or  in  the  galleries,  and  looked 
as  our  fathers,  mothers,  and  older  brothers  and  sisters  sat  at 
the  communion.  Or,  if  we  sat  with  them,  we  pulled  at 
mother's  dress  and  said :  **  What  does  that  mean  P  What  is 
that  in  the  cup  ?  What  is  that  on  the  plate  ?  "  Oh,  yes,  we 
remember  those  sacramental  days  of  our  boyhood.  We  re- 
member how  much  more  tender  father  was  on  that  day  than 
on  any  other  day.  We  remember  how  mother  stood,  and 
without  saying  one  word,  looked  at  us,  and  her  eyes  got  full 
of  tears.  Oh,  the  dear  old  souls  !  They  have  gone !  But 
until  the  day  of  our  death,  we  will  associate  this  holy  ordi- 
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nance  with  their  memory.  And  when  our  work  on  earth  m 
done,  we  will  just  go  np  and  sit  down  beside  them  in  the 
heavenly  chnrch,  as  we  nsed  to  sit  beside  them  in  the  earthly 
churchy  and  then  we  will  drink  new  wine  in  our  Father's 
kingdom. 

-  *'  Behold  the  saints,  belored  of  God, 

Washed  are  their  robes  in  Jesus'  blood. 

Brighter  thsn  angels,  lo»  the^  shine ; 

Their  glories  splendid  and  sublime.** 

I  remark  again :  this  scene  is  tender  to-day  because  it  is  a 

conf  essionaL    You  and  I  remember  the  time  when  i£  a  man 

had  charged  us  with  anything  like  imperfection  or  wrong 

doingy  we  would  have  thrown  ourselves  back  on  our  honour 

and  said :  <<  You  don't  know  who  you  are  talking  to.    I  shall 

resent  such  an  insult  to  my  honour  and  integrity.'*     We  do 

not  feel  that  way  to-day.    As  we  gaze  upon  the  sacrifice  of 

Christ,  and  think  of  what  we  have  been  and  what  we  have 

done,  our  hearts  melt  within  us.    We  see  one  dying  accursed 

for  our  sin,  and  we  hear  Him  in  His  dying  words  begging 

for  our  service,  and  yet  how  little  service  we  have  rendered. 

Of  this  short  life  we  have  begrudged  GK>d  even  a  fragment. 

Alas  !  Alas  !  Some  of  us  have  lived  out  the  most  of  our  days^ 

and  yet  we  have  rendered  to  God  no  earnest  service.     Sad, 

tHat  we  could  have  so  maltreated  Him  on  whom  aU  our  hopes 

depend.    Oh,  my  brethren  and  sisters  in  Christ,  to-day  join 

Hands  with  me  in  a  confession  before  Christ.     If  there  be 

any  place  more  humble  than  another,  let  us  take  it.    If  there 

fee  any  prayer  more  importunate  than  another,  let  us  breathe 

^  now  wf^  ^  ^^  confession  more  bitter  thaoi  another,  let 
us  now  weep  it  out. 

"  WeU  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide. 
And  shut  his  glories  in. 
When  Christ,  the  niighty  Maker,  died 
*or  man,  the  creature's  sin." 
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Once  more :  this  is  a  tender  and  absorbing  scene,  because 
it  is  anticipatiye.  My  brethren,  we  are  not  always  going  to 
stay  here.  This  is  not  our  home.  This  is  only  the  Testibole 
of  the  Church  in  idiich,  at  last,  we  expect  to  enter.  After  a- 
whik  our  names  will  be  taken  oS  the  Church  books,  or  there 
will  be  a  mark  in  the  margin  to  indicate  that  we  haye  gone 
up  to  a  better  Church  and  to  a  higher  communion.  Our 
Father  is  not  going  to  let  Bis  children  remain  in  the  dust. 

THB   OSAYE   IS  NO   PLACE   FOB   ITS 

to  lie  in.  ^  The  tnmipet  shall  sound  and  the  dead  shall  rise. 
The  Lord  shall  descend  from  heayen  with  a  shout,  and  the 
ToLce  o£  the  archangel,"  and  we  shall  rise.  The  white  robe 
in  which  they  put  us  to  our  last  slumber  here  must  get  whiter. 
CMi,  the  re-union  of  patriarchs,  and  apostles,  and  prophets, 
and  of  all  our  glorified  kindred,  and  of  that  ''  great  multi- 
tude that  no  man  can  number.''  Our  sorrows  over.  Our 
journey  ended.  It  will  be  as  when  kings  banquet.  And 
just  as  this  morning,  on  my  way  to  church,  I  saw  the  snow 
melting,  and  I  thought  that  this  snow  will  keep  on  melting 
until,  after  awhile,  the  fields  will  brighten  in  the  glorious 
springtime^  so  I  thought  it  will  be  with  all  these  cold  sorrows 
of  earth ;  they  shall  be  melted  away  at  last  before  the  warm 
sunshine  of  heayen.  **  And  the  lamb  which  is  in  th^  midst  of 
the  throne  shall  lead  them  to  liying  fountains  of  water,  and 
Gh)d  shall  wipe  away  all  tears  from  their  eyes." 

But  here  I  must  pause.  We  shall  haye  this  morning  a 
scene  which  for  solemnity  and  interest  I  think  has  not  been 
surpassed  in  any  one  church  since  the  Day  of  Pentecost. 
Three  hundred  and  twenty-eight  souls  to-day  unite  with  us 
for  the  first  -time.  **  And  when  the  Day  of  Pentecost  was 
fully  come,  they  weie  all  assembled  in  one  place,  and  there 
was  the  soimd  as  of  a  rushing,  mighty  wind,  and  there  sat 
(m  them  as  it  were  timgues  of  fire." 
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**  Let  them  learn  first  to  show  pity  at  home." — 1  J%m,  t.  4. 

AOHUBCH  within  a  cliurcliy  a  republic  within  a  republic, 
a  world  within  a  world,  is  spelled  by  four  letters — 
Home !  If  things  go  right  there,  they  go  right  everywhere ; 
if  things  go  wrong  there,  they  go  wrong  everywhere.  The 
door-sill  of  the  dwelling-house  is  the  foundation  of  church 
and  state.  A  man  never  gets  higher  than  his  own  garret  or 
lower  than  his  own  cellar.  In  other  words,  domestic  life 
overarches  and  underguides  all  other  life.  The  highest 
house  of  congress  is  the  domestic  circle ;  the  rocking-chair 
in  the  nursery  is  higher  than  a  throne.  George  Washington 
commanded  the  forces  of  the  United  States,  but  Mary  Wash- 
ington commanded  George.  Ohrysostom's  mother  made  his 
pen  for  him.  If  a  man  should  start  out  and  run  seventy 
years  in  a  straight  line,  he  could  not  get  out  from  under  the 
shadow  of  his  own  mantelpiece.  I  therefore  talk  to  you  this 
morning  about  a  matter  of  infinite  and  eternal  moment  when 
I  speak  of  your  home. 

As  individuals,  we  are  fragments.  God  makes  the  races 
in  parts,  and  then  He  gradually  puts  us  together.  Whs^t  1 
lack,  you  make  up  ;  what  you  lack,  I  make  up ;  our  deficits 
and  surpluses  of  character  being  the  wheels  in  the  great 
social  mechanism.  One  person  has  the  patience,  another  has 
the  courage,  another  has  the  placidity,  another  has  the 
enthusiasm ;  that  which  is  lacking  in  one  is  made  up  by 
another,  or  made  up  by  all.  Bujffaloes  in  herds  ;  grouse  in 
broods ;  quails  in  flocks ;  the  human  race  in  circles.  God 
has  most  beautifully  an-anged  this.  It  is  in  this  way  that 
He  balances  society;  this  conservative  and  that  radical  keep- 
ing things  even.  Every  ship  must  have  its  mast,  cutwater, 
taffrail,  ballast.  Thank-  God,  then,  for  Princetown  and 
Andover  for  the  opposites.    I  have  no  more  right  to  blame 
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a  man  for  being  different  from  me  than  a  driving-wlieel  has 
a  right  to  blame  the  iron  shaft  that  holds  it  to  the  centre. 
John  Wesley  balances  Oalyin's  Institutes.  Dr.  M'Cosh 
gives  to  Scotland  the  strong  bones  of  theology :  Dr.  Guthrie 
clothes  them  with  a  throbbing  heart  and  warm  flesh.  The 
difficulty  is  that  we  are  not  satisfied  with  just  the  work  that 
God  has  given  us  to  do.  The  water-wheel  wants  to  come 
inside  the  mill  and  grind  the  grist,  and  the  hopper  wants  to 
go  out  and  dabble  in  the  water.  Our  usef ulness,  and  the 
welfare  of  society^  depend  upon  our 

STAYING  IN  JXJST  THB  PLACB 

that  Ood  has  put  us,  or  intended  we  should  occupy.  For 
more  compactness,  and  that  we  may  be  more  useful,  we  are 
gathered  in  still  smaller  circles  in  the  home  group.  And 
there  you  have  the  same  varieties  again ;  brothers,  sisters, 
hnsband,  and  wife ;  all  different  in  temperaments  and  tastes. 
It  is  fortunate  that  it  should  be  so.  If  the  husband  be  all 
impulse,  the  wife  must  be  all  prudence.  If  one  sister  be 
sanguine  in  her  temperament,  the  other  must  be  lymphatic. 
Mary  and  Martha  are  necessities.  There  will  be  no  dinner 
for  Christ  if  there  be  no  Martha ;  there  will  be  no  audience 
for  Jesus  if  there  be  no  Mary.  The  home  organization  is 
most  beautifully  constructed.  Eden  has  gone :  the  bowers 
are  all  broken  down ;  the  animals  that  Adam  stroked  with 
his  hand  that  morning  when  they  came  up  to  get  their  names 
have  since  shot  forth  tusk  and  sting,  and  growled  panther 
at  panther ;  and  mid-air  iron  beaks  plunge,  till  with  clothed 
wing  and  eyeless  sockets  the  twain  come  whirling  down  from 
under  the  sun  in  blood  and  fire.  Eden  has  gone,  but  there 
is  just  one  little  fragment  left.  It  floated  down  on  the  river 
Hiddekel  out  of  Paradise.  It  is  the  marriage  institution. 
It  does  not,  as  at  the  beginning,  take  away  from  him  a  rib. 
Now  it  is  an  addition  of  ribs. 
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THIS   INSTITUnOlf  OV  MARKTAGB 

has  been  defamed  in  our  day.  Sodalism,  and  polygamy,  and 
mormonism,  and  the  most  damnaUe  of  all  things,  free-loYism, 
have  been  trying  to  turn  this  ^arth  into  a  Turkish  harem  or 
a  great  Salt  Lake  City.  While  the  pulpits  ha^e  been  c<Hn- 
paratively  silent,  novels — ^their  cheapness  only  equalled  by 
thoir  nastiness-are  trying  to  educate,  have  taken  upon 
themselves  to  educate,  this  nation,  in  regard  to  holy  marriage 
which  makes  or  breaks  for  time  and  eternity.  Oh,  this  is  not 
a  mere  question  of  residence  or  wardrobe.  It  is  a  question 
charged  with  gigantic  joy  or  sorrow ;  with  heaven  or  hell. 
Alas,  for  this  new  dispensation  of  George  Sand.  Alas,  for 
this  mingling  of  the  night-shade  with  the  marriage  garlaDds. 
Alas,  for  the  venom  of  adders  spit  into  the  tankards.  Alas, 
for  the  white  frosts  of  eternal  death  that  kill  the  orange 
blossoms.  .  The  Oospel  of  Jesus  Christ  is  to  assert  what  is 
right  and  to  attack  what  is  wrong.  Attempt  has  been  made 
to  take  this  institution,  which  was  intended  for  the  happiness 
and  elevation  of  the  race,  and  make  it  a  mere  commercial 
enterprise ;  an  exchange  of  houses,  and  land,  and  equipage ; 
a  business  partnership  of  two ;  staftedup  with  the  stories  of 
romance  and  knight-errantry,  and  unfaithfulness  and  feminine 
angelhood.  The  two  after  awhile  have  roused  up  to  find  that, 
instead  of  the  Paradise  they  dreamed  of,  they  have  got 
nothing  but  a  Yan  Amburgh's  menagerie,  filled  with  tigers 
and  wild  cats.  Eighty  thousand  divorces  in  Paris  in  one 
year  preceded  the  worst  revolution  that  France  ever  saw. 
It  was  only  the  first  course  in  that  banquet  of  hell :  and  I 
tell  you  what  you  know  as  well  as  I  do,  that  wrong  notions 
on  the  subject  of  Christian  marriage  are  the  cause  at  this 
day  of  more  moral  outrage  before  Gtod  and  man  than  any 
other  cause. 

There  are  some  things  that  I  want  to  bring  before  you.    I 
know  there  are  those  of  you  who  have  had  homes  set  up  for 
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a  great  manj  jears,  and  notwithstanding  the  hardships  and 
trials  that  come  to  them,  jon  would  not  surrender  them ; 
and  then  there  are  those  here  who  have  just  established  their 
home.  They  hare  only  been  in  it  a  few  months  or  a  few 
years. 

Then  there  are  those  who  will,  after  awhile,  set  up 
for  themaelyes  a  home,  and  it  is  right  that  I  should  speak 
out  upon  these  themes. 

My  first  counsel  to  you  is 

HAYB  JSSUS  IN  YOUB  NEW  HOME, 

if  it  is  a  new  home ;  and  let  Him  who  was  a  guest  at  Bethany 
be  in  your  household ;  let  the  Divine  blessing  drop  upon  your 
erery  hope,  and  plan,  and  expectation,  l^ose  yeung  people 
who  begin  with  God  end  with  heaven.  Have  on  your  right 
hand  the  engagement  ring  of  the  Divine  affections.  If  one 
of  you  be  a  Christian,  let  that  one  take  the  Bible  and  read  a 
few  verses  in  the  evening  time,  and  then  kneel  down  and 
commend  yourself  to  Him  who  setteth  the  solitary  in  fami- 
lies. 

I  want  to  tell  you  that  the  destroying  angel  passes  by 
without  touching  or  entering  the  door-post  sprinkled  with 
blood  of  the  everlasting  Covenant.  Why  is  it  that  in  some 
families  they  never  get  along,  and  in  others  they  always  get 
along  well  ?  I  have  watched  such  cases  and  have  come  to  a 
conclusion.  In  the  first  instance,  nothing  seemed  to  go 
pleasantly,  and  after  awhile  there  came  devastation,  domestic 
disaster,  or  estrangement.  Why  ?  They  started  wrong.  In 
the  other  case,  although  there  were  hardships,  and  trials, 
and  some  things  that  had  to  be  explained,  still  things 
went  on  pleasantly  until  the  very  last.  Why  ?  They  started 
right. 

My  second  advice  to  you  in  your  home  is,  to  exercise  to  the 
very  last  possibility  of  your  nature  the  law  of  forbearance. 
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Prayers  in  tlie  hoasehold  will  not  make  up  for  eyerything. 
Some  of  tlie  best  people  in  tlie  world  are  the  hardest  to  get 
along  with.  There  are  people  who  stand  up  in  prayer* 
meetings  and  pray  like  an  angel,  who  at  home  are  uncom- 
promising and  cranky.  You  may  not  have  everything  just 
as  you  want  it.  Sometimes  it  will  be  the  duty  of  the  husband 
and  sometimes  of  the  wife  to  yield;  but  both  stand  punc- 
tiliously on  your  rights,  and  you  will  have  a  Waterloo 
with  no  Blucher  coming  up  at  nightfall  to  decide  the  conflict. 

NEVER  BE  ASHAMED  TO  APOLOGISE 

when  you  have  done  wrong  in  domestic  affairs.  Let  that  be 
a  law  of  your  household.  The  best  thing  I  ever  heard  of 
my  grandfather,  whom  I  never  saw,  was  this:  that  once, 
having  unrighteously  rebuked  one  of  his  children,  he  himself 
— having  lost  his  patience,  and,  perhaps,  having  been  misin- 
formed of  the  child's  doings — ^found  out  his  mistake,  and  in 
the  evening  of  the  same  day  gathered  all  his  family  together, 
and  said :  "  Now,  I  have  one  explanation  to  make,  and  one 
thing  to  say.  Thomas,  this  morning  I  rebuked  you  very 
unfairly.  I  am  very  sorry  for  it.  I  rebuked  you  in  the  pre- 
sence of  the  whole  family,  and  now  I  ask  your  forgiveness 
in  their  presence."  It  must  have  taken  some  courage  to  do 
that.  It  was  right,  was  it  not?  Never  be  ashamed  to 
apologize  for  domestic  inaccuracy.  Find  out  the  points; 
what  are  the  weak  points,  if  I  may  call  them  so,  of  your 
companion,  and  then  stand  aloof  from  them.  Do  not  carry 
the  fire  of  your  temper  too  near  the  gunpowder.  If  the  wife 
be  easily  fretted  by  disorder  in  the  household,  let  the  hus- 
band be  careful  where  he  throws  his  slippers.  If  the 
husband  comes  home  from  the  store  with  his  patience  all 
exhausted,  do  not  let  the  wife  unnecessarily  cross  his  temper. 
But  both  stand  up  for  your  rights,  and  I  will  promise  the 
everlasting  sound  of  the  war  whoop  ;  your  life  will  be  spent 
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in  makisg  ixp>  and  marriage  will  be  to  you  an  unmitigated 
curse.    Crowper  said : 

'*  The  kindest  and  the  happiest  pair 
Will  find  occasion  to  forbear ; 
And  something,  every  day  they  Uve, 
To  pity  and  perhaps  forgive." 

I  advise,  also,  that  you  make  your  chief  pleasure  circle 
around  about  that  home.  It  is  unfortunate  when  it  is 
otherwise.  If  the  husband  spend  the  most  of  his  nights 
away  from,  home,  of  choice  and  not  of  necessity,  he  is  not 
the  head  of  the  household ;  he  is  only  the  cashier.  If  the 
wife  throw  the  cares  of  the  household  into  the  servant's  lap, 
and  then  spend  five  nights  of  the  week  at  the  opera  or 
theatre,  she  may  clothe  her  children  with  satins,  and  laces, 
and  ribbons  that  would  confound  a  French  milliner,  but  they 
are  orphans.  Oh,  it  is  sad  when  a  child  has  no  one  to  say 
its  prayers  to,  because  mother  has  gone  off  to  the  evening 
entertainment.  In  India  they  bring  children  and  throw 
them  to  the  crocodiles,  and  it  seems  very  cruel ;  but  the  jaws 
of  New  York  and  Brooklyn  dissipation  are  swallowing  down 
more  little  children  to-day  than  all  the  monsters  that  ever 
crawled  upon  the  banks  of  the  Gunges.  I  have  seen  the 
sorrow  of  a  Oodless  mother  on  the  death  of  a  child  she 
neglected.  It  was  not  so  much  grief  that  she  felt  from  the 
fact  that  the  child  was  dead,  as  the  fact  that  she  had 
neglected  it.  She  said :  ''  If  I  had  only  watched  over  and 
cared  for  the  child,  I  know  God  would  not  have  taken  it." 
The  tears  came  not ;  it  was  a  dry,  blistering  tempest — a 
scorching  simoon  of  the  desert.  When  she  wrung  her  hands, 
it  seemed  as  if  she  would  twist  her  fingers  from  their 
sockets ;  when  she  seized  her  hair,  it  seemed  as  if  she  had, 
in  wild  terror,  grasped  a  coiling  serpent  with  her  right  hand. 
No  tears !  Comrades  of  the  little  one  came  in  and  wept 
over  the  coffin ;  neighbours  came  in,  and  the  moment  they 
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saw  the  still  face  of  the  child  the  shower  broke.  No  tears 
for  her.  God  gives  tears  as  the  summer  rain  to  the  parched 
soul;  but  in  all  the  uniyerse,  the  diyest,  the  hottest, the 
most  scorching  and  consuming  thing  is  a  mother's  heart  if 
she  has  neglected  her  child,  when  once  it  is  dead.  Ood  may 
forgive  her,  but 

SHE  WILL   NEVEB  FOBGIVE   HEBSELF. 

The  memory  will  sink  the  eyes  deeper  into  the  sockets,  and 
pinch  the  face,  and  whiten  the  hair,  and  eat  up  the  heart  with 
vultures  that  will  not  be  satisfied,  for  ever  plunging  deeper 
their  iron  beaks.  Oh,  you  wanderers  from  your  home,  go 
back  to  your  duty !  The  brightest  flowers  in  all  the  earth 
are  those  which  grow  in  the  garden  of  a  Christian  house- 
hold, clambering  over  the  porch  of  a  Chiistian  home. 

I  advise  you  also  to  cultivate  sympathy  of  occupation.  Sir 
James  M'Intosh,  one  of  the  most  eminent  and  degant 
men  that  ever  lived,  while  standing  at  the  very  height  of  his 
eminence,  said  to  a  great  company  of  scholars :  **  My  wife 
made  me."  The  wife  ought  to  be  the  advising  partner  in  every 
firm.  She  ought  to  be  interested  in  all  the  losses  and  gains 
of  shop  and  store.  She  ought  to  have  a  right — she  hoe  a 
right — ^to  know  everything.  If  a  man  goes  into  a  business 
transaction  that  he  dare  not  tell  his  wife  of,  you  may  depend 
that  he  is  on  the  way  either  to  bankruptcy  or  moral  ruin. 
There  may  be  some  things  which  he  does  not  wish  to  trouble 
his  wife  with,  but  if  he  dare  not  tell  her,  he  is  on  the  road 
to  discomfiture.  On  the  other  hand,  the  husband  ought  to 
be  sympathetic  with  the  wife's  occupation.  It  is  no  easy 
thing  to  keep  house.  Many  a  woman  that  could  have 
endured  martyrdom  as  well  as  Margaret,  the  Scotch  girl, 
have  actually  been  worn  out  by  house  management.  Tfaeie 
are  a  thousand  martyrs  of.  the  kitchen.  It  is  veiy  annoy- 
ing, after  the  vexations  of  the  day  around  the  stove  or  the 
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taUe,  or  in  tlie  nnriery  or  parionry  to  hare  the  knsband  say : 
"  Yoa  know  notlni^  about  tnmUe ;  joa  ought  to  be  m  the 
gtore  half-an-honr/'  Sympathy  of  oocnpation !  If  the  htu- 
baod's  work  oorer  him  with  the  loot  of  the  famacei  or  the 
odonn  of  leather  or  soap  foetoriesy  let  not  the  wife  be  easily 
disgusted  at  the  begrimed  hands  or  nnsaroary  aroma. 
Tour  gains  are  one,  your  interests  are  one,  your  losses  are 
one ;  lay  hold  of  the  wcrk  oi  hSe  with  both  hands.  Fonr 
hiuids  to  fight  the  battles.  Fonr  eyes  to  watch  for  the 
danger.  Four  riionlders  on  which  to  carry  the  trials.  It 
is  a  Tery  sad  thing  when  the  painter  has  a  wife  who  does  not 
Uke  pictures.  It  is  a  Tery  sad  thing  for  a  pianist  when  she 
luM  a  hnsband  idio  does  not  like  nrasic  It  is  a  Tery  sad 
thing  wh^i  a  wife  is  not  suited  nnless  her  husband  has  what 
is  called  **&  gented  business."  As  far  as  I  understand  "  a 
genteel  business,"  it  is  something  to  which  a  man  goes  at 
ten  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  comes  home  at  two  or  three 
o'ehck  in  the  afternoon,  and  gets  a  large  amount  of  money 
for  doing  nothing.  That  is,  I  beliere,  a  **  genteel  business ;" 
and  there  has  been  many  a  wife  who  has  made  the  mistake 
of  not  being  satisfied  until  the  husband  has  given  up  the 
tanning  of  the  hides,  or  the  turning  of  the  bannisters,  or 
the  building  of  the  walls,  and  put  himself  in  circles  where 
he  has  nothing  to  do.bnt  smoke  dgan  and  drink  wine,  and 
get  himself  into  habits  that  upset  him,  going  down  in  the 
maektrcmf  takii^  his  wife  and  children  with  him. 

THXra  ABE  ▲  OSSAT  ICANT  TBAIKS 

running  from  earth  to  destruction.  They  start  all  the  hours 
of  the  day  and  all  the  hours  of  the  night.  There  are  the 
freight  trains — th^  go  Tery  slowly  and  Tery  heavily ;  and 
there  are  the  accommodation  trains  going  on  towards  de- 
struction, and  they  stop  Tery  often,  and  let  a  man  get  out 
when  he  wants  to.    But  genteel  idleness  is  an  express  train  ; 
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Satan  is  tlie  stoker,  and  death  is  the  engineer ;  and  though 
one  maj  come  out  in  front  of  it,  and  swing  the  red  flag  of 
"  danger,"  or  the  lantern  of  Q-od's  Word,  it  makes  just  one 
shot  into  perdition,  coming  down  the  embankment  with  a 
shout,  and  a  wail,  and  a  shriek — crash,  crash  !  There  are 
two  classes  of  people  sure  of  destruction ;  first,  those  who 
have  nothing  to  do ;  secondly,  those  who  have  something  to 
do,  but  who  are  too  lazy  or  too  proud  to  do  it. 

I  have  one  more  word  of  advice  to  give  to  those  who  would 
have  a  happy  home,  and  that  is :  let  love  preside  in  it.  When 
your  behaviour  in  the  domestic  circle  becomes  a  mere  matter 
of  calculation — when  the  caress  you  give  is  merely  the  result 
of  deliberate  study  of  the  position  you  occupy,  happiness  lies 
stark  dead  on  the  hearth-stone.  When  the  husband's  posi- 
tion as  head  of  the  household  is  maintained  by  loudness  of 
voice,  by  strength  of  arm,  by  fire  of  temper,  the  republic  of 
domestic  bliss  has  become  a  despotism  that  neither  God  nor 
man  will  abide.  Oh,  ye  who  have  promised  to  love  each 
other  at  the  altar,  how  dare  you  commit  perjury  ?  Let  no 
shadow  of  suspicion  come  on  your  affection. 

IT    IS   EASIER   TO   KILL   THAT    PLOWEB 

than  it  is  to  make  it  live  again.     The  blast  from  hell  that 

puts  out  that  light  leaves  you  in  the  blackness  of  darkness 
for  ever. 

Here  is  a  man  and  wife;  they  agree  in  nothing  else,  but 
they  agree  they  will  have  a  home.  They  will  have  a  splendid 
house,  and  they  think  that  if  they  have  a  house  they  wiU 
nave  a  home.  Architects  make  the  plan,  and  the  mechanics 
execute  it ;  the  house  is  to  cost  one  hundred  thousand  doUars. 
oLZ  '  J^^  "^^"^^^^  ^^®  «P^®^^;  %^ts  are  hoisted: 

r^old^llf  5"?^ '  '^'^'  ^^  ^^^^^^^^^^  «^^*  ^^*-  The  horses 
^d  ta£  f ^^^  ?^^^  ^'^'"  ^^  *^^  »^*^5  guests  come  in 
and  take  their  places ;   the  flute  sounds ;  the  dancers  go 
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Tip  and  down;  and  with  one  grand  whirl,  the  wealth  and 
the  fashion,  and  the  mirth  of  the  great  town  wheel  amid 
the  pictured  walls.  Ha !  this  is  happiness.  Float  it  on  the 
smoking  viands;  sound  it  in  the  music;  whirl  it  in  the 
dance;  cast  it  on  the  snow  of  sculpture;  sound  it  up 
the  brilliant  stairway;  flash  it  in  chandeliers.  Happiness, 
indeed! 

Let  us  build  on  the  centre  of  the  parlour-floor  a  throne 
to  happiness;  let  all  the  guests,  when  come  in,  bring 
their  flowers  and  pearls,  and  diamonds,  and  throw  them  on 
this  pyramid,  and  let  it  be  a  throne ;  and  then  let  Hap- 
piness, the  queen,  mount  the  throne,  and  we  will  stand 
around,  and  all  chalices  lifted,  we  will  say:  ''Drink,  oh 
queen;  live  for  eyer!"  But  the  guests  depart,  the  flutes 
are  breathless,  the  last  clash  of  the  impatient  hoofs  is 
heard  in  the  distance,  and  the  twam  of  the  household  come 
back  to  see  the  queen  of  Happiness  on  the  throne  amid 
the  parlour  floor.  But,  alas!  as  they  come  back,  the 
flowers  have  faded,  the  sweet  odours  have  become  the 
smell  of  a  charnel-house,  and  instead  of  the  queen  of  Hap- 
piness there  sits  there  the  gaunt  form  of  Anguish,  with 
bitter  lip,  and  sunken  eye,  and  ashes  in  her  hair.  The  romp 
of  the  dancers  who  have  left  seems  crumbling  yet,  like  jar- 
ring thunders  that  quake  the  floor  and  rattle  the  glasses  of 
the  feast  rim  to  rim.  The  spilt  wine  on  the  floor  turns  into 
blood*  The  wreaths  of  plush  have  become  wriggling  rep- 
tiles. Terrors  catch  tangled  in  the  canopy  that  overhangs 
the  couch.  A  strong  gust  of  wind  comes  through  the  hall, 
and  the  drawing-room,  and  the  bed-chamber,  in  which  all 
the  lights  go  out.  And  from  the  lips  of  the  wine-beakers 
come  the  words :  "  Happiness  is  not  in  us."  And  the  arches 
respond :  "  It  is  not  in  us."  And  the  silenced  instruments  of 
music,  thrummed  on  by  invisible  fingers,  answer:  "Happi- 
ness is  not  in  us ! "    And  the  frozen  lips  of  Anguish  break 

2f 
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open,  and  seated  on  the  throne  of  wilted  flowers,  she  striken 
her  bony  hands  together,  and  groans :  ^  It  is  not  in  me !'' 

That  Terj  night  a  clerk  with  a  salary  of  a  thousand  dol- 
lars a  year^-only  one  thousand— goes  to  his  home,  set  up 
three  months  ago,  just  after  the  marriage-day. 

LOYE  MEETS  HIM  AT  THE  DOOR; 

loTe  sits  with  him  at  the  taUe,  lore  talks  over  the  work  of 
the  day ;  love  takes  down  the  Bible,  and  reads  of  Him  who 
eame  our  souls  to  save ;  and  they  kneel,  and  while  they  are 
kneeling — ^right  in  that  plain  room,  on  that  pliun  carpet — 
the  angels  of  God  build  a  throne,  not  out  of  flowers  that 
perish  and  fade  away,  but  out  of  garlands  of  hearen,  wreath 
on  top  of  wreath,  amaranth  on  amaranth,  until  the  throne  is 
done.  Then  the  harps  of  Gk>d  sounded,  and  suddenly  there 
appeared  one  who  mounted  the  throne  with  eye  so  bright, 
and  brow  so  fair,  that  the  twain  knew  it  was  Christian  Lore* 
And  they  knelt  at  the  foot  of  the  throne,  and  putting  one 
hand  on  each  head,  she  blessed  them,  and  said :  ^  Happiness 
is  with  me ! "  And  that  throne  of  celestial  bloom  withered 
not  with  the  passing  years ;  and  the  queen  left  not  the 
throne  till  one  day  the  married  }>air  felt  stricken  in  years — 
felt  themselyes  called  away,  and  knew  not  which  way  to  go, 
and  the  queen  bounded  from  the  throne,  and  said :  **  Follow 
me ;  and  I  will  show  you  the  way  up  to  the  realm  of  erer-^ 
lasting  love."  And  so  they  went  up  to  sing  songs  of  loTe 
and  walk  on  pavements  of  loTe,  and  to  liye  together  in  man« 
sions  of  love,  and  to  rejoice  for  ever  in  the  truth,  that  God 
is  love. 
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"  What  is  your  Kfe? "— /omw  ir.  14. 

^  While  sereral  hundred  persons  were  gathered  in  the 
pulonrs  of  the  Central  Baptist  Church,  l^rracnse,  on  the 
evening  of  the  23rd  of  June,  the  floor  sndaenly  gave  way, 
precipitating  people  and  fomitore  into  the  room  l^low,  and 
pulling  the  ceiling  and  timbers  down  upon  theuL  Fourteen 
persons  were  killed  outright,  or  have  since  died,  and  nearly 
one  hundred  more  were  injured,  about  twenty  of  them 
severely.  The  floor  having  given  way  in  the  centre,  the 
hapless  victims  were  crowded  into  a  Y-shaped  vortex,  amid 
broken  timbers,  plastering,  and  furniture,  and  many  who 
were  unhurt  were  in  imminent  danger  of  suJSocation.  The 
pastor,  Eev.  Cteorge  T.  Dowling,  and  his  wife,  went  down 
with  tiie  rest,  but  both  escaped  with  scarcely  any  injuries. 
The  occasion  of  the  gathering  was  a  festival  by  the  ladies  of 
the  church,  and  a  *  Little  Old  Folks'  Concert '  by  the  children.'* 

SUCH  is  the  brief  newspaper  epitome  of  a  terrible  calamity 
which  has  lately  be&llen  a  Christian  community  in  the 
State  of  New  York. 

This  day  seems  oppressive  to  me  with  solemnities.  About 
to  come  up  through  the  "  Narrows  "  of  New  York  harbour 
is  a  vessel  bringing  all  that  remains  on  eeurth  of  the 
pleasure  party  that  went  out  on  the  14th  of  last  May, 
on  the  Lake  Geneva,  Switzerland.  Of  the  three  young 
men  who  perished  there,  only  one  body  has  been  re- 
claimed, and  parental  arms  from  our  city  are  stretched  out 
to  receive  it.  Welcome  back  to  thy  native  shores,  O  loved 
one,  though  then  comest  asleep!  Welcome,  though  it  be 
amid  a  rain  of  tears  and  the  snapping  of  heart-strings ! 
Semorseless  lake,  give  back  thy  dead !  We  would  have  them 
pillowed  in  our  cemeteries. 

While  meditating  upon  these  things,  there  comes  a  more 
startling  and  overpowering  cry  from  the  central  city  of  our 
own  State.    Many  whom  we  knew  were  in  that  catastrophe. 

K  2 
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And  now  the  call  from  New  York  harbour,  louder  tlian  the 
dash  of  the  wave,  and  the  call  from  Syracuse,  louder  than 
the  crackling  of  the  timbers,  unite  with  the  call  of  my  text 
in  demanding  "  What  is  your  life  ?  " 

The  anatomist,  with  knife  and  skilful  analysis,  has  sought 
to  find  out  the  secret  hiding-place  of  the  principle  of  life ; 
but  there  is  a  barred  gate- way  that  he  cannot  enter.  No 
satisfactory  definition  has  ever  been  given  of  what  life  is. 
In  complete  swoon,  when  all  muscular  action  of  the  heart 
has  stopped,  and  the  brain  lies  dormant,  life  may  still  exist, 
and,  rallying  its  scattered  forces,  march  on  to  threescore  Euad 
ten.  But  I  have  a  lamp  in  the  light  of  which  I  can  give  an 
intelligent  answer  to  this  question ;  and  so,  leaying  the 
anatomist  to  his  curious,  fascinating,  and  sublime  investiga- 
tion, I  come  in  the  light  of  the  Word  of  G-od  to  answer  the 
question :  "  What  is  your  life  ?  " 

There  may  be  now  and  then  in  our  existence  a  staccato 
passage ;  but,  for  the  most  part,  our  days  and  years  pass  in 
a  sort  of  monotone.  We  rise  in  the  morning,  we  breakfast, 
we  go  to  our  daily  occupation,  we  dine,  we  shake  hands,  we 
taste  our  evening  meal,  we  sleep ;  and  Tuesday  is  a  copy  of 
Monday,  and  Wednesday  is  an  echo  of  Tuesday.  If  you  are 
forty  years  of  age,  then  you  have  passed  fourteen  thousand 
six  hundred  days,  and  yet,  without  the  use  of  memorandum, 
you  cannot  give  me  an  account  of  fifty  of  them.  Our  days 
pass  on  with  even  pace,  so  that  we  seldom  estimate  what  we 
are,  what  we  have  been,  and  what  we  will  be.  Oh  that  this 
morning  this  solemn  and  overwhelming  providence  in  a  sister 
dty  might  come  to  our  ears,  and  give  startling  emphasis  to 
this  interlocutory  of  the  Apostle :  "  What  is  your  life  ?  " 

In  answering  this  question  of  my  text,  I  reply,  in  the  first 
place, 

OTJR  LIFE   IS   A   TEST. 

If  you  buy  goods,  you  very  soon  want  to  find  out  whether 
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they  are  reallj  worth  what  yon  paid  for  them.  Every  new 
ship  must  make  a  trial  trip.  If  you  bring  a  man  into  some 
important  position,  and  there  is  a  crisis  where  his  behaviour 
will  either  make  or  break  you,  you  say :  ''  Now  I  will  have  a 
chance  to  find  out  what  he  is."  Well,  every  man  is  on  his 
trial  trip.  Men,  angels,  and  devils  are  finding  out  what  is 
in  you,  what  you  are  worth,  and  what  your  weaknesses  are. 
No  man  liveth  to  himself.  Every  word  you  speak,  every 
action  you  perform,  has  a  thousand  echoes.  Earth,  and 
heaven,  and  hell  are  gazing  upon  your  behaviour,  and  you  are 
passing  the  trial.  You  are  watching  me,  to  see  whether  I  am 
Mthful  or  unfaithful ;  I  am  watching  you,  to  see  whether 
you  are  faithful  or  unfaithful ;  and  each  one  of  us  is  going 
now  through  the  solemn,  unmistakable,  tremendous  test. 

I  reply  still  further  to  the  question  of  my  text,  that  our 
life  is  an  apprenticeship.  A  man  works  at  a  trade  four  or  five 
years,  or  he  studies  for  a  profession  six  or  ten  years,  and 
then  lie  enters  what  he  considers  his  chief  mission.  But,  my 
brethren,  our  entire  life  on  earth  is  an  apprenticeship.  Not 
until  death  do  we  begin  our  chief  employment.  This  world 
is  not  our  principal  workshop.  All  the  inhabitants  of  heaven 
are  busy  for  ever.  The  Bible  says  they  rest  not  day  nor 
night.  If  to  carry  on  the  little  business  of  this  world,  it 
requires  so  many  hands,  and  feet,  and  minds,  who  can  esti- 
mate how  many  activities  will  be  required  to  carry  on  the 
enterprises  of  heayen  ?  When  our  little  world  is  finished 
and  burned  up,  is  the  whole  universe  to  stop  business  ?  Be- 
cause one  thread  and  needle  store  in  a  back  alley  fails,  is  all 
the  commerce  of  a  metropolis  arrested  P  Oh  no.  In  heaven 
there  will  be  no  sleeping,  no  idling.  That  Christian  woman 
who  feeds  the  sick  pauper  in  the  back  street,  will  be  a  queen 
over  an  infinite  realm  of  light,  and  joy,  and  glory.  And  that 
Christian  man  who  can  hardly  make  his  way  to  church  on 
crutches,  will  be  a  ministering  spirit,  fiying  to  one  of  the 
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farthest  outposts  of  God's  dominion.  We  do  not  work  in 
this  world;  we  are  only  getting  ready  to  work.  We  are 
apprentices,  and  have  not  served  our  time  out.  We  are 
students,  and  have  not  got  our  diplomas.  Death  is  to  be 
graduation.  It  will  be  commencement^daj. 
I  go  on  and  answer  the  question  of  m j  text,  bj  saying  that 

OTJB  LIFE   IS  A  CONFLICT. 

If  you  have  never  tried  to  control  your  passions,  if  you  have 

never  tried  to  subdue  your  temper,  if  you  haye  never  tried 

to  rouse  yourselves  up  to  a  better  manhood  or  womanhood, 

you  cannot  know  what  I  mean.    But  if  you  have  attempted 

to  live  a  holy  life,  and  to  be  better  and  to  do  better,  then  you 

sympathize  with  the  apostle  Paul  when  he  represented  our 

life  on  earth  a  war  with  the  world,  a  war  with  the  flesh,  a 

war  with  the  devil.    In  addition  to  the  struggle  you  have 

within,  you  have  had  a  thousand  outside  battles.    Sometimes 

it  has  been  against  poverty,   against  physical  distresses, 

against  bad  sodal  position,  against  an  unhappy  family  name. 

In  one  case  it  has  been  one  thing,  and  in  another  case  it  has 

been  another  thing ;  and  with  many  of  you,  up  to  this  point, 

it  has  been  a  hand-to-hand  fight ;  and  so  it  will  be  even  unto 

the  end.    There  is  no  tent  for  peaceful  encampment  but  the 

grave.    Life  a  conflict :  so  the  Bible  announces  it.    Life  a 

conflict :  so  your  own  eiperience  affirms  it. 

"  Most  I  be  carried  to  the  skies, 
On  flowery  beds  of  ease, 
While  others  fought  to  win  the  price 
And  sailed  through  bloody  seas  ?  " 

AgMn  I  answer  the  question  of  the  text,  by  saying  that  cur 
life  on  ecvrih  is  a  prophecy.  By  that  I  mean,  that  what  we  are 
inthis  world  we  will  be  in  the  world  to  coom,  <mly  on  a  larger 
scale.  If  a  hero  here,  a  hero  there.  If  a  dieat  here,  a  dieat 
there.  H  a  Christian  here,  a  Christian  there.  I  know  some- 
tmies  there  are  niarveUous  changes  in  the  last  hour  «{  life, 
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and  the  dying  thief  repenting  goes  into  Paradise ;  but  that 
is  the  exception.  The  probability  is,  my  brethren,  that  what 
you  are  in  the  present  time  you  will  be  in  the  future— what 
you  now  are  you  will  always  be,  only  with  wider  range.  The 
prophecy  is,  if  you  now  Iotc  that  which  is  unclean  and  un- 
righteous, you  will  always  Iotc  it.  If  your  highest  joy  is  in 
€k>d,  and  you  chief  ambition  to  be  like  Him,  you  are  on 
your  way  to  grandeurs  that  no  dream  ever  was  bright  enough 
to  depict.  I  judge  from  the  blossoms  what  the  fruit  is  going 
to  be  when  it  sets.  He  that  is  filthy  shall  be  filthy  still,  and 
he  that  is  holy  shall  be  holy  still.  On  banks  of  celestial 
joy  walks  the  consecrated  Alfred  Crookman.  In  dungeons  of 
starless  night  sits  John  Wilkes  Booth. 

I  reply  further  to  the  question  of  my  text,  **  What  is  your 
lifef  by  saying  that 

0T7B  LIFE  IS  A  PBEPABATION. 

If  we  are  going  on  a  long  journey,  we  want  some  time  to  get 
ready.  We  must  haye  extra  apparel.  We  want  our  guide- 
book. Our  comfort  on  the  journey  will  depend  very  much 
upon  what  we  start  with.  If  we  are  going  among  blood- 
thirsty sayages,  we  must  take  knife  and  pistol.  God  has 
started  us  out  on  a  journey  that  will  have  no  terminus,  and 
once  started  we  never  come  back.  Are  we  getting  ready  P 
Are  we  armed  P  That  question  you  hear  to-day ;  but  if  I 
should  utter  it  an  hour  from  now,  perhaps  you  might  not 
hear  it.  Life  is  a  preparation.  If  you  have  any  weapons  to 
sharpen,  you  had  better  sharpen  them  now.  If  you  have 
any  lamps  to  light,  you  had  better  light  them  now.  When 
death  once  shuts  the  door  of  the  sepulchre,  the  angel  of  re- 
pentance neyer  opens  it.  **  As  the  tree  f alleth,  so  it  must 
lie."  As  far  as  I  can  tell  your  case,  your  great  need  is  to 
get  rid  of  your  sins.  I  know  of  only  one  way  to  do  it.  The 
blood  of  Jesus  Christ  deanseth  from  all  sin;  and  though  yo« 
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may  this  morning  count  yourself  the  worst  sinner,  yon  may, 
by  the  grace  of  God,  become  the  best  saint.  ^' Where  m 
abounded,  grace  shall  much  more  abound." 

Again  I  answer  this  question  of  my  text  by  saying  our  lifs 
is  a  great  uncertamty.  Nobody  steps  out  of  life  as  he  expects 
to.  Though  a  man  may  have  bedn  sick  for  thirty  years,  he 
is  surprised  at  last  when  he  goes.  .  And  though  you  may 
have  known  some  one  in  invalidism  for  a  quarter  of  a 
century,  when  you  hear  he  has  departed,  you  throw  up  your 
hands  and  say :  *'  Is  it  possible  ?  "  We  can  make  no  calcu- 
lation about  the  future.  The  world  is  full  of  temptation  and 
of  peril.  We  do  not  know  how  our  children  will  turn  out. 
We  do  not  know  what  we  ourselves  might  be  tempted  to  do* 
We  resolve  on  one  thing,  we  do  another.  Our  associations 
change.  Our  plans  change.  We  change.  And  life  is  such 
a  complete  uncertainty,  that  I  would  not  want  to  live  one 
hour  without  the  grace  of  God,  and  I  very  certainly  would 
not  want  to  die  without  it.  Blessed  be  God,  I  feel  under 
my  feet,  this  morning,  a  rock  firmer  than  the  evedasting 
hills.  That  keeps  me  hopeful  and  confident.  No  overbear- 
ing autocrat  sits  on  the  throne  of  the  universe.  My  Father 
is  king ;  and  the  mountains  may  depart,  and  the  lulls  be  re- 
moved, but  His  goodness,  and  His  kindness,  and  His  grace, 
never,  never.  In  this  Christian  hope  I  have  indulged  for 
about  twenty-two  years;  and  while  I  should  be  sorry  to 
know  that  there  is  any  one  in  this  house  more  unworthy 
than  I  have  been,  still  I  can  tell. you  that  I  know  enough  of 
this  religion  to  recommend  it  everywhere,  and  always,  and 
to  say  that  the  kindest,  gentlest, 

THE   GRANDEST   FBIEND   A  MAN   EVEB   HAD 

is  Jesus.  I  know  Him.  I  believe  in  Him.  I  have  put  all 
my  hope  on  Him.  He  has  never  betrayed  me,  He  -will 
never  betray  you ;  and  the  best  thing  that  you  can  do  now 
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is  this  moment  to  surrender  yourselves  to  Him  for  time  and 
for  eternity.  But  do  not  take  my  experience.  It  is  compa- 
ratirely  brief.  There  are  some,  as  you  look  over  the  audi- 
ence, who  have  frost  on  the  brow — ask  them  what  they 
think  of  Jesus  P  Ask  them  whether  He  ever  betrayed  them. 
in  what  dark  hour  P  By  what  grave  ?  In  what  sickness  P 
A\  these  old  people  can  tell  you  a  better  story  than  I  can  of 
how  in  sickness  Christ  was  their  best  physician ;  and  how — 
when  they  came  to  give  the  last  kiss  to  the  cold  lips  that 
never  might  speak  again,  and  to  stand  on  the  verge  of  a 
grave  deep  enough  to  bury  all — they  found  Jesus  the  Com- 
forter; and  that  this  morning  their  brightest  anticipation 
of  the  future  is  the  presence  of  Him  whom,  having  not  seen, 
we  love ;  in  whom,  though  now  we  see  Him  not,  yet  believing, 
we  rejoice  with  a  joy  unspeakable  and  full  of  glory. 

I  thought  it  best  to  say  some  of  these  things  as  I  stand 
on  the  verge  of  my  summer  vacation,  for  I  will  be  absent 
from  you  until  September.  I  thought  I  would  give  my 
testimony  for  Jesus,  and  then  urge  you  to  look  after  this 
matter  immediately,  while  I  put  to  you  the  question  of  the 
text:  "  What  is  your  life  ?  " 

There  never  was  a  better  illustration  of  its  uncertainty 
than  we  find  in  the  disaster  of  our  sister  city.  Some  of  you 
think  of  Syracuse  only  as  a  dep6t  through  which  you  pass 
on  the  way  West.  Some  of  you,  who  know  it  better,  know  it 
to  be  one  of  the  most  industrious  and  busy  cities  on  the 
continent.  It  is  the  Golden  Gate  between  the  East  and  the 
West.  Through  its  heart  rolls  the  tide  of  a  nation's  life, 
beating  hard  with  the  motion  of  the  great  lakes  on  the  one 
side  and  the  ocean  on  the  other.  Its  convention  halls  filled 
with  popular  assemblages  that  have  come  there  to  decide 
great  questions  of  philajithrophy  or  politics.  On  either  bank 
of  this  rushing  stream  of  life  are  mansions,  coimting-rooms, 
stores,   shops — hives  where  the  voices  of  busy  men  hum 
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while  they  gather  in  the  honey  of  wealth*  Feet  shuffling, 
anvils  ringing,  bridges  rumbling,  printing-presses  rattling. 
Illumined  Lyceum,  and  literary  dub,  and  churdies  lighted 
for  week-night  senrices,  and  houses  swarming  with  fashion- 
able levee.  But  it  does  not  appear  to  me  especially  in  that 
light.  When  I  think  of  Syracuse,  I  think  of  it  as  the  place 
of  beautiful  homes,  and  warm  sympathies,  and  ardent  friend- 
ships, and  blessed  associations.  Among  the  happiest  years 
of  my  ministry  were  those  spent  in  that  dty,  and  the  sorrow 
comes  from  there  to  my  heart  to-day.  The  young  pastor  of 
that  church,  the  son  of  the  leading  minister  of  his  denomi- 
nation in  this  country,  had  only  a  few  months  ago  gone  to 
his  new  field;  and  last  Tuesday  night,  surrounded  by  his 
congregation,  in  a  merry  festival,  eyerything  going  plea- 
santly and  profitably  on,  with  a  sudden  crash  that  I  have  not 
the  heart  to  depict,  many  were  ushered  into  the  eternal  world, 
and  more  were  taken  out  half  dead.  Awful  wreck  of  youth  and 
old  age ;  bride  and  bridegroom ;  the  distinguished  and  the 
unknown.    That  city  to-day  is  frantic  with  grie^  and  already 

THE  LONG  PBOCBSSIOKS  HAVE  QOKE  OVT 

to  Oaklands,  that  beautiful  cemetery  where  I  have  helped  to 
put  down  some  of  my  very  best  friends.  It  is  a  good  place 
to  sleep  in.  Oh !  men  and  women  who  know  how  to  pray,  pray 
for  those  broken  hearts.  Oh !  men  and  women  who  have 
had  troubles  of  your  own,  cry  unto  Gk>d  for  that  groaning 
city — ^for  companions  bereft,  for  parents  suddenly  made 
childless,  for  homes  where  father  and  mother  will  never 
comCi  for  the  pastor  of  that  church,  that  he  may  come  forth 
from  this  anguish  of  soul  newly  set  apart  and  ordained  by 
the  *^  laying  on  of  hands "  of  this  calamity.  Issuing  from 
such  a  scene,  lie  wiU  be  mightily  in  earnest  now,  and  his  cry 
will  ring  through  the  dty :  **  What  is  your  life  P  **  But 
while  we  pray  for  them,  let  us  also  pray  for  ourselves.    Be 
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ye  also  ready.  Sisk  not  one  moment  away  from  Christ.  For 
all  tlie  Tinregenerate  and  unpardoned  there  is  not  one  hour  of 
safety  between  this  and  the  judgment-day,  and  after  that 
there  will  be  a  tumbling  in  of  eternal  calamities.  Tour  first, 
your  second,  your  hundredth,  your  thousandth,  your  last  want 
is  a  heart  changed  by  the  almighty  grace  of  God.  Oh !  get 
it  now.  Bow  your  head  on  the  back  of  the  seat  in  front  of 
you,  and  be  quick  in  surrendering  yourselves  to  Jesus.  He 
is  mighty  to  save,  and  He  would  just  as  lief  do  it  now  as 
any  time.  I  do  not  think  that  cowardice  is  a  characteristic 
of  my  nature,  and  yet  I  tell  you  plainly  that  I  would  not 
dare  to  walk  down  the  street,  or  cross  the  ferry,  were  it  not 
for  a  hope  in  Christ  that  whatever  happens  to  my  body  my 
immortal  soul  shall  go  free.  Why,  the  air  is  so  full  of  perils, 
flying  this  way,  flying  that,  flying  before  your  face,  flying 
behind  your  back,  flying  within,  flying  without,  that  we  need 
God's  promises  hovering  over  us  like  a  canopy,  and  mar- 
shalled all  around  us  like  an  armed  host. 

Standing  as  we  do  at  the  beginning  of  a  season  when  there 
is  more  sickness  than  at  other  times  in  the  same  year,  and 
when  many  of  us  will  be  exposed  to  additional  perils  by 
travel,  I  thought  it  this  morning  better  for  me  to  cry  out 
with  an  emphasis  deepened  by  the  calamity  at  the  West, 
asking  you  ''  What  is  your  life  ?  "  Is  it  a  test  P  Make  a 
successful  experiment.  Is  it  an  apprenticeship?  Make  it 
an  industrious  one.  Is  it  a  conflict  ?  Fight  a  brave  fight. 
Is  it  a  prophecy  ?  Let  it  foretell  glorious  results.  Is  it  a 
preparation  ?  Make  sure  work.  Is  it  an  uncertainty  ?  Get 
a  Divine  insurance.  Tou  say:  ''I  will  do  this,  I- will  do 
that.  I  will  go  into  this  city,  and  I  will  get  gain."  Whereas 
you  know  not  what  shall  be  on  the  morrow ;  for  ''What  is 
your  life  ?  "  ''It  is  even  as  a  vapour  that  appeareth  for  a 
little  season,  and  then  vanishetb  away,'' 
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"  Other  Bheep  I  have  which  are  not  of  this  fold." — John  x.  16. 

THERE  is  no  monopoly  in  religion.  The  grace  of  G-od  is 
not  a  little  property  that  we  may  fence  off  and  have 
all  to  ourselves.  It  is  not  a  king's  park  at  which  we  look 
through  a  barred  gate-way,  wishing  that  we  might  go  in 
and  see  the  deer  and  the  statuary,  and  pluck  the  flowers  and 
fruits  in  the  royal  conservatory.  No,  it  is  the  Father's 
orchard,  and  everywhere  there  are  bars  that  we  may  let 
down  and  gates  that  we  may  swing  open. 

In  my  boyhood,  next  to  the  country  school-house,  there 
was  an  orchard  of  apples,  owned  by  a  very  lame  man,  who, 
although  there  were  apples  in  the  pl^  perpetually  decaying, 
and  by  scores  and  scores  of  bushels,  never  would  allow  any 
of  us  to  touch  the  fruit.  One  day,  in  the  sinfulness  of  a 
nature  inherited  from  our  first  parents,  who  were  ruined  by 
the  same  temptation,  some  of  us  invaded  that  orchard ;  but 
soon  retreated,  for  the  man  came  after  us  at  a  speed  reck- 
less of  making  his  lameness  worse,  and  cried  out :  ''  Boys, 
drop  those  apples,  or  I'll  set  the  dog  on  you ! " 

Well,  my  friends,  there  are  Christian  men  who  have  the 
Church  under  severe  guard.  There  is  fruit  in  this  orchard 
for  the  whole  world;  but  they  have  a  rough  and  unsym- 
pathetic way  of  accosting  outsiders,  as  though  they  had  no 
business  here,  though  the  Lord  wants  them  all  to  come  and 
take  the  largest  and  the  ripest  fruit  on  the  premises.  Have 
you  an  idea  that  because  you  were  baptized  at  thirteen 
months  of  age,  and  because  you  have  all  your  life  been  under 
hallowed  influences,  that  therefore  you  have  a  right  to  one 
whole  side  of  the  Lord's  table,  spreading  yourself  out  and 
taking  up  the  entire  room.  I  tell  you  no.  You  will  have  to 
haul  in  your  elbows,  for  I  shall  to-night  place  on  either  side 
of  you  those  whom  you  never  expected  would  sit  there ;  for, 
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as  Clirist  said  to  tlie  Jews  long  ago,  so  He  says  to  you  and 
to  me  to-night :  ^  Other  sheep  I  have  which  are  not  of  this 
fold." 

MacDonaldy  the  Scotchman,  has  four  or  five  dozen  head  of 
sheep.  Some  of  them  are  browsing  on  the  heather,  some  of 
them  are  lying  down  under  the  trees,  some  of  them  are  in 
his  yard ;  they  are  scattered  around  in  eight  or  ten  different 
places.  Cameron,  his  neighbour,  comes  over  and  says  :  "  I 
see  you  have  thirty  sheep;  I  have  just  counted  them.'' 
"No,"  says  MacDonald,  "I  have  a  great  many  more  sheep 
than  that.  Some  are  here,  and  some  are  elsewhere.  They 
are  scattered  all  around  about.  I  have  four  or  five  thousand 
in  my  flocks.  *  Other  sheep  I  have  which  are  not  in  this 
fold.' " 

So  Christ  says  to  us.  Here  is  a  knot  of  Christians  and 
there  is  a  knot  of  Christians,  but  they  make  up 

A  SMALL   PAST   OF   THE   FLOCK. 

Here  is  the  Episcopal  fold,  the  Methodist  fold,  the  Lutheran 
fold,  the  Congregational  fold,  the  Presbyterian  fold,  the 
Baptist  and  the  Pedo-Baptist  fold,  the  only  difference 
between  these  last  two  being  the  mode  of  sheep- washing ; 
and  so  they  are  scattered  all  over ;  and  we  come  with  our 
statistics,  and  say  there  are  so  many  thousand  of  the  Lord's 
sheep ;  but  Christ  responds :  **  No,  no ;  you  have  not  seen 
more  than  one  out  of  a  thousand  of  my  flock.  They  are 
scattered  all  over  the  earth.  *  Other  sheep  I  have  which  are 
not  of  this  fold.' " 

Christ,  in  my  text,  was  prophesying  the  conversion  of  the 
Gentiles  with  as  much  confidence  as  though  they  were  already 
converted,  and  He  is,  to-night,  in  the  words  of  my  text,  pro- 
phesying the  coming  of  a  great  multitude  of  outsiders  that 
you  never  supposed  would  come  in,  saying  to  you  and  saying 
to  me :  "  Other  sheep  I  have  which  are  not  of  this  fold." 
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In  the  first  place,  I  reaiark,  that  the  heayenlj  Shepherd 
will  find  many  of  his  sheep  amid  the  non-church  goers.  There 
are  congregations  where  thej  are  all  Christians,  and  they 
seem  to  be  completely  finished,  and  they  remind  one  of  the 
skeleton-leares  which,  by  chemical  preparation,  have  had  all 
the  greenness  and  verdure  taken  off  of  them,  and  are  left 
cold,  and  white,  and  delicate,  nothing  wanting  but  a  glass 
case  to  put  orer  them.  The  minister  of  Christ  has  nothing 
to  do  with  snch  Christians  but  to  come  once  a  week,  and 
with  ostrich  feather  dust  off  the  accnmnlation  of  the  last 
six  days,  leaving  them  bright  and  crystalline  as  before.  But 
the  other  kind  of  a  Chnrch  is  an  armonry,  with  perpetual 
sound  of  drum  and  fife,  gathering  recruits  for  the  Lord  of 
hosts.  We  say  to  every  applicant :  **  Do  you  want  to  be  on 
Ck)d  s  side,  the  safe  side  and  the  happy  side  ?  If  so,  come 
in  the  armoury  and  get  equipped.  Here  is  a  bath  in  which 
to  be  cleansed.  Here  are  sandals  to  put  upon  your  feet. 
Here  is  a  helmet  for  your  brow.  Here  is  a  breast-plate  for 
your  heart.  Here  is  a  sword  for  your  right  arm,  and  yonder 
is  the  battle-field.    Quit  yourselves  like  men ! " 

There  are  some  here,  to-night,  who  say :  *^  I  stopped  going 
to  churdi  ten  or  twenty  years  ago."  My  brother,  is  it  not 
strange  that  you  should  be  the  first  man  I  should  talk  to  to- 
night? I  know  all  your  case;  I  know  it  very  well.  You 
have  not  been  accustomed  to  come  into  the  house  of  Gk>d^ 
but  I  have  a  surprising  announcement  to  make  to  you :  you 
are  going  to  become  one  of  the  Lord's  sheep.  "  Ah,"  you 
say,  "  it  is  impossible.  You  don't  know  how  far  I  am  from 
anything  of  that  kind."  I  know  all  about  it.  I  have  wan- 
dered up  and  down  the  world,  and  I  understand  your  case. 
I  have  a  still  more  startling  announcement  to  make  in  regard 
to  you :  you  are  not  only  going  to  become  one  of  the  Lord's 
sheep,  but  you  will  become  one  to-night.  You  will  stay  after 
this  service  to  be  talked  with  about  your  soul.    People  of 


THB  OUTSIDI  8HSEP.  191 

Gody  pray  for  tliat  man !  That  is  the  only  use  for  you  to- 
night. I  shall  not  break  off  so  much  as  a  crumb  for  yon, 
ChiistiaiiB,  in  this  sermon,  for  I  am  going  to  give  it  all  to 
the  outsiders.  **  Other  sheep  I  have  which  are  not  of  this 
fold.'* 

Last  year,  when  the  Ailantie  went  to  pieces  on  Mars'  Eock, 
and  the  people  clambered  up  on  the  beach,  why  did  not  that 
heroic  minister  of  the  Gospel,  of  whom  we  have  all  read,  sit 
down  and  take  care  of  those  men  on  the  beach,  wrapping 
them  in  flannels,  kindling  fire  for  them,  seeing  that  they  got 
plenty  of  food  P  Ah,  he  knew  that  there  were  others  who 
would  do  that.  He  says:  ''Yonder  are  men  and  women 
freezing  in  the  rigging  of  that  wreck.  Boys,  launch  the 
boat !  **  And  now  I  see  the  oar-blades  bend  under  the  strong 
pull;  but  before  they  reached  the  rigging  a  woman  was 
frosen  and  dead.  She  was  washed  off,  poor  thing !  But  he 
says :  ''There  is  a  man  to  save ; "  and  he  cries  out :  ''  Hold 
on  five  minutes  longer,  and  I  will  save  you.  Steady !  Steady ! 
CKre  me  your  hand.  Leap  into  the  life-boat.  Thank  God, 
he  is  saTed ! "  So  there  are  those  here,  to-night,  who  are 
safe  on  the  shore  of  God's  mercy.  I  will  not  spend  anytime 
with  them  at  aU ;  but  I  see  there  are  some  who  are  freezing 
in  the  rigging  of  sin,  and  surrounded  by  perilous  storms. 
Poll  away,  my  lads !  Let  us  reach  them !  Alas !  one  is 
washed  off  and  gone.  There  is  one  more  to  be  saved.  Let 
us  pusb  out  for  that  one. 

CLTTFOH  THfi  BOFE. 

Oh !  dying  man,  clutch  it  as  with  a  death-grip.  Steady,  now,. 
on  tbe  slippery  places.  Steady.  There !  Sared !  Saved ! 
Just  as  I  thought.  For  Christ  has  declared  that  there  are 
some  still  in  the  breakers  who  shall  come  ashore.  ''  Other 
sheep  I  have  which  are  not  of  this  fold." 
Christ  commands  His  ministers  to  be  fishermen ;  and  when 
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I  go  fishing  I  do  not  want  to  go  among  other  churches,  hut 
into  the  wide  world ;  not  sitting  along  Hohokus  Creek,  where 
eight  or  ten  other  persons  are  sitting  with  hook  and  line, 
but,  like  the  fishermen  of  Newfoundland,  sailing  off  and 
dropping  net  away  outside,  forty  or  fifty  miles  from  shore. 
Yes,  there  are  non-church-goers  here  who  will  come  in. 
Next  Sabbath  morning  and  evening  they  will  be  here  again^ 
or  in  some  better  church.  They  are  this  moment  being  swept 
into  Christian  associations.  Their  voice  will  be  heard  in 
public  prayer.  They  will  die  in  peace,  their  bed  surrounded 
by  Christian  sympathies,  and  be  carried  out  by  devout  men 
to  be  buried,  and  on  their  grave  be  chiselled  the  words: 
'' Precious  in  the  sight  of  the  Lord  is  the  death  of  his  saints." 
And  on  Eesurrection-Day  you  will  get  up  with  the  dear 
children  you  have  already  buried  and  with  your  Christian 
parents  who  have  already  won  the  palm.  And  all  that  grand 
and  glorious  history  begins  to-night.  '^  Other  sheep  I  have 
which  are  not  of  this  fold." 

I  remark,  again,  the  Heavenly  Shepherd  is  going  to  find 
a  great  many  of  His  sheep  among  those  who  are  posUive 
rejectora  of  Christianity.  I  do  not  know  how  you  came  to 
reject  Christianity.  It  may  have  been  through  hearing 
Theodore  Parker  preach,  or  through  reading  Eenan's  "  Life 
of  Jesus,"  or  through  the  infidel  talk  of  some  young  man 
in  your  store.  It  may  have  been  through  the  trickery  of 
some  professed  Christian  man  who  disgusted  you  with 
religion.  I  do  not  ask  you  how  you  became  so;  but  you 
frankly  tell  me  to-night  that  you  do  reject  it.  You  do  not 
believe  that  Christ  is  a  Divine  being,  although  you  admit 
that  He  was  a  very  good  man.  You  do  not  believe  that  tiie 
Bible  was  inspired  of  God,  although  you  think  that  there 
are  some  very  fine  things  in  it.  You  believe  that  the  Scrip- 
tural description  of  Eden  was  only  an  allegory.  There  are 
fifty  things  that  I  believe  that  you  do  not  believe.    And  yet 
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jcm  ftie  aji  acoommodatiiig  Bian.  Ererybodj  tliat  knows 
yon  says  that  of  yon.  If  I  should  ask  you  to  do  a  kindness 
for  me,  or  if  any  one  else  shoold  ask  of  yon  a  kindness,  you 
would  do  iL  NoWy  I  hare  a  kindness  to  ask  of  you  to-nigbt. 
It  is  something  that  will  cost  you  nothing  and  will  give  me 
great  delight.  I  want  you  by  experiment  to  try  the  power 
of  Christ's  religion.  If  I  should  come  to  you,  and  you  were 
Tery  sibk,  and  doctors  had  given  you  up,  and  said  there  was 
no  chance  for  you,  and  I  should  take  out  a  bottle,  and  say : 
"^  Here  is  a  medicine  that  will  cure  you  ;  it  has  cured  fifty 
people,  and  it  will  core  you."  Ton  would  say :  "  1  have  no 
confidence  in  it."  I  would  say:  "Won't  you  take  it  to  oblige 
me  P  "  "  Well,"  you  would  say :  "  if  it's  any  accommodation 
to  you,  ril  take  it."  My  friend,  will  you  be  just  as  accom- 
modating in  matters  of  religion?  There  are  some  of  you 
who  have  found  out  that  this  world  cannot  satisfy  your  souL 
You  are  like  the  man  who  told  me  last  Sabbath  night,  after 
the  service  was  over,  ^  I  have  tried  this  world  and  found  it 
an  insufficient  portion.  Tell  me  of  something  better."  You 
have  oome  to  that.  You  are  sick  for  the  need  of  Divine 
medicament.  Now,  I  come  and  tell  you  of  a  Physician  who 
will  core  you,  who  has  cured  hundreds  and  hundreds  who 
were  sick  as  you  are.  "  Oh,"  you  say,  "  I  have  no  confidence 
in  Him."  But  will  you  not  try  him  ?  Accommodate  me  in 
this  matter ;  oblige  me  in  this  matter ;  just  try  Him.  I  am 
very  certain  He  will  cure  you.  You  reply :  "  I  have  no 
especial  confidence  in  Him ;  but  if  you  ask  me  as  a  matter 
of  accommodation,  introduce  Him."  So  I  do  introduce  Him 
— Christ,  the  Physician,  who  has  cured  more  blind  eyes,  and 
healed  more  ghastly  wounds,  and  bound  up  more  broken 
hearts  than  all  the  doctors  since  the  time  of  ^sculapius. 
That  Divine  Physician  is  here.  Are  you  not  ready  to  try 
Him  ?  Will  you  not,  as  a  pure  matter  of  experiment,  try 
Him,  and  state  your  case  before  Him  to-night  ? 

o 
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HOLD   NOTHINQ  BACK   FBOM   HIM. 

If  you  cannot  pray,  if  you  do  not  know  how  to  pray  any  other 
way,  say  **  O  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  this  is  a  strange  thing  for 
me  to  do.  I  know  nothing  about  the  formulas  of  religion. 
These  Christian  people  have  been  talking  so  long  about  what 
Thou  canst  do  for  me.  I  am  ready  to  do  whatever  Thou 
eommandest  me  to  do.  I  am  ready  to  take  whatever  Thou 
eommandest  me  to  take.  If  there  be  any  power  in  religion, 
as  these  people  say,  let  me  have  the  advantage  of  it."  WiU 
you  try  that  experiment  to-night  ?  I  do  not  at  this  point  of 
my  discourse  say  that  there  is  anything  in  religion ;  but  I 
simply  say,  try  it — try  it.  Do  not  take  my  counsel  or  the 
counsel  of  any  clergyman,  if  you  despise  clergymen.  Perhaps 
we  may  be  talking  professionally ;  perhaps  we  may  be  pre- 
judiced in  the  matter ;  perhaps  we  may  be  hypocritical  in 
our  utterances ;  perhaps  we  may  preach  because  we  are  paid 
to  preach ;  perhaps  our  advice  is  not  worth  taking.  Then 
take  the  counsel  of  some  very  respectable  layman,  as  John 
Milton,  the  poet ;  as  William  Wilberf orce,  the  statesman ; 
as  Isaac  Newton,  the  astronomer;  as  Bobert  Boyle,  the 
philosopher;  as  Locke,  the  metaphysician.  They  never 
preached  or  pretended  to  preach ;  and  yet  putting  down,  one 
his  telescope,  and  another  his  parliamentary  scroll,  and 
another  his  electrician's  wire,  they  all  declare  the  adapted- 
ness  of  Christ's  religion  to  the  wants  and  troubles  of  the 
world.  If  you  will  not  take  the  recommendation  of  ministers 
of  the  G-ospel,  then  take  the  recommendations  of  highly 
respectable  laymen.  Oh  men,  sceptical  and  struck  through 
with  unrest,  would  you  not  like  to  have  some  of  the  peace 
which  broods  over  our  souls  to-night  ?  I  know  idl  about 
jour  doubts.  I  have  been  through  them  all.  I  have  gone 
through  all  the  curriculum.  I  have  doubted  whetiier  tiiefe 
is  a  God,  whether  Christ  is  God.  I  have  doubted  whether 
the  Bible  was  true,  I  have  doubted  the  immortality  of  the 
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«oul,  I  liare  doubted  my  own  existence,  I  have  doubted 
everytliing ;  and  yet,  out  of  that  hot  desert  of  doubt  I  have 
come  into  the  broad,  luxuriant,  sunshiny  land  of  Gospel  hope, 
and  peaoe,  and  comfort ;  and  so  I  have  confidence  in  preach- 
ing to  you  and  asking  you  to  come  in.  However  often  you 
may  have  spoken  against  the  Bible,  or  however  much  you 
may  have  caricatured  religion,  step  ashore  from  that  rocking 
and  tumultuous  sea.  If  you  go  home  to-night  adhering  to 
your  infidelities,  you  will  not  sleep  one  wink.  You  do 
not  want  your  children  to  come  up  with  your  scepti- 
cism. You  cannot  afford  to  die  in  that  midnight  darkness, 
can  you  ?  If  you  do  not  believe  in  anything  else,  you  believe 
in  love — a  father's  love,  a  mother's  love,  a  wife's  love,  a 
child's  love.  Then  let  me  tell  you  that  God  loves  you  more 
than  them  all.  Oh,  you  must  come  in.  You  will  come  in. 
The  great  heart  of  Christ  aches  to  have  you  come  in,  and 
Jesus  this  very  moment — ^whether  you  sit  or  stand — looks 
into  your  eyes  and  says :  '^  Other  sheep  I  have  which  are  not 
of  this  fold." 

Again  I  remark  that  the  Heavenly  Shepherd  is  going  to 
find  a  great  many  sheep  among  those  who  ha/oe  been  flung  of 
evU  hahii.  It  makes  me  mad  to  see  Christian  people  give  up 
a  prodigal  as  lost.  There  are  those  who  talk  as  though  the 
grace  of  God  were  a  chain  of  forty  or  fifty  links,  and  after 
they  had  run  out,  there  was  nothing  to  touch  the  depth  of  a 
.  very  bad  case.  If  they  were  hunting  and  got  off  the  track 
of  the  deer,  they  would  look  longer  among  the  brakes  and 
bushes  for  the  lost  game  than  they  have  been  looking  for 
that  lost  soul.  People  tell  us  that  if  a  man  has  deliriuin 
tremens  twice,  he  cannot  be  reclaimed ;  that  after  a  woman 
has  fallen  from  her  integrity,  she  cannot  be  restored.  The 
Bible  has  distinctly  intimated  that  the  Lord  Almighty  is 
ready  to  pardon  four  hundred  and  ninety  times ;  that  is, 
seventy  times  seven.    There  are  men  before  the  throne  of 

o2 
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God  who  have  wallowed  in  every  kind  of  sin ;  but,  saved 
by  the  grace  of  Jesus,  and  washed  in  His  blood,  they  stand 
there  radiant  now.  There  are  those  who  plunged  into  the 
very  lowest  hell  of  Elm- street,  New  York,  who  have  for  the 
tenth  time  been  lifted  up,  and  finally,  by  the  grace  of  God, 
they  stand  in  heaven  gloriously  rescued  by  the  grace  pro- 
mised to  the  chief  of  sinners.    I  want  to  tell  you  that 

GOD   LOVES   TO   TAKE   HOLD 

of  a  very  bad  case.  When  the  Church  casts  you  off,  and 
when  the  club-room  casts  you  off,  and  when  society  casts  you 
off,  and  when  business  associates  cast  you  off,  and  when 
father  casts  you  off,  and  when  mother  casts  you  off,  and 
when  everybody  casts  you  off,  your  first  cry  for  help  will 
bend  the  Eternal  God  dear  down  into  the  ditch  of  your  suf- 
fering and  shame.  The  Good  Templars  cannot  save  you, 
although  they  are  a  grand  institution.  The  Sons  of  Tem- 
perance cannot  save  you,  although  they  are  mighty  for  good. 
Signing  the  temperance  pledge  cannot  save  you,  although  I 
believe  in  it.  Nothing  but  the  grace  of  the  Eternal  €k>d  can 
save  you,  and  that  will  if  you  will  throw  yourself  on  it. 
There  is  a  man  in  this  house  to-night  who  said  to  me  during 
the  week :  "  Unless  God  helps  me,  I  cannot  be  delivered.  I 
have  tried  everything,  sir ;  but  now  I  have  got  in  the  habit 
of  prayer,  and  when  I  come  to  a  drinking  saloon  I  pray  that 
God  will  take  me  safe  past,  and  I  pray  until  I  am  past.  He 
does  help  me."  For  every  man  given  to  strong  drink 
there  are  scores  of  traps  set;  and  when  he  goes  out  on 
business  to-morrow,  with  his  bill  of  goods,  on  Broadway, 
or  John-street,  or  Walter-street,  or  Fulton-avenue,  or 
Atlantic-avenue,  he  will  be  in  infinite  peril,  and  no  one  but 
the  everywhere  present  God  can  see  that  man  through.  Oh ! 
they  talk  about  the  catacombs  of  Naples,  and  the  catacombs  of 
Borne,  and  the  catacombs  of  Egypt — ^the  burial  places  tinder 
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the  dij  wliere  the  dust  of  a  great  muUitude  lie ;  but  I  tell 
you  Brooklyn  has  its  catacombs,  and  New  York  its  cata- 
combsy  and  Boston  its  catacombs,  and  Philadelphia  its 
catacombs.  They  are  the  underground  restaurants,  full  of 
dead  men's  bones  and  all  uncleanness.  Young  man,  you 
know  it.  God  help  you.  There  is  no  need  of  going  into  the 
art  gallery  to  see  in  skilful  sculpture  that  wonderful  repre- 
sentation of  a  man  and  his  sons  wound  around  with  ser- 
pents. 

There  are  families  represented  in  this  house  to-night 
that  are  wrapped  in  the  martyrdom  of  fang  and  scale  and 
venom — a  living  Laocoon  of  ghastliness  and  horror.  What 
are  you  to  do  ?  I  am  not  speaking  into  the  air.  I  am  talk- 
ing to-night  to  hundreds  of  men  who  must  be  saved  by 
Christ's  Gospel,  or  never  saved  at  all.  What  are  you  going 
to  do  ?  Do  not  put  your  trust  in  bromide  of  potassium,  or 
in  Jamaica  ginger,  or  anything  that  apothecaries  can  mix. 
Put  your  trust  only  in  the  Eternal  God,  and  He  will  see  you 
through.  Some  of  you  do  not  have  temptations  every  day. 
It  is  a  periodic  temptation  that  comes  every  six  weeks,  or 
every  three  moiiths,  when  it  seems  as  if  the  powers  of 
darlmess  kindle  around  about  your  tongue  the  fires  of  the 
pit. 

It  is  well  enough,  at  such  a  time,  as  some  of  you  do, 
to  seek  medical  coxmsel ;  but  your  first  and  most  importu- 
nate cry  must  be  to  God.  If  the  fiends  will  drag  you  to  the 
slaugbter,  make  them  do  it  on  your  knees.  0  God !  now 
that  the  paroxysm  of  thirst  is  coming  again  upon  that  man, 
help  him !  Fling  back  into  the  pit  of  hell  the  fiend  that 
assaults  his  soul  this  moment.  Oh !  my  heart  aches  to  see 
men  go  on  in  this  fearful  struggle  without  Christ. 

There  are  to-night  in  this  house  those  whose  hands  so 
tremble  from  dissipation  that  they  can  hardly  hold  a  book ; 
and  yet  I  have  to  tell  you  that 
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T^ET  WILL   YET   PBEACH  THE   GOSPEL, 

and  on  communion  days  carry  around  tlie  consecrated  breads 
acceptable  to  everybody,  because  of  their  boly  life,  and  their 
consecrated  behaviour.  The  Lord  is  going  to  save  you. 
Your  home  has  got  to  be  rebuilt.  Your  physical  health  has 
got  to  be  restored.  Your  worldly  business  has  got  to  bo 
reconstructed.  The  Church  of  God  is  going  to  rejoice  over 
your  discipleship.  ''Other  sheep  I  have  which  are  not  of 
this  fold." 

While  I  have  hope  for  all  prodigals,  there  are  some  people 
in  this  house  to-night  whom  I  give  up  as  lost.  I  mean  those- 
who  have  been  church-goers  all  their  life,  who  have  main* 
tained  outward  morality,  but  who,  notwithstanding  twenty, 
thirty,  forty  years  of  Christian  advantages,  have^  never 
yielded  their  heart  to  Christ.  They  are  GK>spel  hardened. 
I  could  call  their  names  now,  and  if  they  would  rise  up 
they  would  rise  up  in  scores.  Gospel  hardened!  A 
sermon  has  no  more  effect  upon  them  than  the  shining^ 
of  the  moon  on  the  city  pavement.  As  Christ  says :  "  The 
publicans  and  harlots  will  go  into  the  kingdom  of  God 
before  them."  They  have  resisted  all  tie  importunity  of 
Divine  mercy,  and  have  gone,  during  these  thirty  years, 
through  most  powerful  earthquakes  of  religious  feeling,  and 
they  are  farther  away  from  God  than  ever.  After  awhile 
they  will  lie  down  sick,  and  some  day  it  will  be  told  that 
they  are  dead.    No  hope ! 

But  I  turn  to  outsiders  with  a  hope  that  thrills  through 
my  body  and  soul.  "  Other  sheep  I  have  which  are  not  of 
this  fold."  You  are  not  Gospel  hardened.  You  have  not 
heard  or  read  many  sermons  during  the  last  few  years.  As^ 
you  came  in  to-night  everything  was  novel,  and  all  the  ser- 
vices are  suggestive  of  your  early  days.  How  sweet  the 
opening  hymn  sounded  in  your  ears,  and  how  blessed  it  is  in 
this  place  !     Everything  suggestive  of  heaven.    You  do  noi 
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weep,  bat  the  Bhower  is  not  far  off.  You  sigL,  and  jou  liaye 
noticed  that  there  is  always  a  sigh  in  the  wind  before  the  rain 
falls.  There  are  those  here  who  would  give  anything  if  thej 
could  find  relief  in  tears.  Thej  saj :  *^  Oh,  my  wasted  life1 
Oh,  the  bitter  past!  Oh,  the  graves  over  which  I  have 
stumbled!  Whether  shall  I  flj?  Alas  for  the  future  1 
Everything  is  dark — so  dark,  so  dark.  God  help  me !  €k>d 
pity  me ! "  Thank  the  Lord  for  that  last  utterance.  You 
have  begun  to  pray,  and  when  a  man  begins  to  petition,  that 
sets  all  heaven  flying  this  way,  and  God  steps  in  and  beats 
back  the  hounds  of  temptation  to  their  kennel,  and  around 
about  the  poor  wounded  soul  puts  the  covert  of  His  pardon- 
ing mercy.  Hark !  I  hear  something  fall.  What  was  that  ? 
It  is  the  bars  of  the  fence  around  the  sheep-fold.  The 
shepherd  lets  them  down,  and  the  hunted  sheep  of  the  moun- 
tain bound  in;  some  of  them  their  fleece  torn  with  the 
brambles,  some  of  them  their  feet  lame  with  the  dogs ;  but 
bounding  in.  Thank  Gt>d!  *^  Other  sheep  I  have  which  are 
not  of  this  fold." 


THE    WHOLESALE    SLAUGHTER. 

Who  slew  all  these  ?  "—2  Kings  i.  10. 

I  SEE  a  long  row  of  baskets  coming  up  towards  the  palace 
of  king  Jehu.  I  am  somewhat  inquisitive  to  find  out 
what  is  in  the  baskets.  I  look  in  and  I  find  the  gory  heads 
of  seventy  slain  princes.  As  the  baskets  arrive  at  the  gate 
of  the  palace,  the  heads  are  thrown  into  two  heaps,  one  on 
either  side  the  gate.  Li  the  morning,  the  king  comes  out, 
and  he  looks  upon  the  bleeding,  ghastly  heads  of  the 
massacred  princes.  Looking  on  either  side  the  gate,  he  cries 
out  with  a  ringing  emphasis :  "  Who  slew  all  these  r " 
We  have,  my  friends,  lived  to  see  a  more  fearful  massacre. 
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There  is  no  use  of  my  taking  up  your  time  this  morning  in 
trying  to  give  you  statistics  about  the  devastatioui  and  the 
yuin,  and  the  death  which  strong  drink  has  wrought  in  this 
country.  Statistics  do  not  seem  to  mean  anything.  We 
are  so  hardened  under  these  statistics,  that  the  fact  that  fifty 
thousand  more  men  are  slain,  or  fifty  thousand  less  men  are 
slain,  seem,  to  make  no  positive  impression  on  the  public 
mind.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  intemperance  has  slain  an 
kinumerable  company  of  princes— the  children  of  God's 
royal  family ;  and  at  the  gate  of  the  Church  there  are  two 
heaps  of  the  slain ;  and  at  the  door  of  the  household  there 
are  two  heaps  of  the  slain ;  and  at  the  door  of  the  legislatiye 
hall  there  are  two  heaps  of  the  slain ;  and  at  the  door  of  the 
university  there  are  two  heaps  of  the  slain ;  and  at  the  gate 
of  this  nation  there  are  two  heaps  of  the  slain.  When  I 
look  upon  the  desolation  I  am  almost  frantic  with  the  scene, 
while  I  cry  out :  "  Who  slew  all  these  ?  "  I  can  answer  that 
question  in  half  a  minute.  The  ministers  of  Christ  who 
have  given  no  warning ;  the  courts  of  law  that  have  offered 
the  licensure ;  the  women  who  give  strong  drink  on  New 
Year's  Day ;  the  fathers  and  mothers  who  have  rum  on  the 
sideboard ;  the  hundreds  of  thousands  of  Christian  men  and 
women  in  the  land  who  are  staled  in  their  indifference  on 
this  subject — they  slew  all  these ! 

I  am  now  going  to  tell  you  what  I  think  are  the  sorrows 
and  the  doom  of  the  drunkard,  so  that  you  to  whom  I  speak 
may  not  come  to  the  place  of  torment. 

Some  one  says :  *'  You  had  better  let  those  subjects  alone.'' 
Why,  my  brethren,  we  would  be  glad  to  let  them  alone  if 
they  would  let  us  alone ;  but  when  I  have  in  my  pocket  now 
four  requests  saying :  "  Pray  for  my  husband ;  pray  for  my 
son ;  pray  for  my  brother ;  pray  for  my  friend  who  is  the 
captive  of  strong  drink,"  I  reply :  "  we  are  ready  to  let 
that  question  alone  when  it  is  willing  to  let  us  alone  j  but 
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when  it  stands  blocking  np  the  way  to  heaven,  and  keeping 
multitudes  who  are  in  the  house  of  God  this  morning  away 
from  Christ  and  heaven,  I  dare  not  be  silent,  lest  the  Lord 
require  their  blood  at  my  hands. 

I  think  the  subject  has  been  kept  back  very  much  by  the 
merriment  people  make  over  those  slain  by  strong  drink.  I 
used  to  be  very  merry  over  these  things,  having  a  keen 
sense  of  the  ludicrous.    There  was 

SOMETHING   VERY   GROTESQUE 

in  the  gait  of  a  drunkard.  It  is  not  so  now,  for  I  saw  in 
one  of  the  streets  of  Philadelphia  a  sight  that  changed  the 
whole  subject  to  me.  There  was  a  young  man  being  led 
home.  He  was  very  much  intoxicated — he  was  raving  with 
intoxication.  Two  young  men  were  leading  him  along. 
The  boys  hooted  in  the  street,  men  laughed,  women  sneered ; 
but  I  happened  to  be  very  near  the  door  where  he  went  in 
—it  was  the  door  of  his  father's  house.  I  saw  him  go  up- 
stairs. I  heard  him  shouting,  hooting,  and  blaspheming. 
He  had  lost  his  hat,  and  the  merriment  increased  with  the 
mob  until  he  came  up  to  the  door,  and  as  the  door  was 
opened,  his  mother  came  out.  When  I  heard  her  cry,  that 
took  all  the  comedy  away  from  the  scene.  Since  that  time, 
when  I  see  a  man  walking  through  the  street,  reeling,  as  I 
saw  one  last  night,  until  he  fell  to  the  sidewalk  here  on 
Lafayette-avenue,  I  feel  that  the  comedy  has  all  gone,  and  it 
is  a  tragedy  of  groans,  and  tears,  and  heart-breaks.  Never 
make  any  fun  about  the  grotesqueness  of  a  drunkard.  Alas 
for  his  home  !  alas  for  his  home  1 

The  first  suffering  of  the  drunkard  is  in  the  loss  of  hia 
good  name.  God  has  so  arranged,  it  that  no  man  ever  loses 
his  good  name  except  through  his  own  act.  All  the  hatred 
of  men  and  all  the  assaults  of  devils  cannot  destroy  a  man's 
good  name,  if  he  really  maintains  his  integrity.    If  a  man 
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is  honest,  and  pore,  and  Christian,  God  looks  af  fcer  him. 
Although  he  may  be  bombarded  for  twenty  or  thirty  years, 
his  integrity  is  never  lost  and  his  good  name  is  never  sacri- 
ficed. No  force  on  earth  or  in  hell  can  capture  such  a 
Gibraltar.  But  when  it  is  said  of  a  man:  "He  drinks," 
and  it  can  be  proved,  then  what  store  wants  him  for  a  clerk  r 
What  church  wants  him  for  a  member?  Who  will  trust 
him  ?  What  dying  man  would  appoint  him  his  executor  ? 
He  may  have  been  forty  years  in  building  up  his  reputation 
— it  goes  down.  Letters  of  recommendation,  the  backrag 
up  of  business  firms,  a  brilliant  ancestry,  cannot  save  him. 
The  world  shies  off.  Why  ?  It  is  whispered  all  through  the 
community :  "  He  drinks ;  he  drinks."  That  blasts  him. 
When  a  young  man  loses  his  reputation  for  sobriety,  he  might 
as  well  be  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea.  There  are  young  men 
here  who  have  their  good  name  as  their  only  capital.  Your 
father  started  you  out  in  city  life.  He  could  only  give  you 
an  education.  He  gave  you  no  means.  He  started  you, 
however,  under  Christian  influences.  You  have  come  to  the 
city.  You  are  now  achieving  your  own  fortune,  under  God, 
by  your  own  right  arm.     Now 

LOOK   OUT,   YOUNG   MAN, 

that  there  is  no  doubt  of  your  sobriety.  Do  not  create  any 
suspicion  by  going  in  and  out  of  liquor  establishments,  or 
by  any  odour  of  your  breath,  or  by  any  glare  of  your  eye,  or 
by  any  unnatural  flush  of  your  cheek.  You  cannot  afford  to 
do  it,  for  your  good  name  is  your  only  capitt J,  and  when  that 
IS  blasted  with  the  reputation  of  taking  strong  drink,  all  is 
gone.  When  I  see  the  influences  aU  around  our  young  men, 
to  destroy  them,  I  hardly  know  what  to  say.  For  the  young 
men  themselves,  all  compassion,  all  sympathy,  aU  pity.  For 
the  men  who  deal  out  the  deadly  stuff  I  have  aU  pity, 
because  they  bring  upon  themselves   the   scorn  of   good 
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Bocietj  and  the  retribution  of  God;  but  for  tlie  liquor 
establishments  themselves,  and  the  rum-selling  restaurants, 
may  €k>d  Almighty  consume  them  with  the  brightness  of 
His  coming! 

Another  loss  which  the  inebriate  suffers,  is  that  of  self- 
respect.    Just  as  soon  as  a  man  wakes  up  and  finds  that  he 
is  the  captiye  of  strong  drink,  he  feels  bemeaned.     I  do  not 
care  how  reckless  he  acts.    He  may  say :  "  I  don't  care ;  "  he 
dioes  care.    He  cannot  look  a  pure  man  in  the  eye,  unless  it 
is  with  positive  force  of  resolution.    Three-fourths  of  his 
nature  is  destroyed ;  his  self-respect  gone ;  he  says  things 
he  would  not  otherwise  say ;  he  does  things  he  would  not 
otherwise  do.    When  a  man  is  nine-tenths  gone  with  strong 
drink,  the  first  thing  he  wants  to  do  is  to  persuade  you  that 
he  can  stop  any  time  he  wants  to.     He  cannot.     The  Philis- 
tines have  bound  him  hand  and  foot,  and  shorn  his  locks, 
and  put  out  his  eyes,  and  are  making  him  grind  in  the  mill 
of  a  great  horror.    He  cannot  stop.    I  will  prove  it.     He 
knows  that  his  course  is  bringing  disgrace  and  ruin  upon 
himself.     He  loves  himself.    If  he  could  stop  he   would. 
He  knows  his  course  is  bringing  ruin  upon  his  family.    He 
loves  them.     He  would  stop  if  he  could.    He  cannot.    Per- 
haps he  could  three  months  or  a  year  ago ;  not  now.    Just 
ask  him  to  stop  for  a  month.    He  cannot.    He  knows  he 
cannot,  so  he  does  not  try.     I  had  a  friend  who,  for  fifteen 
years,  was  going  down  under  this  evil  habit.    He  had  large 
means.    He  had  given  thousands  of  dollars  to  Bible  societies 
and  reformatory  institutions  of  all  sorts.   He  was  very  genial 
and  very  generous,  and  very  lovable,  and  whenever  he  talked 
about  this  evil  habit  he  would  say :  "  I  can  stop  any  time." 
But  he  kept  going  on,  going  on,  down,  down,  down.    His 
family  would  say :  "  I  wish  you  would  stop.**     "  Why,**  he 
would  reply,  "  I  can  stop  at  any  time  if  I  want  to.**    After 
awhile  he  had  delirium  tremens;  he  had  it  twice;  and  yet. 
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after  tliat,  lie  said :  **  I  could  stop  at  any  time  if  I  wanted 
to."  He  is  dead  now.  What  killed  him  ?  Eum !  Eum ! 
And  yet  among  his  last  utterances  was :  ''  I  can  stop  at  any 
time."  He  did  not  stop  it,  because  he  could  not  stop  it. 
Oh,  I  want  the  young  men  of  my  congregation  to  realize  the 
fact  that  there  is  a  point  in  inebriation  beyond  which,  if  a 
man  goes,  he  cannot  stop.  One  of  these  victims  said  to  a 
Christian  man :  "  Sir,  if  I  were  told  that  I  couldn't  get  a 
drink  until  to-morrow  night  unless  I  had  all  my  fingers  cut 
off,  I  would  say:  ' Bring  the  hatchet  and  cut  them  off  now.*" 
I  have  a  dear  friend  in  Philadelphia,  whose  nephew  came  to 
Mm  one  day,  and  when  he  was  exhorted  about  his  evil 
habit,  said :  "  Uncle,  I  can't  give  it  up.  If  there  stood  a 
cannon,  and  it  was  loaded,  and  a  glass  of  wine  set  on  the 
mouth  of  that  cannon,  and  I  knew  that  you  would  fire  it  off 
just  as  I  came  up  and  took  the  glass,  I  would  start,  for  I 
must  have  it."  Oh,  it  is  a  sad  thing  for  a  man  to  wake  up 
in  this  life  and  feel  that  he  is  a  captive.  He  says :  "  I  could 
have  got  rid  of  this  once,  but  I  can't  now.  I  might  have 
lived  an  honourable  life  and  died  a  Christian  death ;  but 

THEBE   IS   NO   HOPE 

for  me  now;  there  is  no  escape  for  me.  Dead,  but  not 
buried.  I  am  a  walking  corpse.  I  am  an  apparition  of  what 
I  once  was.  I  am  a  caged  inmiortal,  beating  against  the 
wires  of  my  cage  in  this  direction  and  in  that  direction; 
beating  against  the  cage  until  there  is  blood  on  the  wires 
and  blood  upon  my  soul,  yet  not  able  to  get  out.  Destroyed 
without  remedy ! " 

I  go  farther,  and  say  that  the  inebriate  suffers  from  the 
loss  of  his  usefulness.  Do  you  not  recognise  the  fact  that 
many  of  those  who  are  now  captives  of  strong  drink,  only 
a  little  while  ago  were  foremost  in  the  churches  and  in 
reformatory  institutions  P    Do  you  not  know  that  sometimes 


THB   WHOLESALE   SLAUOHTEB.  205 

• 

they  knelt  in  tHe  family  circle  P  Do  you  not  know  that  they 
prayed  in  public,  and  some  of  them  carried  around  the  holy 
wme  on  sacramental  days  P  Oh  yes,  they  stood  in  the  very 
front  rank ;  but  they  gradually  fell  away.  And  now,  what 
do  you  suppose  is  the  feeling  of  such  a  man  as  that,  when 
lie  thinks  of  his  dishonoured  vows  and  the  dishonoured 
sacrament — ^when  he  thinks  of  what  he  might  have  been  and 
of  what  he  is  now  ?  Do  such  men  laugh  and  seem  very 
merry  ?  Ah,  there  is,  down  in  the  depths  of  their  soul,  a 
very  heavy  weight.  Do  not  wonder  that  they  sometimes  seo 
strange  things,  and  act  very  roughly  in  the  household. 
You  would  not  blame  them  at  all,  if  you  knew  what  they 
suffer.  Do  not  tell  such  as  that  there  is  no  future  punish- 
ment. Do  not  tell  him  there  is  no  such  place  as  hell.  He 
knows  there  is.     He  is  there  now  ! 

I  go  on,  and  say  that  the  inebriate  suffers  from  the  loss 
of  'physical  health.  The  older  men  in  the  congregation  may 
remember  that  some  years  ago  Dr.  Sewell  went  through  this 
country  and  electrified  the  people  by  his  lectures,  in  which 
he  showed  the  effects  of  alcohol  on  the  human  stomach.  He 
had  seven  or  eight  diagrams  by  which  he  showed  the  devas- 
tation of  strong  drink  upon  the  physical  system.  There 
were  thousands  of  people  that  turned  back  from  that  ulcer- 
ous sketdi,  swearing  eternal  abstinence  from  everything  that 
could  intoxicate. 

God  only  knows  what  the  drunkard  suffers.  Pain  flies  on 
every  nerve,  and  travels  every  muscle,  and  gnaws  every  bone, 
and  bums  with  every  flame,  and  stings  with  every  poison, 
and  pulls  at  him  with  every  torture.  What  reptiles  crawl 
over  his  creeping  limbs.  What  fiends  stand  by  his  midnight 
pillow.  What  groans  tear  his  ear.  What  horrors  shiver 
through  his  soul.  Talk  of  the  rack,  talk  of  the  Inquisition, 
talk  of  the  funeral  pyre,  talk  of  the  crushing  Juggernaut — 
he  feels  them  all  at  once.    Have  you  ever  been  in  the  ward 
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of  the  hospital  where  these  inebriates  are  dying,  the  stench 
of  their  wounds  driving  back  the  attendants,  their  voices 
sounding  through  the  night?  The  keeper  comes  up  and 
says :  "  Hush,  now,  be  still.  Stop  making  all  this  noise !  ** 
But  it  is  efEectual  only  for  a  moment,  for  as  soon  as  the 
keeper  is  gone,  they  begin  again :  "  Oh Q-od !  oh  Q-od !  Help! 
help  !  Eum !  Give  me  rum !  Help  !  Take  them  off  me ! 
Take  them  off  me !  Oh  God ! "  And  then  they  shriek,  and 
they  rave,  and  they  pluck  out  their  hair  by  handsful,  and 
bite  their  nails  into  the  quick,  and  then^they  groan,  and  they 
shriek,  and  they  blaspheme,  and  they  ask  the  keepers  to  kill 
them :  "  Stab  me«  Smother  me.  Strangle  me.  Take  the 
devils  off  me ! "    Oh 

IT   IS   NO   FANCY   SKETCH. 

That  thing  is  going  on  in  hospitals,  aye,  it  is  going  on  in 
some  of  the  finest  private  residences,  in  the  city  of  Brooklyn, 
to-day.  It  went  on  last  night  while  you  slept,  and  I  tell  you 
further  that  this  is  going  to  be  the  death  that  some  of  you 
will  die.    I  know  it.    I  see  it  coming. 

Again :  the  inebriate  suffers  through  the  loss  of  his  h(mie.  I 
do  not  care  how  much  he  loves  his  wife  and  children,  if  this 
passion  for  strong  drink  has  mastered  him,  he  will  do  the 
most  outrageous  things,  and  if  he  could  not  get  drink  in  anj 
other  way,  he  would  sell  his  family  into  eternal  Ixmdage.  How 
many  homes  in  our  dty  have  been  broken  up  in  that  way, 
no  one  but  God  knows. 

Oh,  is  there  anything  that  will  so  destroy  a  man  for  this 
life  and  damn  him  for  the  life  that  is  to  come?  I  hate  that 
strong  drink.  With  all  the  concentred  energies  of  my  souly 
I  hate  it.  Do  yon  tell  me  that  a  man  can  be  happy  when  he 
knows  that  he  is  breaking  his  wife's  heart  and  clothing  his 
cluldren  with  rags  ?  Why,  there  are  on  the  streets  <rf  our 
city  to-day,  Uttle  children,  barefooted,  uncombed  andunkepti 
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want  on  every  patch  of  their  faded  dress  and  on  every 
wrinkle  of  their  prematurely  old  countenance,  who  would 
liave  been  in  churches  to-day,  and  as  well  clad  as  you  are, 
but  for  the  fact  that  rum  destroyed  their  parents  and  drove 
them  into  the  grave.  Oh  rum  !  thou  foe  of  Ood,  thou  de- 
spoiler  of  homes,  thou  recruiting  officer  of  the  pit,  I  ahhor 
ihee! 

But  my  subject  takes  a  deeper  tone,  and  that  is,  that  the 
inebriate  sufEers  from  the  loss  of  the  said.  The  Bible  inti- 
mates that  in  the  future  world,  if  we  are  unf orgiven  here, 
onr  bad  passions  and  appetites,  unrestrained,  will  go  along 
with  us  and  make  our  torment  there.  So  that  I  suppose 
when  an  inebriate  wakes  up  in  this  lost  world,  he  will  feel 
an  infinite  thirst  clawing  on  him.  Now,  down  in  the  world, 
although  he  may  have  been  very  poor,  he  could  beg  or  he 
could  steal  five  cents,  with  which  to  get  that  which 
would  slake  his  thirst  for  a  little  while ;  but  in  eternity, 
where  is  the  rum  to  come  from  P  Dives  could  not  get  one 
drop  of  water.  From  what  chalice  of  eternal  fire  will  the 
hot  lips  of  the  drunkard  drain  his  draught?  No  one  to 
brew  it.  No  one  to  mix  it.  No  one  to  pour  it.  No  one  to 
fetch  it.  Millions  of  worlds  then  for  the  dregs  which  the 
young  man  just  now  slung  on  the  saw-dusted  floor  of  the 
testaoiant.  Millions  of  worlds  now  for  the  rind  thrown  out 
from  the  punch-bowl  of  an  earthly  banquet.  Dives  cried 
for  water.  The  inebriate  cries  for  rum.  Oh,  the  deep,  ex- 
hausting, exasperating,  everlasting  thirst  of  the  drunkard 
in  hell !  Why,  if  a  fiend  came  up  to  earth  for  some  infernal 
work  in  a  grog-shop,  and  should  go  back  taking  on  its  wing 
just  one  drop  of  that  for  which  the  inebriate  in  the  lost 
world  longs,  what  excitement  it  would  make  there.  Put 
that  one  drop  from  off  the  fiend's  wing  on  the  tip  of  the 
tongue  of  the  destroyed  inebriate ;  let  the  liquid  brightness 
just  touch  it^  let  the  drop  be  very  small  if  it  only  have  in  it 
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the  smack  of  alcoholic  drink,  let  that  drop  just  touch  the 
lost  inebriate  in  the  lost  world,  and  he  would  spring  to  his 
feet  and  cry :  "  That  is  rum !  aha !  that  is  rum  ! "  and  it 
would 

WAKE   UP   THE   ECHOES   OP   THE   DAMNED  I 

"  Give  me  rum  !  Give  me  rum !  Give  me  rum ! "  In  tho 
future  world,  I  do  not  believe  that  it  will  be  the  absence  of 
God  that  will  make  the  drunkard's  sorrow ;  I  do  not  believe 
that  it  will  be  the  absence  of  light  ;  I  do  not  believe 
that  it  will  be  the  absence  of  holiness  ;  I  think  it  will  be  the 
absence  of  strong  drink.  Oh !  "  look  not  upon  the  wine  when 
it  is  red,  when  it  moveth  itself  aright  in  the  cup,  for  at  the 
last,  it  biteth  like  a  serpent  and  it  stingeth  like  an  adder." 

When  I  see  establishments  all  around  about  us,  the  influ- 
ence of  which  is  to  destroy  men  for  this  life  and  the  life 
that  is  to  come,  I  feel  sometimes  indignant,  sometimes 
humiliated:  sometimes  one  emotion  is  dominant,  and  some- 
times another;  but  if  you  should  ask  me  this  morning: 
"  What  are  you  in  favour  of  for  the  purpose  of  extirpating 
this  evil?"  I  would  say:  I  am  ready  for  anything  that 
seems  reasonable.  You  say :  ''  Are  you  in  favour  of  Sons 
of  Temperance  ? "  Yes.  "  Are  you  in  favour  of  Good 
Templars?"  "Are  you  in  favour  of  Good  Samaritans?" 
Yes.  "Are  you  in  favour  of  the  Maine  liquor  law?** 
Yes.  "  Are  you  in  favour  of  the  woman's  movement  at  the 
West  ?  "  Yes.  Yes.  I  think  that  if  thirty  women,  baptized 
by  the  Holy  Spirit,  in  the  West,  could  drive  out  all  the 
liquor  from  a  village  of  one  thousand  inhabitants,  then  if 
we  could  have  in  this  gpreat  city  three  thousand  consecrated 
women  (for  in  proportion  as  the  castle  is  great  and  strong 
you  have  to  have  troops),  resolving  to  give  themselves  no  peace 
until  this  foul  crime  was  extirpated  from  the  city,  in  six 
months  three-fourths  of  the  grog-shops  would  be  gone.    If 
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there  be  three  thousand  women  now  in  this  city  who  will 
put  their  hands  and  their  hearts  to  the  work,  I  will  take 
the  contract  for  driving  out  three-fourths  of  these  infernal 
nuisances  from  the  city  in  three  months.  I^  when  that 
host  of  three  thousand  consecrated  women  is  marshalled, 
there  be  not  one  to  lead  them,  then,  as  a  minister  of  the 
Most  High  God|  I  will  offer  to  take  my  position  at  the 
front  of  the  host,  and  I  will  cry  to  them :  "  Come  on,  ye 
women  of  Christ,  with  your  songs  and  your  prayers  !  Some 
of  you  take  the  enemy's  right  wing  and  some  the  left  wing. 
Forward !  The  Lord  of  Hosts  is  with  us  ;  the  God  of  Jacob 
is  our  refuge !    Down  with  the  dram-shops  !  " 

But  while  I  have  been  talking,  last  Sabbath  and  some- 
what now,  about  the  general  evils,  I  want  in  conclusion  to 
say  one  thing  personal,  for  I  do  not  like  a  sermon  that  has 
no  personalities  in  it.  Perhaps  this  has  not  had  that  fault 
already.  I  want  to  say,  in  the  first  place,  to  those  who  are 
the  victims  of  strong  drink,  that  while  I  declared  some  time 
ago  that  there  was  a  point  beyond  which  a  man  could  not 
stop,  I  want  to  tell  you  that  while  a  man  cannot  stop  in  his 
own  strength,  the  Lord  Gk)d,  by  His  grace,  can  help  him  to 
4Btop  at  any  time. 

Last  summer  I  was  in  a  room  in  New  York  where  there 
were  many  men  who  had  been  reclaimed  from  drunkenness. 
I  heard  their  testimony,  and  for  the  first  time  in  my  life 
there  flashed  out  a  truth  I  never  understood.  They  said : 
-*' We  were  victims  of  strong  drink.  We  tried  to  give  it  up, 
but  always  failed ;  but  somehow,  since  we  gave  our  hearts 
to  Christ,  He  has  taken  care  of  us.''  I  believe  that  the  time 
will  soon  come  when  the  grace  of  God  will  show  its  power 
here  not  only  to  save  man's  soul,  but  his  body,  and  recon- 
struct, purify,  elevate,  and  redeem  it. 

I  verily  believe,  that,  although  you  feel  grappling  at  the 
the  roots  of  your  tongues  an  almost  omnipotent  thirst,  if 
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jOH  will  this  morning  give  jonr  heart  to  Ood  He  will  help 
you,  by  His  grace,  to  conquer.  Try  it.  It  is  your  last 
chance.  I  haye  looked  off  upon  the  desolation.  Sitting 
under  my  ministry  there  are  a  good  many  people  in  awful 
peril ;  and,  judging  from  ordinary  circumstances,  there  is 
not  one  chance  in  five  thousand  that  they  will  get  clear  of  it. 
I  see  men  in  my  eongregation  from  Sabbath  to  Sabbath — ^my 
warm,,  personal  friends— ol  whom  I  must  make  the  remark 
thaty 

IF  THEY  DO  KOT  CHANGE  THEIE  COUESE, 

within  ten  years  they  will,  as  to  their  bodies,  lie  down  in 
drunkards'  graves;  and  as  to  their  souls,  lie  down  in  a. 
drunkard's  perdition..  I  know  that  it  is  an  awful  thing  to 
say,  but  I  can't  help  saying  it.  Oh,  beware !  You  have  not 
yet  been  captured.  Beware  f  As  ye  open  the  door  of  your 
wine  closet  at  noon  to-day,  may  that  decanter  flash  out  upon 
you,  "Beware  \**  and  when  you  pour  the  beverage  into  the 
glass,  in  the  foam  at  the  top,  in  white  letters,  let  there  be 
i^elled  out  to  your  soul,. "  Beware ! "  When  the  books  of 
judgment  are  open,  and  ten  million  drunkards  come  up  to 
get  their  doom,  I  want  you  to  bear  witness  that  I,  this^ 
morning,  in  the  fear  of  Ood,,  and  in  the  love  for  your  soul,, 
told  you  with  all  affection,,  and  with  all  kindness,  to  beware- 
4>i  that  which  has  already  exerted  its  influence  upon  your 
family,  blowing  out  some  of  its  lights — a  premonition  of  the 
blackness  of  darkness  for  ever.  Oh,  if  you  could  only  hear 
this  mornings  Intemperance,  with  drunkards'  bones,  drum* 
ming  on  the  head  of  the  wine  cask  the  dead  march  of  im» 
mortal  souls,  methinks  the  very  glance  of  a  wine  cup  would 
make  you  shudder,  and  the  colour  of  the  Hquor  would  make 
you  think  of  the  blood  of  the  soul,  and  the  foam  on  the  top- 
of  the  cup  would  remind  you  of  the  froth  on  the  maniac's 
lip,  and  you  would  go  home  from  this  service  and  kneel  down 
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ifid  pxmj  God,  thai  rfttber  tban  joor  cbildren  should  become 
apftzfes  of  this  evil  habit,  jou  would  like  to  carrj  tbem  oat 
wme  bright  spting  daj  to  Gioaiwood,  and  put  tbem  awaj  to 
the  last  deep,  until  at  the  call  of  the  aoutb  wind  the  flowcra 
would  come  up  all  orer  the  gmro  sweet  prophecies  of  the 
gewmection,  God  baa  a  balm  for  sncb  a  wound ;  but  what 
flower  d  oomfort  erer  grew  on  the  blasted  heath  of  a 
dronkaxd'a  aepolefaie  ? 


THE  KUUUiNO  OF  TEABS. 

"  And  tejr  cdDed  the  bum  of  that  plaoe  Bochim."  -Judga  ii.  5. 

I  ISSUS  preadied  at  leact  one  sermon  to  the  ancient  Lsrael- 
t)  itea  in  the  wildemeas.  He  appeared  not  with  the  look 
thai  Leonardo  ds  Yinci  ascribes  to  Him  in  the  Milan  fresco, 
nor  that  which  l^berius  gires  Him  in  the  emerald  intaglio, 
nor  as  Paul  de  1»  Boche  and  Albrecht  Durer  sketch  Him,  but 
in  the  sh^ie  of  an  angeL  There  was  a  great  audience  in  the 
open  air.  The  sorrounding  galleries  of  the  mountains  were 
filled  with  the  people.  Christ,  in  the  form  of  an  angel, 
preaches  to  these  Israelites  about  how  He  had  brought  them 
out  from  Egypt  into  Canaan ;  and  while  He  is  preaching 
thej  can  hear  again  the  snapping  of  their  chains,  and  see 
the  crjstallization  of  the  Bed  Sea  into  towers  of  triumph  for 
them,  and  into  a  sarcophagus  of  death  for  their  pursuers.  And 
again  thej  see  quails  all  round  about  when  thej  wanted 
meat ;  and  again  the  rock  seems  to  break  into  water  as  they 
wanted  drink;  and  again  they  see  the  cloudy  pillar  that 
beckoned  them  when  they  wanted  a  supernatural  conmian- 
der-in-chief ;  and  they  think  of  how  Canaan  put  dusters  in 
their  lap  and  song  in  their  mouth,  and  the  trees  dropped 
with  honey,  and  the  full-uddered  cattle,  coming  up  from  the 
pastures,  yielding  delicious  supply.    Oh,  what  a  change  be- 
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tween  the  dusty  brick-kiliis  of  Egypt,  where  they  had  toiled 
under  a  task-master,  and  this  land  of  Canaan,  full  of  music, 
and  mirth,  and  gardens,  and  sunshine.  But  Jesus,  in  the 
form  of  an  angel,  goes  on,  and  in  the  second  head  of  His 
discourse  He  tells  them  how  they  had  wickedly  made  an 
alliance  with  the  Canaanites,  and  as  He  displays  the  height 
and  depth  of  their  ingratitude,  they  hang  their  heads,  and 
one  deep  sigh  after  another  is  heard.  Here,  an  aged  man, 
overwhelmed  with  memories,  groans  aloud ;  and  yonder,  a 
young  man  responds  to  it  in  like  exclamation.  Soon  the 
tears  start  in  all  the  eyes  of  that  great  audience — tears  of 
sorrow,  tears  of  contrition,  tears  of  peril — and  the  whole 
congregation  breaks  down  into  sobbing  and  wailing,  and 
wring  their  hands,  and  make  outcry  that  pierces  the  heavens. 
Alas,  what  a  spectacle !  Hundreds  of  thousands  of  people 
in  lamentation.  "  And  they  called  the  name  of  that  place 
Bochim,"  or  the  place  of  weeping. 

If  this  hour  we  could  realize  Ood's  goodness  toward  us, 
and  our  conduct  toward  Him,  a  great  grief  would  seize  upon 
this  audience,  and  on  these  aisles  repentance  would  meet  re- 
morse, and  remorse  would  meet  ingratitude,  and  memories 
of  the  past  would  jostle  the  fears  of  the  future,  and  the 
silence  of  this  occasion  would  be  broken  by  sobs,  and  groans, 
and  shrieks,  and  the  place  would  be  called  a  Bochim.  Oh, 
may  Ood's  Omnipotent  Spirit  now  shake  this  audience  with 
arousal  and  conviction,  as  though  it  were  the  heart  of  one 
man.    Amen !    So  let  it  be,  Lord  Jesus. 

I  have,  in  the  first  place,  to  remark,  that  many  of  these 
Christian  people  have  reason  for 

A   GOOD   DEAL  OF  MOURNING. 

What  have  you  been  doing  these  ten,  twenty,  thirty,  forty 
jears  ?  Bid  not  God  lead  you  out  of  Egypt  ?  Did  He  not 
part  for  you  the  Bed  Sea  of  trouble,  and  has  He  not  rained 
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manna  all  around  about  your  camp  ?  Did  He  not  divide  the 
Jordan  of  death  for  your  loved  ones,  until  they  went  through 
dry-shod,  not  wetting  even  the  soles  of  their  feet  ?  Has  He 
not  put  clusters  of  blessings  upon  your  table,  and  fed  you 
with  the  finest  of  the  wheat  p  Mercies  above  you.  Mercies 
beneath  you.  Mercies  on  the  right  hand,  and  mercies  on 
the  left  hand.  Mercies  before  you.  Mercies  behind  you. 
Mercies  within  you.  And  yet,  we  must  confess,  we  have,  like 
the  Israelites,  made  a  league  with  the  world.  Three-fourths 
of  our  Christian  life  has  been  wasted.  Opportunities  for 
usefulness  gone  for  ever.  Golden  sickles  placed  in  our  hand, 
yet  no  harvest  reaped.  Silken  nets  of  the  Gospel  at  our  dis- 
posal, yet  no  fish  caught.  Going  along  toward  heaven,  while 
there  are  a  thousand  millions  of  the  race  unwarned,  unblessed, 
unsaved.  Our  path  toward  heaven  a  zig-zag  path,  now  on 
the  Lord's  side,  now  on  the  world's  side — "  haJe  fellows  well 
met "  with  men  who  despise  God.  The  beach  strewn  n^ith 
vessels  breaking  on  the  rocks,  and  we  too  cowardly  to  wade 
down  waist  deep,  or  even  ankle  deep,  and  give  a  hand  to 
those  who  are  struggling  in  the  surf  Ijing  across  the  path 
toward  heaven,  until  men  have  come  up  where  we  are,  and 
stumbled  over  us,  and  fallen,  never  to  rise.  Has  not  this 
been  the  history  of  many  here  ?  The  robes  of  our  Christian 
profession  scattered  with  the  blood  of  lost  souls  ;  God  hold- 
ing us  responsible  for  sorrows  that  we  did  not  appease,  and 
for  ruin  that  we  did  not  avert.  Oh,  that  God  would  to-night 
break  our  hearts  with  the  fact  of  our  inconsistencies  as  pro- 
fessors of  religion,  and  rouse  us  up  to  a  self-scrutiny,  and  an 
imploration,  and  a  lamentation,  that  would  make  this  place 
a  Bochim,  a  place  of  weeping.  I  believe  that  there  are  souls 
in  hell  that  would  not  have  been  there  if  you  and  I  had  done 
our  duty.  Oh,  weep  for  our  derelictions!  weep  for  our 
wanderings !  weep  for  our  lost  opportunities  that  will  never 
return! 
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There  is  great  reason  for  sadness  on  the  part  of  some  of 
these  parents  when  thej  look  over  their  families.  You  know 
that  there  must  be  a  mighty  change  in  jour  household  before 
you  can  all  live  together  in  eternity.  A  few  years  at  the 
most,  and  the  separation  must  take  place.  Your  common 
sense  teaches  you  that,  if  there  be  two  paths,  and  they 
diverge,  and  after  the  point  of  diyergence  they  keep  on  in  a 
straight  line,  they  go  farther  and  farther  o£E  from  each  other; 
and,  as  by  inexorable  mathematical  law,  as  well  as  by  moral 
law,  if  one  goes  to  the  right,  in  a  religious  sense,  and  the 
other  to  the  left,  they  cannot  come  together.  Can  you  sit 
to-night  placidly  and  contemplate  an  eternal  separation  from 
any  of  your  loved  ones?  Things  are  looking  that  way. 
Their  opportunities  of  salvation  less  and  less.  Your  oppor- 
tunities of  plying  them  with  religious  motives  less  and  less. 
The  prospect  that  God's  invitation  will  continue  to  them, 
less  and  less.  The  day  of  their  mercy  almost  gone,  yet  they 
have  not  put  up  one  earnest  prayer,  or  repented  of  one  sin, 
and  not  given  one  hopeful  sign,  and  death  coming  to  snap 
the  conjugal  bond^  and  break  up  the  fraternal  and  the  filial 
tie.  Oh,  sister,  canst  thou  bear  to  think  of  being  for  eternity 
away  from  thy  brother  ?  Oh,  wife,  for  unending  ages  away 
from  thy  husband  P  Christian  mother,  is  your  daughter  on 
the  wrong  side  P  Christian  father,  will  you  be  on  the  right 
hand  of  the  Judge  at  the  last,  and  see  your  son  on  the  left 
hand,  far  away, 

CHAINED   AMID   CAPTIVES   TRUDGING  OFFp 

Are  you  ready  for  such  a  farewell  word  P  Is  there  any- 
thing that  can  pay  you  for  it  ?  The  comforts  of  your  present 
home,  your  domestic  reunions  P  No,  no.  There  is  nothing 
on  earth  that  can  pay  for  that.  I  announce  what  I  believe 
will  be  the  history  of  some  families  represented  in  this  house 
to-night :  part  of  the  family  will  spend  eternity  in  heaven. 
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^d  part  of  the  fomilj  will  spend  an  eternity  in  bell !  Oli, 
if  that  thought  oould  oome  with  its  overwhelming  power 
upon  you,  as  it  ought^  there  would  be  a  shudder  through 
Ihis  audienoe,  and  jou  would  sweat  as  though  it  were  great 
drops  of  blood.  Parents  would  cry  out  to  God,  and  cry  out 
to  the  people:  "Save  my  children ! "  The  wife  would  cry 
out:  "  Save  my  husband ! "  The  sister  would  cry  out : "  Save 
my  brother ! "  And  this  audience  would  be  struck  with  a 
wild  tempest  of  agony,  and  this  place  would  be  a  Bochim, 
for  weeping.  Oh,  there  has  been  a  very  great  change  in 
some  of  the  families  in  my  church  during  the  last  two  or 
three  weeks.  Some  of  them  have  come  into  the  kingdom, 
but  left  others  outside.  There  have  been  cases  where  the 
husband  has  chosen  Christ,  and  the  wife  has  resisted  Divine 
mercy.  Last  Sabbath  night,  in  the  adjoining  room,  an  aged 
woman  came  in.  I  said :  ''  Are  you  seeking  the  salvation  of 
your  soul  ?  "  She  said  :  "  No,  I  have  sought  and  found.  I 
came  in  to  ask  your  prayers  for  my  sons.  They  are  on  the 
wrong  road."  O  Lord  Jesus,  are  we  to  be  parted  from  any 
we  have  loved  ?  Will  some  of  us  be  saved  and  some  of  us 
be  lost?  Which  one  will  it  be  missing,  missing,  missing, 
for  eternity  ?  Oh,  bow  your  head  in  silent  prayer,  and  ask 
<Jod  for  the  redemption  of  all  the  loved  ones  of  the  house- 
hold. Lay  hold  of  Ood  in  an  importunate  petition  now. 
Hush !  Let  it  be  a  moment  of  silent  prayer  all  through  tho 
audience. 

I  say  farther :  there  are  impenitent  souls  here  who  ought 
to  be  sad  from  the  fact  that  there  are  sins  they  have  com- 
mitted that  cannot  be  corrected  either  in  this  world  or  the 
world  to  come.  I  am  not  speaking  of  the  unpardonable  sin; 
but  I  will  illustrate  what  I  mean.  Suppose  there  is  a  man 
in  this  audience  that  to-night,  at  fifty  years  of  age,  becomes 
a  Christian,  but  he  has  been  all  his  life  on  the  other  side* 
He  is  a  father.    He  comes  to  Christ  to-night;  but  can  he 
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arrest  the  fact  tliat  for  twenty  or  thirty  years,  over  his^ 
cluldren,  he  was  wielding  a  wrong  influence,  and  they  hav^ 
started  in  the  wrong  direction  ?  Suppose  a  company  of  ship- 
owners started  a  sea  captain  with  an  imperfect  chart  and 
Tidth  an  unseaworthy  vessel,  and  after  the  vessel  has  been 
gone  five  days  they  feel  sorry  about  it,  and  wish  they  had* 
not  let  the  vessel  go  out  in  that  way.  Does  that  make  any 
difference  to  those  who  have  gone  out  ?  No  !  In  the  first 
storm  the  captain  and  the  crew  go  down.  And  if  you  come  to 
God  in  the  latter  part  of  your  life,  when  you  have  given  your 
children  an  impulse  in  the  wrong  direction,  those  ten,  or 
fifteen,  or  twenty  years  of  example  in  the  wrong  direction 
will  be  mightier  than  the  few  words  you  can  utter  now  in  the 
right  direction.  So  it  is  with  the  inflnence  you  have  had 
anywhere  in  community.  If  you  have  all  these  years  given 
countenance  to  those  who  are  neglecting  religion, 

CAN   YOU   CORRECT   THAT? 

Your  common  sense  says  no.  Here  is  an  engineer  on  a  loco- 
n.otive.  He  is  taking  a  long  train  of  cars  loaded  with  pas- 
sengers. He  comes  on  and  sees  a  red  flag.  He  saysr 
"  What  do  I  care  for  the  red  flag  ?"  He  pushes  on  the  train, 
and  comes  to  another  red  flag.  He  says  :  "  I  don't  care  for 
the  red  flag."  After  a  while  he  sees  that  the  bridge  is 
down;  but  he  is  by  a  marsh,  and  he  leaps  and  is  not 
damaged.  Does  that  stop  the  train?  No!  It  goes  on 
crash !  crash !  crash !  That  is  the  history  of  some  men  who 
have  been  converted  to-night.  I  congratulate  them,  but  I 
cannot  hide  the  fact  that  they  started  a  train  of  influences 
in  the  wrong  direction;  and  though,  in  the  afternoon  of 
their  life,  they  may  leap  off  the  train,  the  train  goes  on.  A 
man  said  to  me  during  the  week :  "  I  am  fifty-three  years  of 
age,  and  I  have  made  up  my  mind  that  it  is  time  for  me  to 
become  a  Christian."    I  congratulated  him  in  coming ;  but,. 


I 
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I  must  say  to  all  those  who  come  in  tho  afternoon  of  life 
you  have  let  your  best  chances  go — there  is  no  hiding  that — 
your  best  talents  gone,  your  best  opportunities  of  usefulness 
gone.  Ton  cannot  hide  the  fact  that  you  have  had  only  one 
Ufe  to  live  on  earth,  and  you  have  thrown  the  most  of  it 
away.  It  is  enough  to  make  one  weep  most  bitter  tears  ; 
it  is  enough  to  make  this  house  a  very  Bochim. 

So,  also,  there  is  occasion  for  sadness  in  the  peril  that  sur- 
Toudds  every  unforgiven  soul.  "  Oh,**  you  say :  "  it  is  a 
starlight  night.  The  wind  is  blowing  from  the  west.  All 
is  fair.  There  is  no  danger."  I  am  not  speaking  of  tem- 
poral, but  of  spiritual,  danger.  You  say :  "  I  don't  see  any 
spiritual  danger."  Then  I  remember  that  summer  before 
last,  on  shipboard  at  evening  time,  we  were  romping  up  and 
down  the  decks  with  laughter,  and  shout,  and  song.  We 
were  a  very  merry  party  at  eventime ;  but  in  a  few  hours 
there  were  between  seven  hundred  and  eight  himdred  people 
groaning  and  crying,  and  shrieking  at  what  seemed  the 
fotmdering  of  the  ship.  Sails  all  gone.  Booms  lost.  Life- 
boats crushed  to  kindling-wood  on  the  side  of  the  vessel. 
On  the  blanched  cheeks  of  the  captain,  crew,  and  passengers, 
one  word  written :  "  Shipwreck !  "  And  so  you  may  go  on 
placidly,  smoothly,  gaily  for  awhile  in  your  sin,  but  the 
hurricane  will  swoop  upon  your  souls.  Perils  from  above 
and  perils  from  beneath  push  you  to  the  abyss.  Oat  of 
Christ  not  one  moment's  safety.  Without  Q-od,  without 
hope.  Oh,  what  an  orphanage,  what  an  exile,  what  a  deso- 
lation !  Who  will  go  your  bail  ?  Who  will  help  out  your 
immortal  spirit  P    Moan !  moan !  for  thy  lost  estate. 

Have  you  not  had  a  chance  for  heaven  ?  "  Ah,"  you  say  r 
**  that  is  the  worst  of  it.  That  is  what  makes  me  weep.'^ 
Was  your  father  bad?  Was  your  mother  wicked  ?  "No," 
you  say.  "  Say  nothing  against  my  mother.  If  there  was 
ever  a  good  woman,  she  was  one ;  and  I  remember  how,  in 
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her  old  days,  and  when  bent  with  years,  and  in  her  plain 
frock,  she  knelt  down  and  prayed  for  my  soul,  and  with  her 
apron  wiped  away  the  tears.  I  can  never  forget  it.  She  is 
gone  now,  and  I  gave  her  no  intimation  that  I  would  ever 
meet  her  again.  Oh,  I  have  trampled  on  her  broken  heart. 
I  am  a  wretch  undone.  Who  will  pray  for  me  ?  I  am  so 
sick  of  sin.     I  am  so  weary  of  the  world ! " 

NO   WONDER   YOU   WEEP, 

for  the  greatest  condemnation  of  the  last  day  will  be  for 
those  who  had  pious  parents  and  who  resisted  their  admoni- 
tion. Oh !  to  go  through  a  lost  eternity  carrying  the  remem- 
brance of  a  family  altar  at  which  you  were  taught  to  kneel, 
and  the  "Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep"  that  you  were 
taught  to  pray,  and  the  death-bed  of  father  and  mother 
where  with  their  last  words  they  importuned  you  to  do  your 
duty !  Oh !  that  memory  will  be  heavier  than  the  chain ; 
iTiat  will  be  hotter  than  the  fire.  May  God  Almighty  keep 
us  from  the  overwhelming  woe  that  comes  down  upon  that 
man's  head  who  tramples  on  a  father's  counsel  and  on  an  old 
mother's  prayer. 

But  what  is  a  sadder  thought  is,  that  some  of  these  people 
not  only  stay  out  of  the  kingdom  of  God  themselves,  but 
they  will  not  let  their  children  come  in.  I  have  to  charge 
some  parents  who  are  here  with  the  fact  that  they  hinder 
their  loved  ones  from  coming  into  the  kingdom.  If  you 
would  only  give  them  one  encouraging  word,  or  if  you  would 
only  get  out  of  the  way  with  your  worldly  example,  they 
would  have  some  chance.  But  no;  you  stay  back  from 
Ohrist  and  the  Church  yourselves,  and  you  keep  them  back. 
Oh !  father,  mother,  if  you  are  determined  to  go  down  to 
death,  do  not  take  your  children  with  you.  If  you  will 
not  stand  back,  say :  ''  I  am  going  to  take  the  plunge,  but 
don't  you  do  it."   You  sound  no  alarm.  They  ore  in  the  same 
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boat  with  joxl    You  are  rowing  on  towards    an    eternal 
Niagara.    Ton  have  almost  come  to  the  plunge,  and  yet  you 
drop  not  the  oarSy  jou  clutch  not  the  side  of  the  boat.    You 
cry  not  out  to  the  shore  for  help.    You  trip  them  up.    You 
know  it  is  an  easy  thing  to  trip  one  up,  especially  if  he  comes 
at  a  bounding  gait ;  and  you  see  your  loved  ones  coming  on 
towards  heaven,  and  you  put  out  your  foot  and  they  fall 
over  it  into  a  sinful  life  here,  and  after  twenty,  thirty,  forty 
years  have  passed  will  fall  deeper  down,  and  it  will  be  known 
for  ever  that  you  tripped  them  up.  Oh !  by  the  solemn  birth- 
hour  when  your  life  was  spared  and  another  given,  by  the 
memories  of  the  family  hearth,  by  the  account  which  you 
must  give  at  the  last  day  for  your  performance  of  your  duty 
in  regard  to  those  children,  I  implore  you  not  to  hinder  them. 
"  But,"  you  say,  "  I  do  not  hinder  them."     You  do.    Your 
children  feel  it.     Christians  feel  it.     Angels  of  God  feel  it. 
The  Lord  Jesus  Christ  feels  it.    That  father  and  mother  who 
stay  away  from  Christ  themselves  are  bringing  on  all  con- 
trolling and  potential  influence  to  keep  their  children  back. 
There  are  parents  here,  all  wrapped  up  in  worldliness  and 
fashion,  who  are  actually  blocking  up  the  way  to  heaven  for 
the  entire  family.    They  think  more  of  the  trimmings  on 
their  hats  and  the  jewels  on  their  fingers  than  of  the  souls 
of    the  immortals  for  which  they  must  answer  when  the 
world  is  on  fire.     Oh,  that  the  prophet's  rod  would  strike 
the  rock  to-night  and  make  it   weep,  and  that  this  place 
might  be  a  Bochim — ^parents  praying  for  their  children, 
children  praying  for  their  parents,  the  husband    praying 
for  the  wife,  the  wife  praying  for  the  husband,  the  pastor 
praying  for  the  people,  the  people  pray'ag  lor  the  pastor, 
this  whole  audience  whelmed  with  one  wave  of  penitence 
and  pardon !    Oh  parent !  coming  up  at  the  last  day,  how 
will  you  stand  it  if  these  children  grow  up  into  lives  of  sin, 
living  to  old  age  in  impenitence,  and  then  meeting  you  in 
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the  judgment,  deliberately  charge  you  with  the  ruin  of  their 
soul,  saying :  "  You  never  invited  me  to  Christ.  You  stood 
in  my  way.  You  gave  a  wrong  example.  Father,  mother, 
you  ruined  my  soul  ?  " 

But  I  remember  that  there  are  tears  of  joy  as  well  as  tears 
of  sorrow,  and  how  the  foundations  of  the  deep  would  break 
up  to-night  if  one  hundred  or  one  thousand  souls  in  this 
audience  would  march  up  and  take  the  kingdom  of  heaven ! 
This  place  has  been  a  Bochim.  It  was  last  Sabbath,  here 
and  in  the  adjoining  room.  It  was  last  Monday.  It  was 
last  Wednesday.  It  was  last  Friday.  It  was  this  morning. 
It  is  now  a  Bochim  for  weeping  for  joy.  Eight  here,  on  this 
very  seat,  last  Sabbath  night,  there  sat  a  sea-captain.  He 
seemed  very  restless  under  the  sermon.  I  thought  he  was 
offended,  and  would  go  out.  When  the  service  was  closed 
he  came  into  the  adjoining  room,  his  face  shining  with  joy, 
and  he  told  us  that  that  night. 

HE   HAD   FOUND   CHBIST, 

and  then  he  told  how,  during  the  gale  at  sea,  he  vowed  to  be 
a  Christian,  but  when  the  sea  went  down  and  the  storm  was 
past  he  forgot  his  vow.  "  Now,"  he  says, "  I  start  for 
heaven."  He  could  not  keep  the  story  to  himself.  He  was 
telling  to  those  who  were  around  about  him  in  the  room  what 
a  joyful  thing  it  was  to  follow  Christ.  Oh!  it  was  a  Bochim 
all  around  about  where  the  man  stood,  and  he  said  as  he 
passed  out  of  the  door :  "  Pray  for  me.  I  sail  to-morrow 
for  San  Domingo."  The  same  night  there  came  a  child,  her 
face  radiant  with  gladness,  holding  her  father  by  the  hand. 
She  had  found  the  Saviour  the  week  before.  Now  she  was 
bringing  her  father.  He  also  found  Jesus.  Then  the  man 
who  said  he  was  "  past  feeling  "  asked  us  to  pray  for  him. 
And  then  there  were  aged  ones  who  came  in  the  eleventh 
hour  and  got  Divine  pardon ;  and  there  were  altars  set  up 
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in  families  where  there  had  never  been  any  prayer ;  and  lips 
that  had  never  spoken  the  name  of  Jesus,  save  in  blasphemy, 
have  been  all  this  week  singing :  '*  There's  none  like  Jesus. 
Oh,  hallelujah ! "    And  the  place  has  been  a  Bochim. 

But  there  are  some  who  have  not  come.  They  will  not 
come.  They  will  not  repent.  They  will  not  pray.  They  will 
not  ask  any  one  else  to  pray  for  them.  Their  hearts  are  too 
proud.  With  a  stout  grip  they  seize  the  door  of  Ood's 
mercy  and  shut  it  against  their  souls.  They  lay  hold  of  the 
rope  of  the  bell,  so  that  they  may  strike  the  death-knell  of 
their  own  immortal  spirit.  ''  The  harvest  is  past,  the  siimmer 
is  ended,  and  they  are  not  saved."  Floating  out  farther  and 
fiurther  into  the  darkness,  I  wave  them  one  last  farewell, 
and  I  feel  helpless  when  I  stand  before  them.  I  think  of 
no  other  argument  drawn  from  death,  judgment,  or  eternity, 
or  the  cross  of  the  Son  of  Ood,  and  I  feel  very  much  as  the 
people  did  on  Long  Island  coasts  some  years  ago  when  a 
vessel  was  driving  on  the  rocks.  The  people  on  shore  could 
do  nothing.  They  saw  the  danger  and  knew  the  shipwreck 
was  coming,  and  ran  up  and  down  the  beach  wringing  their 
hands.  So  to-night  I  see  these  vessels  coming  for  the  rocks. 
I  cannot  help  them.  I  run  up  and  down  the  shore  crying  : 
**  Stand  off !  Put  back !  Stop,  stop ! ''  But  it  seems  to  do 
no  good. 

I  rejoice  that  there  will  be  whole  families  to-night  that 
will  come  to  Jesus.  In  Georgia,  some  years  ago,  there  were 
two  men  who  had  broken  their  mother's  heart  by  lives  of  dis- 
sipation. They  went  home  to  see  her.  It  came  the  time  for 
them  to  go  back,  and  they  said :  ''  Now,  mother,  we  go  back 
to-night  at  nine  o'clock."  "  Well,"  she  said,  "  boys  "  (how- 
ever old  they  may  get  they  are  never  anything  but  boys  to  a 
mother) — she  said :  "  Boys,  go  to  church  ;  they're  going  to 
have  religious  service  there."  Her  heart  was  aching  for 
their  salvation,  but  she  did  not  want  to  tell  them.     "  Oh  ! " 
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they  said,  "  we're  going  ofE  at  nine  o'dock."  "  Well,"  she 
saidy  *^  jou  will  hear  the  stage-horn  blow,  and  you  can  then 
go  oat  and  take  the  stage."  So  they  went;  but  before  the 
stage-horn  blew 

THET  HBABD  A  DIFFEBENT  BOXnSTD, 

It  was  that  which  pealed  forth  from  the  silver  tmmpet  of 
the  Gospel,  and  their  souls  quaked  nnder  the  sound.  They 
did  not  go  away  that  night ;  and  on  the  following  night, 
when,  at  the  dose  of  the  service,  the  minister  of  Christ  asked 
that  all  those  who  were  seeking  their  soul's  salvation  should 
come  up  and  kneel  at  the  altar,  the  first  that  started  were 
these  two  men ;  and  they  knelt  there  asking  for  salvation ; 
and  while  they  were  kneeling  there,  there  was  an  aged  woman 
who  arose  in  the  midst  €i  the  audience,  hex  face  all  saturated 
with  tears,  and  the  people  said :  **  Who  is  she  ?  Who  is  she? 
Why  does  she  stand  up  and  disturb  the  assembly  ?  All  the 
rest  are  sitting."  Oh,  she  had  a  right  to  stand  up.  She 
was  the  Christian  mother  of  those  two  young  men.  She  had 
prayed  for  their  salvation  so  long,  she  had  a  right  to  stand 
and  look  as  they  knelt  down  at  the  foot  of  Divine  mercy. 
She  had  sown  in  tears — she  had  a  right  to  reap  in  tearful 
joy.  And  to-night,  if  the  prodigals  would  only  come  and 
kneel  down  at  the  foot  of  the  cross,  there  would  be  others 
standing  up  to  watch.  The  world  might  stand  up  and  scofE, 
but  there  would  be  others  standing  up  with  different  motives 
— ^parents  standing  up  to  watch  as  the  prodigals  came.  They 
would  be  glad  with  an  infinite  gladness,  if  their  children 
were  saved.  And  there  would  be  companions  in  life  who 
would  rejoice  as  their  companion  came.  They  would  say : 
"  Now,  we  are  one  for  ever.  Married  on  earth  to  be  married 
in  heaven."  The  angels  of  Qtod  would  stand,  harp  in  hand, 
watching,  and  ready  to  strike  the  symphony.  The  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  Himself  would  stand  watching — ^Him  of  the 
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cnufhed  toot,  and  the  mangled  broWi  and  the  deft  heait, 
•aying:  **llLj  BCful  is  satufied.  £  have  loved  thee  with  an 
ererlasting  loTe.'*  There  would  be  tears  of  joj  miDgling 
with  tears  of  sorrow^  and  it  would  be  told  in  the  ages  to  come 
that  on  this  Sabbath  night,  between  these  walls,  because  of 
ike  weeping  orer  [^  and  the  weeping  over  pardon,  the  place 
aBochim. 


THE   PEOCESSION  HALTED. 

"Now  when  he  came  nigh  to  the  gate  of  the  city,  hehold,  there  was  a 
dead  man  carried  oat,  the  only  son  of  his  mother,  and  she  was  a  widow : 
and  much  people  of  the  city  was  with  her.  And  when  the  Lord  saw  ber, 
lie  had  compassion  on  her,  and  said  nnto  her,  Weep  not.  And  he  came 
jmd  toofi^ea  the  hier ;  and  they  that  hare  him  stood  still.  And  he  said, 
Tcimg  man,  I  say  onto  thee,  .^urise.  And  he  that  was  dead  sat  up,  and 
liegan  to  speak.    And  he  delivered  him  to  his  mother." — Luke  yii.  12-15. 

THE  text  calls  us  to  stand  at  the  gate  of  the  city  of  Nain. 
The  streets  are  fall  of  business  and  gaiety,  and  the 
ear  is  deafened  with  the  hammers  of  mechanism  and  the 
wheels  of  traffic  Work,  with  its  thousand  arms,  and  thou- 
sand eyes,  and  thousand  feet,  fills  all  the  street,  when 
suddenly  the  crowd  parts,  and  a  funeral  passes.  Between 
the  wheels  of  work  and  pleasure  there  comes  a  long  pro- 
cession of  mourning  people.  Who  is  it?  A  trifler  says: 
^Oh,  it  is  nothing  but  a  funeral.  It  may  have  come  up 
from  the  hospital  of  the  city,  or  the  almshouse,  or  some 
low  place  of  the  town;"  but  not  so,  says  the  serious  ob- 
serrer*  There  are  so  many  evidences  of  tired  bereave- 
ment that  we  know  at  the  first  glance  some  one  has 
been  taken  away  greatly  beloved ;  and  to  our  inquiry : 
^  Who  is  this  that  is  carried  out  with  so  many  offices  of  kind- 
ness and  affection  P  "  the  reply  comes :  *^  The  only  son  of  his 
mother,  and  she  a  widow."  Stand  back  and  let  the  pro- 
cession pass  out !    Hush  all  the  voices  of  mirth  and  plea- 
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sure !  Let  every  head  be  uncovered !  Weep  with  this  passing 
procession,  and  let  it  be  told  through  all  the  market  places 
and  bazaars  of  Nain,  that  in  Galilee,  to-daj,  the  sepulchre 
hath  gathered  to  itself  "  the  only  son  of  his  mother,  and  she 
a  widow." 

There  are  two  or  three  things  that,  in  my  mind,  give 
especial  pathos  to  this  scene.  The  first  is,  he  was  a  young 
man  that  was  being  carried  out.  To  the  aged,  death  becomes 
beautiful.  The  old  man  halts  and  pants  along  the  road 
where  once  he  bounded  like  the  roe.  From  the  midst  of 
immedicable  ailment  and  sorrows,  he  cries  out:  ''How 
long,  oh  Lord,  how  long  P  "  Foot-sore  and  hardly  bestead 
on  the  hot  journey,  he  wants  to  get  home.  He  sits  in 
the  church  and  sings,  with  a  very  tremulous  voice,  some 
tune  he  sang  forty  years  ago,  and  longs  to  join  the 
better  assemblage  of  the  one  hundred  and  forty  and  four 
thousand,  and  the  thousands  of  thousands  who  have  passed 
the  flood.  How  sweetly  he  sleeps  the  last  sleep.  Push 
back  the  white  locks  from  the  wrinkled  temples  ;  they  will 
never  ache  again.  Fold  the  hands  over  the  still  heart ;  they 
will  never  toil  again.    Close  gently  the  eyes ; 

THEY  WILL   NEVES   WEEP   AGAIN. 

But  this  man  that  I  am  speaking  of  was  a  young  man. 
He  was  just  putting  on  the  armour  of  life,  and  he  was 
exulting  to  think  how  his  sturdy  blows  would  ring  out  above 
the  clangour  of  the  battle.  I  suppose  he  had  a  young  man's 
hopes,  a  young  man's  ambition,  and  a  young  man's  courage. 
He  said :  "  If  I  live  many  years,  I  will  feed  the  hungry  and 
clothe  the  naked.  In  this  city  of  Nain,  where  there  are  so 
many  bad  young  men,  I  will  be  sober,  and  honest,  and  pure, 
and  magnanimous,  and  my  mother  shall  never  be  ashamed 
of  me."  But  all  these  prospects  are  blasted  in  one  hour. 
There  he  passes  lifeless  in  the  procession.     Behold  all  that 
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u  left  on  earth  of  the  high-hearted  young  man  of  the  dij 
of  Nain. 

There  is  another  thing  that  adds  very  much  to  this  scene, 
and  that  is,  he  was  an  only  son.  However  large  the  f amil j 
flock  maj  be,  we  never  could  think  of  sparing  one  of  the 
lambs.  Though  thej  may  all  have  their  faults,  they  all  have 
their  excellencies  that  commend  them  to  their  parental 
heart ;  and  if  it  were  peremptorily  demanded  of  you  to-day, 
that  you  should  yield  up  one  of  your  children  out  of  a  very 
large  family,  you  would  be  confounded,  and  you  could  not 
make  a  selection.  But  this  was  an  only  son,  aroimd  whom 
gathered  aU  the  parental  expectations.  How  much  care  in 
his  education.  How  much  caution  in  watching  his  habits. 
He  would  carry  down  the  name  to  other  times.  He  would 
have  entire  control  of  the  family  property  long  after  the 
parents  had  gone  to  their  last  reward.  He  would  stand  in 
society  a  thinker,  a  worker,  a  philanthropist,  a  Christian. 
No,  no.  It  is  all  ended.  Behold  him  there.  Breath  is  gone. 
Life  is  extinct.    The  only  son  of  his  mother. 

There  was  one  other  thing  that  added  to  the  pathos  of  this 
scene,  and  that  was,  his  mother  was  a  widow.  The  main 
hope  of  that  home  had  been  broken,  and  now  he  was  come 
up  to  be  the  staff.  The  chief  light  of  the  household  had 
been  extinguished,  and  this  was  the  only  light  left.  I  sup- 
pose she  often  said,  looking  at  him :  "  There  are  only  two  of 
us."  Ohy  it  is  a  grand  thing  to  see  a  young  man  step  out  in 
life,  and  say  to  his  mother :  "  Don't  be  down-hearted.  I  will, 
as  far  as  possible,  take  father's  place,  and  as  long  as  I  live 
you  shall  never  want  anything."  But  alas !  it  is  not  always 
that  way.  Sometimes  the  young  people  get  tired  of  the  old 
people.  They  say  they  are  queer ;  that  they  have  so  many 
ailments ;  and  they  sometimes  wish  them  out  of  the  way.  A 
young  man  and  his  wife  sat  at  the  table,  their  little  son  on 
the  floor  playing  beneath  the  table.   The  old  grandfather  was 
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verj  old,  and  liis  hand  shook  so,  thej  said :  "  You  shall  no 
more  sit  with  us  at  the  table."  And  so  they  gave  him  a  place 
in  the  corner^  where  day  by  day  he  ate  out  of  an  earthen  bowl 
— everything  put  into  that  bowl.  One  day  his  hand  trembled 
fio  much  he  dropped  it,  and  it  broke,  and  the  son,  seated  at 
the  elegant  table  in  midfloor,  said  to  his  wife :  "  Now,  we'll 
get  father  a  wooden  bowl,  and  that  he  can't  break."  So  a 
wooden  bowl  was  obtained,  and  every  day  old  grandfather 
ate  out  of  that,  sitting  in  the  corner.  One  day,  while  the 
elegant  young  man  and  his  wife  were  seated  at  their  table, 
with  chased  silver  and  all  the  luxuries,  and  their  little  son 
sat  upon  the  floor,  they  saw  the  lad  whittling,  and  they  said  : 
"My  son,  what  are  you  doing  there  witii  that  Imife?" 
"Oh,"  said  he,  "I — I'm  making  a  trough  for  my  father 
and  mother  to  eat  out  of  when  they  get  old! " 

But  this  young  man  of  the  text  was  not  of  that  character. 
He  did  not  belong  to  that  school.  I  can  tell  it  from  the 
way  they  mourned  over  him.  He  was  to  be  the  companion 
of  his  mother.  He  was  to  be  his  mother's  protector.  He 
would  return  now  some  of  the  kindnesses  he  had  received  in 
tiie  days  of  childhood  and  boyhood.  Aye,  he  would  with 
his  strong  hand  uphold  that  form  already  enfeebled  with 
age.  Will  he  do  it  ?  No.  In  one  hour  all  that  promise  of 
help  and  companionship  is  gone. 

THEBE   IS   A  WOBLD   OF  ANGXTISH 

in  that  one  short  phrase,  "  The  only  son  of  his  mother,  and 
she  a  widow." 

Now,  my  friends,  it  was  upon  this  scene  that  Christ  broke. 
He  came  in  without  any  introduction.  He  stopped  the  pro- 
cession. 

He  had  only  two  utterances  to  make :  the  one  to  the 
mourning  motiier,  tha  other  to  the  dead.  He  cried  out 
to  the  mourning  one :  **  Weep  not : "  and  then,  touching  the 
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bier  on  which  the  son  lay,  He  cried  out : ''  Young  man,  I  say 
unto  thee,  Arise !    And  he  that  was  dead  sat  up. " 

I  learn  two  or  three  things  from  this  subject;  and  first, 
that  Christ  was  a  num.  You  see  how  that  sorrow  played 
upon  all  the  chords  of  His  heart*  I  think  we  forget  this  too 
often.  Christ  was  a  aian  more  certainly  than  you  are,  for 
He  was  a  perfect  nuuL  No  sailor  ever  slept  in  ship's  ham- 
mock more  soundly  than  Christ  slept  in  that  boat  on 
Gennessaret.  In  every  nerve,  and  muscle,  and  bone,  and 
fibre  of  His  body — in  every  emotion  and  affection  of  His 
heart — ^in  every  action  and  decision  of  EQs  mind.  He  was  a 
man.  He  looked  off  upon  the  sea  just  as  you  look  off  upon 
the  waters.  He  went  into  Martha's  house  just  as  you  go 
into  a  cottage.  He  breathed  hard  when  He  was  tired,  just 
as  you  do  when  you  are  exhausted.  He  felt  after  sleeping 
out  a  night  in  the  storm  just  like  you  do  when  you  have 
been  exposed  to  a  tempest.  It  was  just  as  humiliating  for 
Him  to  beg  bread  as  it  would  be  for  you  to  become  a  pauper. 
He  felt  just  as  much  insulted  by  being  sold  for  thirty  pieces 
of  silver  as  you  would  if  you  were  sold  for  the  price  of  a 
dog.  From  the  crown  of  the  head  to  the  sole  of  the  foot  He 
was  a  man.  Oh,  when  the  thorns  were  twisted  for  His  brow, 
they  hurt  Him  just  as  much  as  they  would  hurt  your  brow, 
if  they  were  twisted  for  it.  He  took  not  on  EQm  the  nature 
of  angels;  He  took  on  Him  the  seed  of  Abraham.  Ecce 
IToffio— Behold  the  man ! 

But  I  must  also  draw  from  this  subject  that  He  was  a 
Qod.  Suppose  that  a  man  should  now  attempt  to  break  up 
funeral  obsequies.  He  would  be  seized  by  the  law,  he  would 
be  imprisoned,  if  he  were  not  actually  slain  by  the  mob 
before  the  officers  could  secure  him.  U  Christ  had  been  a 
mere  mortal,  would  He  have  had  a  right  to  come  in  upon 
such  a  procession  P  Would  He  have  succeeded  in  His  inter- 
ruption ?    He  was  more  than  a  man,  for  when  He  cried  out: 

<d2 
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^  I  saj  unto  thee,  arise !  He  that  was  dead  sat  up."  Oh, 
nvhat  excitement  there  must  have  been  thereabouts.  The 
body  had  lain  prostrate.  It  had  been  mourned  over  with 
agonizing  tears,  and  yet  now  it  begins  to  move  in  the  shroud, 
and  to  be  flushed  with  life;  and  at  the  command  of  Christ 
lie  rises  up  and  looks  into  the  faces  of  the  astonished  specta- 
tors. Oh,  this  was  the  work  of  a  God.  I  hear  it  in  His 
Toice ;  I  see  it  in  the  flash  of  His  eye ;  I  behold  it  in  the 
snapping  of  death's  shackles;  I  see  it  in  the  face  of  the 
rising  slumberer ;  I  hear  it  in  the  outcry  of  all  those  who 
were  spectators  of  the  scene.  If,  when  I  see  my  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  mourning  with  the  bereaved,  I  put  my  hands  on  His 
4Bhoulders,  and  say :  ''  My  brother,"  now  that  I  hear  Him 
proclaim  supernatural  deliverances,  I  look  up  into  His  face 
and  say  with  Thomas :  "  My  Lord  and  my  God."  Do  you 
not  think  He  was  a  God?  A  great  many  people  do  nat 
believe  that,  and  they  compromise  the  matter,  or  they  think 
they  compromise  it.  They  say  He  was  a  very  good  man,  but 
He  was  not  a  God.    That  is  impossible.    He  was 

EITHER  A  GOD   OB  A  WBETCH, 

and  I  will  prove  it.  If  a  man  professes  to  be  that  which  he 
is  not,  what  is  he  ?  He  is  a  liar,  an  impostor,  a  hypocrite. 
That  is  your  unanimous  verdict.  Now,  Christ  professed  to 
be  a  God.  He  said  over  and  over  again  He  was  a  God,  took 
the  attributes  of  a  God,  and  assumed  the  works  and  offices 
of  a  God.  Dare  you  now  say  He  was  not  ?  He  was  a  Gpd 
or  He  was  a  wretch.  Choose  ye.  Do  you  think  I  cannot 
prove  by  this  Bible  that  He  was  a  God  ?  If  you  do  not 
believe  the  Bible,  of  course  there  is  no  need  of  my  talking 
with  you.  There  is  no  common  data  from  which  to  start. 
Suppose  you  do  believe  it  ?  Then  I  can  demonstrate  that 
•He  was  Divine.  I  can  prove  that  He  was  creator  (John 
i.  3)  :  *'  All  things  were  made  by  Him;  and  without  Him  was 
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not  mnjtlimg  made  tliat  was  made."  He  was  eternal  (Hey. 
zziL  13):  "I  am  Alpba  and  Omega,  the  beginning  and  the 
end,  the  first  and  the  last."  I  can  prove  He  was  omnipo- 
tent (Heb.  L  10):  ''The  heavens  are  the  work  of  Thine 
luDds."  I  can  prove  He  was  omniscient  (John  ii.  25) :  *'  He 
knew  what  was  in  man."  Oh,  jes,  He  is  a  God.  He  cleft 
the  sea.  He  upheaved  the  crystalline  walls  along  which  the 
Israelitea  marched.  He  planted  the  mountains.  He  raises 
up  governments  and  casts  down  thrones,  and  marches  across 
in^rinna,  and  acTOss  worlds,  and  across  the  universe.  Eternal, 
omnipotent,  unhindered,  and  unabashed.  That  hand  that 
was  nailed  to  the  cross  holds  the  stars  in  a  leash  of  love. 
That  head  that  dropped  on  the  bosom,  in  fainting  and  death, 
shall  make  the  world  quake  at  its  nod.  That  voice  that 
groaned  in  the  last  pang  shall  swear  before  the  trembling 
world  that  time  shall  be  no  longer.  Oh,  do  not  insult  the  com- 
mon sense  of  the  race,  by  telling  us  that  this  glorious  person 
was  only  a  man,  in  whose  presence  the  paralytic  arm  was  thrust 
out  well,  and  the  devils  crouched,  and  the  lepers  dropped 
their  scales,  and  the  tempests  folded  their  wings,  and  the 
boy's  satchel  of  a  few  loaves  made  a  banquet  for  five 
thousand,  and  the  sad  procession  of  my  text  broke  out  in 
congratulation  and  hosanna. 

Again,  I  learn  from  this  subject  that  Christ  was  a  sym- 
pathizer. Mark  you,  this  was  a  city  funeral.  In  the  country, 
when  the  bell  tolls,  they  know  all  about  it  for  five  miles 
around,  and  they  know  what  was  the  matter  with  the  man, 
how  old  he  was,  and  what  were  his  last  experiences.  They 
know  with  what  temporal  prospects  he  has  left  his  family. 
There  is  no  haste,  there  is  no  indecency,  in  the  obsequies. 
There  is  nothing  done  as  a  mere  matter  of  business.  Even 
the  children  come  out  as  the  procession  passes,  and  look  sym- 
pathetic, and  the  tree-shadows  seem  to  deepen,  and  the 
brooks  weep  in  sympathy  as  the  procession  goes  by.     But, 
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mark  you,  this  that  I  am  speaking  of  was  a  city  funeral.  In 
great  cities  the  cart  jostles  the  hearse,  and  there  is  mirth 
and  gladness  and  indifference  as  the  weeping  procession  goes 
bj.  In  the  city  of  Nain  it  was  a  common  thing  to  have 
trouble,  and  bereavement,  and  death.  Christ  saw  it  every 
day  there.  Perhaps  that  very  hour  there  were  others  being 
carried  out ;  but  this  frequencv  of  trouble  did  not  harden 
Christ's  heart  at  all. 

HE   STEPPED   EIGHT   OITT, 

and  He  saw  this  mourner,  and  He  had  compassion  on  her, 
and  He  said :  "  Weep  not."  Now  I  have  to  tell  you,  oh 
bruised  souls,  and  there  are  many  here  to-day  (have  you 
ever  looked  over  an  audience  like  this  and  noticed  how  many 
shadows  of  sorrow  there  are  ?  Tou  cannot,  where  you  sit, 
see  them,  but  I  can  from  where  I  stand),  I  come  to  all  such 
to-day  and  say :  *^  Christ  meets  you,  and  He  has  compassion 
on  you,  and  He  says :  '  Weep  not.' "  Perhaps  with  some  it 
is  financial  trouble.  "  Oh ! "  you  say,  "  it  is  such  a  silly 
thing  for  a  man  to  cry  over  lost  money."  Is  it  ?  Suppose 
you  had  a  large  fortune,  and  all  luxuries  brought  to  your 
table,  and  your  wardrobe  was  full,  and  your  home  was 
beautified  by  music,  and  sculpture,  and  painting,  and  thronged 
by  the  elegant  and  educated,  and  then  some  rough  mis- 
fortune should  strike  you  in  the  face,  and  trample  your 
treasures,  and  taunt  your  children  for  their  faded  dress,  and 
send  you  into  commercial  circles  an  underling  where  once 
you  waved  a  sceptre  of  gold,  don't  you  think  you  would  cry 
then?  I  think  you  would.  But  Christ  comes  and  meets  all 
such  to-day.  He  sees  all  the  straits  in  which  you  have  been 
thrust.  He  observes  the  sneer  of  that  man  who  once  was 
proud  to  walk  in  your  shadow  and  glad  to  get  your  help. 
He  sees  the  protested  note,  the  uncancelled  judgment,  the 
foreclosed  mortgage,  the  heart-breaking  exasperation,  and 
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Hie  says :  **  Weep  not.  I  own  the  cattle  on  a  thousand  hills. 
I  will  nenrer  let  jou  starre.  From  mj  hand  the  fowls  of 
heayen  peck  all  their  food.  And  will  I  let  yon  starre  ?  Never 
— ^MOy  my  diildy  never." 

Or  perhaps  this  tramp  at  the  gate  of  Nain  has  an  echo  in 
yonr  own  bereft  spirit.    You  went  out  to  the  grave,  and  you 
felt  yon  never  could  come  back  again.    You  left  your  heart 
there.    The  white  snow  of   death  covered  all  the  garden. 
You  listen  for  the  speaking  of  voices  that  will  never  be  heard 
again  and  the  sounding  of  feet  that  will  never  move  in  your 
dwelling  again,  and  there  is  this  morning,  while  I  speak,  a 
dully  hea,Yjf  leaden  pressure  on  your  heart.    God  has  dashed 
out  the  light  of  your  eyes,  and  the  heavy  spirit  that  that 
woman  carried  out  of  the  gate  of  Nain  is  no  heavier  than 
yours.    And  you  open  the  door,  but  he  comes  not  in.    And 
you  enter  the  nursery,  but  she  is  not  there.    And  you  sit  at 
the  table,  but  there  is  a  vacant  chair  next  to  you.    And  the 
sun  does  not  shine  as  brightly  as  it  used  to,  and  the  voices  of 
affection  do  not  strike  you  with  so  quick  a  thrill,  and  your 
cheek  has  not  so  healthy  a  hue,  and  your  eye  has  not  so  deep 
a  fire.    Do  I  not  know  ?    Do  we  not  all  know  ?    There  is  an 
unlifted  woe  on  your  heart.     You  have  been  carrying  out 
your  loved  one  beyond  the  gate  of  the  city  of  Nain.    But 
look  yonder.    Some  one  stands  watching.    He  seems  waiting 
for  you.    As  you  come  up  He  stretches  out  His  hand  of  help. 
His  voice  is  full  of  tenderness,  yet  thrills  with  eternal  strength. 
Who  is  it  P    The  very  One  who  accosted  the  mourner  at  the 
gate  of  Nain,  and  He  says :  *'  Weep  not.'* 

Perhaps  it  is  a  worse  grief  than  that.  It  may  be  a  living 
home  trouble  that  you  cannot  speak  about  to  your  best  friend. 
It  may  be  some  domestic  unhappiness.  It  may  be  an  evil 
suspicion.  It  may  be  the  disgrace  following  in  the  footsteps 
of  a  son  that  is  wayward,  or  a  companion  who  is  crual,  or  a 
father  that  will  not  do  right ;  and  for  years  there  may  have 
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been  a  Yulture  striking  its  beak  into  the  vitals  of  your  soul, 

and  you  sit  there  to-day  feeling  it  worse  tban  death.    It  is. 

It  is  worse  than  death.    And  yet  there  is  relief.     Though 

the  night  may  be  the  blackest,  though  the  voices  of  hell  may 

tell  you  to  curse  God  and  die,  look  up  and  hear  the  voice 

that  accosted  the  woman  of  the  text,  as  it  says:  ''Weep  not." 

''  Earth  has  no  sorrow 
That  heaven  cannot  cure/' 

I  learn  again  from  all  this  that  Christ  is  the  master  of  the 
grave.    Just  outside  the  gate  of  the  city  Death  and  Christ 
measured  lances,  and  when  the  young  man  rose,  Deain 
dropped.    Now  we  are  sure  of  our  resurrection.    Oh !  what 
a  scene  it  was  when  that  young  man  came  back !  The  mother 
never  expected  to  hear  him  speak  again.     She  never  thought 
that  he  would  kiss  her  again.    How  the  tears  started  and 
her  heart  throbbed  as  she  said :  ''  Oh,  my  son,  my  son,  my 
son ! "    And  that  scene  is  going  to  be  repeated.    It  is  going 
to  be  repeated  ten  thousand  times.    These  broken  family 
circles  have  got  to  come  together.  These  extinguished  house- 
hold lights  have  got  to  be  rekindled.     There  will  be  a  stir  in 
the  family  lot  in  the  cemetery,  and  there  will  be  a  rush  into 
life  at  the  command :  "  Young  man,  I  say  unto  thee,  arise  ! " 
As  the  child  shakes  off  the  dust  of  the  tomb  and  comes  forth 
fresh,  and  fair,  and  beautiful,  and  you  throw  your  arms 
around  it  and  press  it  to  your  heart,  angel  to  angel  will 
repeat  the  story  of  Nain :  "  He  delivered  him  to  his  mother." 
Bid  you  notice  that  passage  in  the  text  as  I  read  it  ?    "  He 
delivered  him  to  his  mother."     Oh,  ye  troubled  souls  !  oh, 
ye  who  have  lived  to    see  every  prospect  blasted,   paled, 
scattered,  consumed !  wait  a  little.    The  seed-time  of  tears 
will  become  the  wheat  harvest.     In  a  clime  cut  of  no  wintry 
blast,  under  a  sky  palled  by  no  hurtling  tempest,  amid  re- 
deemed ones  that  weep  not,  that  part  not,  that  die  not,  friend 
will  come  to  friend,  and  kindred  will  join  kindred,  and  the 
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long  prooenion  fhat  marches  along  the  avenues  of  gold  will  lift 
np  their  psalms  as  again  and  again  it  is  announced  that  the 
same  One  who  came  to  the  relief  of  this  woman  of  the  text 
came  to  the  relief  of  many  a  maternal  hearty  and  repeated 
the  wonders  of  resurrection  and  ''delivered  him  to  his 
mother."  Oh !  that  will  be  the  harvest  of  the  world.  That 
will  be  tlie  coronation  of  princes.  That  will  be  the  Sabbath 
of  eternity. 


THINGS  WE  NEVEE  GET  OVER. 

"  An  manner  of  sin  and  blasphemy  shaU  bo  forgiven  nnto  men ;  bnt 
the  blasphemy  against  fke  Holy  Ghost  shall  not  be  forgiven  unto  men. 
And  whosoever  speakeih  a  word  against  the  Son  of  man,  it  shall  be  for- 

g'ven  lum :  bat  whosoever  speaketh  against  the  Holy  Ghont,  it  shall  not 
)  forgiven  him,  neither  in  this  world,  neither  in  the  world  to  come." — 
Matthew  xii.  31,  32. 

"  He  fonnd  no  place  of  repentance,  though  he  sought  it  carefully  with 
tears." — Hebrews  xii.  17. 

LET  it  be  nnderstood  at  the  outset  that  the  Protestant 
pnlpit  has  no  revelation  not  given  to  the  Protestant 
pew.  The  minister  of  Christ  has  no  right  to  lord  it  over  the 
eonsdences  of  men.  When  we  preach,  we  do  not  utter 
edicts  ;  we  only  offer  opinions.  Let  the  old  mother  of  har- 
lots from  the  Vatican  issue  the  fiat  that  makes  the  people 
bow  down  into  the  dust ;  but  in  this  land,  and  in  this  age, 
where  King  James's  translation  is  in  almost  every  hand  and 
in  almost  every  house,  let  every  man  understand  that  he  has 
a  right,  equally  with  others,  to  interpret  the  Word  of  God 
for  himself,  asking  only  Divine  illumination. 

As  sometimes  you  gather  the  whole  family  around,  in 
the  evening,  to  hear  some  interesting  book  read,  so  to-night 
we  gather — a  great  Christian  family  group — ^to  study  this 
text ;  and  now  may  one  and  the  same  lamp  cast  its  glow 
on  all  this  vast  circle  of  immortal  souls.. 

You  see  from  the  first  passage  that  I  read,  that  there  is  a 


234  THINGS  WE  NEYEB  GET  OTEB. 

sin  a.gainst  the  H0I7  Ghost  for  which  a  man  is  never  par- 
doned. Once  haying  committed  it,  he  is  bonnd  hand  and  foot 
for  the  dnngeons  of  despair.  Sermons  niaj  be  preached  to 
him,  songs  may  be  sung  to  him,  prayers  may  be  offered  in  his 
behalf;  but  all  to  no  purpose.  He  is  a  captive  for  this 
world  and  a  captive  for  the  world  that  is  to  come.  Do  you 
suppose  that  there  is  any  one  in  this  house  to-night  that  has 
committed  that  sin  ?  All  sins  are  against  the  Holy  G-host ; 
but  my  text  speaks  of  one  especially.  It  is  very  clear  to  my 
own  mind  that  the  sin  against  the  Holy  G^host  was  the 
ascribing  of  the  works  of  the  Spirit  to  the  agency  of  the 
devil  in  the  time  of  the  apostles.  Indeed,  the  Bible  dis- 
tinctly tells  us  that.  In  other  words,  if  a  man  had  sight 
given  to  him,  or  if  another  was  raised  from  the  dead,  and 
some  one  standing  there  should  say:  "This  man  got  his 
sight  by  Satanic  power,  the  Holy  Spirit  did  not  do  this,  Beel- 
zebub accomplished  it;"  or,  "This  man  raised  from  the 
dead  was  raised  by  satonic  influence,"  the  man  who  said  that 
dropped  down  under  the  curse  of  the  text,  and  had  com- 
mitted the  fatal  sin  against  the  Holy  Ghost.  Now  I  do  not 
think  it  possible  in  this  day  to  commit  that  sin.  I  think  it 
was  possible  only  in  apostolic  times.  But  it  is  a  very  terri- 
ble thing  ever  to  say  anything  against  the  Holy  Ghost,  and 
it  is  a  marked  fact  that  our  race  have  been  marvellously 
kept  back  from  that  profanity.  You  hear  a  man  swear  by 
the  name  of  the  Eternal  God,  and  by  the  name  of  Jesus 
Christ,  but  you  never  heard  a  man  swear  by  the  name  of  the 
Holy  Ghost.  There  are  those  in  this  house  who  fear  they 
are  guilty  of  the  unpardonable  sin.  Have  you  such  anxiety  ? 
Then  I  have  to  tell  you  positively  that 

TOU  HAVE  NOT  COMMITTED  THAT  SIN, 

because  the  very  anxiety  is  a  result  of  the  movement  of  the 
gracious  Spirit,  and  your  anxiety  is  proof  positive,  as  cer- 
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Unly  am  aiiTtliiiig  that  can  be  demonstrated  in  mathematics, 
that  you  have  not  oommitted  the  sin  that  I  have  been  speak- 
ing cdE.  I  can  look  off  upon  this  audience  and  feel  that  there 
k  salTation  for  all.  It  is  not  like  when  they  put  out  with 
those  life-boats  from  the  Loch  Earn  for  the  Ville  du  Havre. 
They  knew  there  was  not  room  for  all  the  passengers,  but 
they  were  going  to  do  as  well  as  they  could.  But  to-night 
we  man  the  life-boat  of  the  Gbspel,  and  we  cry  out  over  the 
lea :  **  Boom  for  all."  Oh  that  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  would, 
this  hour,  bring  you  all  out  of  the  flood  of  sin  and  plant  you 
on  the  deck  of  this  glorious  old  Gospel  craft.  But  while  I 
have  said  I  do  not  think  it  is  possible  for  us  to  commit  the 
particular  dn  spoken  of  in  the  first  text,  I  have  by  reason  of 
the  second  text  to  call  your  attention  to  the  fact  that  there 
are  sins  which,  though  they  may  be  pardoned,  are  in  some 
respects  irrevocable,  and  you  can  find  no  place  for  repent- 
ance, though  you  seek  it  carefully  with  tears.  Esau  had  a 
birthright  given  him.  In  olden  times  it  meant  not  only  tem- 
poral but  spiritual  blessing.  One  day  Esau  took  this  birth- 
right and  traded  it  off  for  something  to  eat.  Oh,  the 
folly!  But  let  us  not  be  too  severe  upon  him,  for  some 
of  us  may  have  conmiitted  the  same  folly.  After  he 
had  made  the  trade,  he  wanted  to  get  it  back.  Just  as 
though  you  to-morrow  morning  should  take  all  your  notes, 
and  bonds,  and  Government  securities,  and  should  go 
into  a  restaurant,  and  in  a  fit  of  recklessness  and  hunger 
throw  all  those  securities  on  the  counter  and  ask  for  a  plate 
of  food,  making  that  exchange.  This  was  the  one  that  Esau 
made.  He  sold  his  birthright  for  a  mess  of  pottage,  and  he 
was  very  sorry  about  it  afterwards ;  but  "  he  found  no  place 
for  repentance,  though  he  sought  it  carefully  with  tears.'' 

There  is  an  impression  in  almost  every  man's  mind  that 
somewhere  in  the  future  there  will  be  a  chance  where  he  can 
correct  all  his  mistakes.    Live  as  we  may,  if  we  only  repent 
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in  time,  God  will  forgive  ns,  and  then  all  will  be  as  well  as 
thougli  we  had  never  committed  sin.  My  discourse  shall 
come  in  collision  with  that  theory.  I  shall  show  yon,  my 
friends,  as  God  will  help  me,  that  there  is  such  a  thing  as 
unsuccessful  repentance ;  that  there  are  things  done  wrong 
that  always  stay  wrong,  and  for  them  you  may  seek  some 
place  of  repentance,  and  seek  it  carefully,  but  never  find  it. 
Belonging  to  this  class  of  irrevocable  mistakes  is 

THE   POLLY  OP  A  MISSPENT  YOUTH. 

We  may  look  back  to  our  college  days  and  think  how  we 
neglected  chemistry,  or  geology,  or  botany,  or  mathematics. 
We  may  be  sorry  about  it  all  our  days.  Can  we  ever  get  the 
discipline  or  the  advantage  that  we  would  have  had  had  we 
attended  to  those  duties  in  early  life  ?  A  man  wakes  up  at 
forty  years  of  age  and  finds  that  his  youth  has  been  wasted, 
and  he  strives  to  get  back  his  early  advantages.  Does  he 
get  them  back  ?  the  days  of  boyhood,  the  days  in  college,  the 
days  under  his  father's  roof  ?  "  Oh ! "  he  says :  "  If  I  could 
only  get  those  times  back  again,  how  I  would  improve  theml" 
My  brother,  you  will  never  get  them  back.  They  are  gone, 
gone.  You  may  be  very  sorry  about  it,  and  God  may  forgive 
so  that  you  may  at  last  reach  heaven ;  but  you  will  never 
get  over  some  of  the  mishaps  that  have  come  to  your  soul  as 
a  result  of  your  neglect  of  early  duty.  You  may  try  to  undo 
it ;  you  cannot  undo  it.  When  you  had  a  boy's  arms,  and  a 
boy's  eyes,  and  a  boy's  heart,  you  ought  to  have  attended  to 
those  things.  A  man  says  at  fifty  years  of  age :  "  I  do  wish 
I  could  get  over  these  habits  of  indolence."  When  did  you 
get  them  ?  At  twenty  or  twenty-five  years  of  age.  You 
cannot  shake  them  off.  They  will  hang  to  you  to  the  very 
•day  of  your  death.  If  a  young  man,  through  a  long  course 
of  evil  conduct,  undermines  his  physical  health,  and  then 
repents  of  it  in  after  life,  the  Lord  may  pardon  him ;  but 
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that  does  not  bring  back  good  physical  condition.  I  said  to 
a  minister  of  the  G-ospel  last  Sabbath  night  at  the  close 
of  the  service :  "  Where  are  you  preaching  now  ?  "  "  Oh !  " 
he  says :  "  I  am  not  preaching.  I  am  suffering  from  the 
physical  effects  of  early  sin.  I  can't  preach  now ;  I  am 
sick."  A  consecrated  man  he  now  is,  and  he  mourns  bitterly 
over  early  sins ;  but  that  does  not  arrest  their  bodily  effects. 
The  simple  fact  is,  that  men  and  women  often  take  twenty 
years  of  their  life  to  build  up  influences  that  require  all  the 
rest  of  their  life  to  break  down.  Talk  about  a  man  begin- 
ning life  when  he  is  twenty-one  years  of  age ;  talk  about  a 
woman  beginning  life  when  she  is  eighteen  years  of  age ! 
Ah,  no !  In  many  respects  that  is  the  time  they  dose  life. 
In  nine  cases  out  of  ten,  all  the  questions  of  eternity  are 
decided  before  that.  Talk  about  a  majority  of  men  getting 
their  fortunes  between  thirty  and  forty !  They  get  or  lose 
their  fortunes  between  ten  and  twenty.  When  you  tell  me 
that  a  man  is  just  beginning  life,  I  tell  you  that  he  is  just 
closing  it.  The  next  fifty  years  will  not  be  of  as  much  im- 
portance to  him  as  the  first  twenty.  Now,  why  do  I  say  this? 
Is  it  for  the  annoyance  of  those  who  have  only  a  baleful 
retrospection  ?  You  know  that  is  not  my  way.  I  say  it  for 
the  benefit  of  these  young  men  and  women.  I  want  them 
to  understand  that  eternity  i^  wrapped  up  in  this  hour ;  that 
the  sins  of  youth  we  never  get  over;  that  you  are  now 
fashioning  the  mould  in  which  your  great  future  is  to  run ; 
that  a  minute,  instead  of  being  sixty  seconds  long,  is  made 
up  of  everlasting  ages.  You  see  what  dignity  and  import- 
ance this  gives  to  the  life  of  all  our  young  folks.  Why,  in 
the  light  of  this  subject,  life  is  not  something  to  be  frittered 
away,  not  something  to  be  smirked  about,  not  something  to 
be  danced  out,  but  something  to  be  weighed  in  the  balances 
of  eternity.  Oh,  young  man !  the  sin  of  last  night,  the  sin 
of  to-night,  the  sin  of  to-morrow 
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WILL  BBACH  OYEB  TEN  THOUSAND  YBABS — 

aye,  over  the  great  and  unending  eternity.  You  may,  after 
awhile,  say:  "I  am  very  sorry.  Now  I  have  got  to  be 
thirty  or  forty  years  of  age,  and  I  do  wish  I  had  never  com- 
mitted those  sins."  What  does  that  amount  to  ?  God  may 
pardon  you;  but  undo  those  things  you  never  will,  you 
never  can. 

In  this  same  category  of  irrevocable  mistakes  I  put  all 
parental  neglect.  We  begin  the  education  of  our  children 
too  late.  By  the  time  they  get  to  be  ten  or  fifteen  we  wake 
up  to  our  mistakes  and  try  to  eradicate  this  bad  habit  of  the 
child  ;  but  it  is  too  late.  That  parent  who  omits  in  the  first 
ten  years  of  the  child's  life  to  make  an  eternal  impression 
for  Christ,  never  makes  it.  The  child  will  probably  go  on 
with  all  the  disadvantages  which  might  have  been  avoided 
by  parental  faithfulness.  Now  you  see  what  a  mistake  that 
father  or  mother  makes  who  puts  oft  to  late  life  adherence 
to  Christ.  Here  is  a  man  who,  at  fifty  years  of  age,  says  to 
you :  '*  I  must  be  a  Christian ; "  and  he  yields  his  heart  to 
Qod  and  sits  in  the  house  of  prayer  to-night  a  Christian. 
None  of  us  can  doubt  it.  He  goes  h^me  and  he  says  :  ''  Here, 
at  fifty  years  of  age,  I  have  given  my  heart  to  the  Saviour. 
Now  I  must  establish  a  family  altar."  What?  Where  are 
your  children  now?  One  in  Boston,  another  in  Cincinnati, 
another  in  New  Orleans.  And  you,  my  brother,  at  your  fiftieth 
year,  going  to  establish  your  family  altar.  Very  well ;  better 
late  than  ever ;  but  alas !  alas !  that  you  did  '^not  do  it 
twenty-five  years  ago. 

When  I  was  in  Chamouni,  Switzerland,  I  saw  in  the  window 
of  one  of  the  shops  a  picture  that  impressed  my  mind  very 
much.  It  was  a  picture  of  an  accident  that  occurred  on  the 
side  of  one  of  the  Swiss  mountains.  A  company  of  tra- 
vellers, with  guides,  went  up  some  yerj  steep  places — ^places 
which  but  few  travellers  attempted  to  go  up.  They  were,  as  all 
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trayellerg  are  there,  fastened  together  with  cords  at  the  waist, 
so  that  if  one  slipped,  the  rope  would  hold  him — ^the  rope 
fastened  to  the  others.    Passing  along  the  most  dangerous 
point,  one  of  the  guides  slipped,  and  they  all  slipped  down 
the  precipice;  but  after  awhile,  one  more  muscular  than 
the  rest  struck  his  heels  into  the  ice  and  stopped ;  but  the 
rope  broke,  and  down,  hundreds  and  thousands  of  feet,  the 
rest  went.    And  so  I  see  whole  families  bound  together  by 
ties  of  aCEection,  and  in  many  cases  walking  on  slippery 
places  of  worldliness  and  sin.    The  father  knows  it  and  the 
mother  .knows  it,  and  they  are  bound  all  together.    After 
awhile    they    begin  to   slide  down,    steeper    and    steeper 
and  the  father  becomes  alarmed  and  he  stops,  planting  his 
feet  on  the    ''Bock  of   Ages."    He  stops,  but  the  rope 
breaks,  and  those  who  were  tied  fast  to  him  by  moral  and 
spiritual  influences  once,  go  over  the  precipice.    Oh !  there 
is  such  a  thing  as  coming  to  Christ  soon  enough  to  save  our- 
selves, but  not  soon  enough  to  save  others.    How  many 
parents  wake  up  in  the  latter  part  of  life  to  find  out  the 
mistake !    The  parent  says :  ''  I  have  been  too  lenient,"  or, 
*'  I  have  been  too  severe  in  the  discipline  of  my  children.    If 
I  had  the  little  ones  around  me  again,  how  different  I  would 
do ! "    You  will  never  have  them  around  again.    The  work 
is  done,  the  bent  to  the  character  is  given,  the  eternity  is 
decided.    I    say    this    to  young   parents — ^those  who  are 
twenty-five,  or  thirty,  or  thirty-five  years  of  age.    Have  the 
family  altar  to-night.    How  do  you  suppose  that  father  felt 
as  he  leaned  over  the  couch  of  his  dying  child,  and  the 
expiring  son  said  to  him :  "  Father,  you  have  been  very  good 
tome.    Tou  have  given  me  a  fine  education,  and  you  have 
placed  me  in  a  fine  social  position ;  you  have  done  every- 
thing for  me  in  a  worldly  sense ;  but,  father,  you  never  told 
me  how  to  die.    Now  I  am  dying,  and  I  %m  lost." 
In  this  category  of  irrevocable  mistakes  I  place  also 
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THE   UKEIKDNESS   DONE   TO   THE   DEPARTED. 

When  I  was  a  boy,  mj  motlier  used  to  say  to  me  sometimes : 
"De  Witt,  you  will  be  sorry  for  tbat  when  I  am  gone." 
And  I  remember  just  how  she  looked,  sitting  there,  with 
cap  and  spectacles,  and  the  old  Bible  in  her  lap ;  and  she 
never  said  a  truer  thing  than  that,  for  I  have  often  been 
sorry  since.  While  we  have  our  friends  with  us,  we  say 
unguarded  things  that  wound  the  feelings  of  those  to  whom 
we  ought  to  give  nothing  but  kindness.  Perhaps  the  parent, 
without  inquiring  into  the  matter,  boxes  the  child's  ears. 
The  little  one  who  has  fallen  in  the  street  comes  in  covered 
with  dust,  and  as  though  the  first  disaster  were  not  enough, 
she  whips  it.  After  awhile  the  child  is  taken,  or  the  parent 
is  taken,  or  the  companion  is  taken,  and  those  who  are  left 
say :  "  Oh  if  we  could  only  get  back  those  unkind  words ; 
those  unkind  deeds.  If  we  could  only  recall  them ; "  but 
you  cannot  get  them  back.  Tou  might  bow  down  over  the 
grave  of  that  loved  one,  and  cry,  and  cry,  and  cry.  The 
white  lips  would  make  no  answer.  The  stars  shall  be  plucked 
out  of  their  sockets,  but  these  influences  shall  not  be  torn 
away.  The  world  shall  die,  but  there  are  some  wrongs 
immortal.  The  moral  of  which  is,  take  care  of  your  friends 
while  you  have  them,  spare  the  scolding,  be  economical  of 
the  satire,  shut  up  in  a  dark  cave  from  which  they  shall 
never  swarm  forth  all  the  words  that  have  a  sting  in  them. 
Tou  will  wish  you  had  some  day — very  soon  you  will — 
perhaps  to-morrow.  Oh  yes.  While  with  a  firm  'hand  you 
administer  parental  discipline,  also  administer  it  very  gently, 
lest  some  day  there  be  a  little  slab  in  Greenwood,  and  on  it 
chiselled  "  Our  Willie,"  or  "  Our  Charlie ;  "  and  though  you 
bow  down  prone  to  the  grave,  and  seek  a  place  of  repentance, 
and  seek  it  carefully  with  tears,  you  cannot  find  it. 

There  is  another  sin  that  I  place  in  the  class  of  irrevocable 
mistakes,  and  that  is  lo8t  o^ortunities  of  getting  good.    I 
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JOfefrer  come  to  a  Saturday  night  but  I  can  see  during  that 
^veek  that  I  have  missed  opportunities  of  getting  good.  I 
AeTer  come  to  mj  birthday  but  I  can  see  that  I  have  wasted 
«iany  chances  of  getting  better.  I  never  go  home  on 
Sabbath  from  the  discussion  of  a  religious  theme  without 
Reeling  that  I  might  haye  done  it  in  a  more  successful  way. 
'How  is  it  with  you?  If  you  take  a  certain  number  of  bushels  of 
-wheat  and  scatter  them  over  a  certain  number  of  acres  of 
Jand^  you  expect  a  harvest  in  proportion  to  the  amount 
o£  seed  scattered.  And  I  ask  you  to-night,  have  the  sheaves 
of  moral  and  spiritual  harvest  corresponded  with  the  advan- 
toLgea  given  P  How  has  it  been  with  you  ?  Tou  may  make 
lesolutions  for  the  future,  but  past  opportimities  are  gone. 
Ik  ihe  long  procession  of  future  years  all  those  past  moments 
will  march;  but  the  archangePs  trumpet  that  wakes  the 
dead  will  not  wake  up  for  you  one  of  those  privileges.  Esau 
laas  sold  his  birthright,  and 

THERE   IS   NOT   WEALTH   ENOTJOH 

in  the  treasure-houses  of  heaven  to  buy  it  back  again.  What 
4oes  that  mean  ?  It  means  that  if  your  are  going  to  get 
»&j  advantage  out  of  this  Sabbath-day,  you  will  have  to 
get  it  before  the  hand  wheels  around  on  the  dock  to  twelve 
to-night.  It  means  that  every  moment  of  our  life  has  two 
wings,  and  that  it  does  not  fly  like  a  hawk,  in  circles,  but  in 
lb  straight  line  from  eternity  to  eternity.  It  means  that 
<luMigh  other  chariots  may  break  down  or  drag  heavily,  this 
HMia  never  drops  the  brake,  and  never  ceases  to  run.  It 
means  that  while  at  other  feasts  the  cup  may  be  passed  to 
«u,  and  we  may  reject  it,  and  yet  after  awhile  take  it,  the 
•«ap-bearers  to  this  feast  never  give  us  but  one  chance  at 
4he  chalice,  and  rejecting  that,  we  shall  "  find  no  place  for 
repentance,  though  we  seek  it  carefully  with  tears.'* 

There  is  one  more  class  of  sins  that  I  put  in  this  category 
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<yf  irreTOcable  offences,  and  that  is  lost  opporttmitieB  of  weful- 
ness.  There  comes  a  time  when  you  can  do  a  good  thing  for 
Christ.  It  comes  only  once.  Tour  business  partner  is  a 
prond  man.  In  ordinary  drcamstanoes  say  to  hun:  ^Beliere 
IB  Christ/'  and  he  will  say :  ^'  Yon  mind  yonr  business  and 
ni  mind  mine.''  But  there  has  been  afiOiction  in  the 
household.  His  heart  is  tender.  He  is  looking  aroond  for 
sympathy  and  solace.  Now  is  your  time.  Speak,  speak,  or 
for  ever  hold  your  peace.  There  is  a  time  in  fiurm  life  wl^n 
you  plant  the  com  and  when  you  sow  the  seed.  Let  that 
go  by,  and  the  fiurmer  will  wring  his  hands  while  other 
husbandmen  are  gathering  in  the  sheaves.  You  are  in  a 
religious  meeting,  and  there  is  an  opportunity  for  you  to 
•pe^  out  for  God.  You  say:  ''I  must  do  it."  Your 
cheek  flushes  with  embarrassment.  You  rise  half  way, 
but  you  cower  before  men,  whose  breath  is  in  their  nostrils, 
and  you  shrink  back,  and  the  opportunity  is  gone,  and  all 
eternity  will  feel  the  effect  of  your  silence.  Try  to  get 
back  that  opportunity !  You  cannot  find  it.  You  might  as 
well  try  to  find  the  fleece  that  Gideon  watched,  or  take  in 
your  hand  the  dew  that  came  down  on  the  locks  of  the 
Bethlehem  shepherds,  or  to  find  the  plume  of  the  first  robin 
that  went  across  Paradise.  It  is  gone ;  it  is  gone  for  ever. 
When  an  opportunity  for  personal  repentance  or  of  doing 
good  passes  .away,  you  may  hunt  for  it,  you  cannot  find  it. 
You  may  fish  for  it,  it  will  not  take  the  hook.  You  may  dig 
for  it,  you  cannot  bring  it  up.  Bemember  what  I  tell  you 
on  this  the  second  night  in  June,  1874,  that  there  are  wrongs 
and  sins  that  can  never  be  corrected ;  that  our  privileges  fly 
not  in  circles,  but  in  a  straight  line ;  that  the  lightnings  have 
not  as  swift  feet  as  our  privileges  when  they  are  gone,  and 
let  an  opportunity  of  salvation  go  by  us  an  inch^  the  one 
hundredth  part  of  an  inch^  the  thousandth  part  of  an  inch,  the 
Biillionth  part  of  an  in^  and  no  man  can  overtake  it.    i^e* 
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winged  ierapbim  oannot  come  up  with  it.  The  eternal  Qod 
TTiTOflAlf  cannot  catch  it. 

I  stand  before  those  who  have  a  glorious  birthright. 
Esau's  was  not  so  rich  as  yours.    Sell  it  once  and 

TOTI  BELL   IT  FOB  EYXB. 

The  world  wants  to  buy  it.  Satan  wants  to  buy  it.  Listen 
for  a  moment  to  these  brilliant  offers,  and  it  is  gone. 

Why  do  I  tell  you  these  truths  P  I  haye  stood  before  you 
year  after  year  telling  you  these  things.  Some  have  yielded 
their  hearts  to  God,  and  a  glorious  crop  of  souls  has  been 
reaped ;  but  this  audience  of  immortal  men  and  women,  are 
thej  all  prepared  for  the  great  future  P  I  could  stand  here 
and  play  a  sweeter  harp.  I  could  talk  of  the  gates  of  peari, 
and  the  walls  of  precious  stones,  and  the  crowns  of  light. 
What  is  the  use  of  talking  of  those  things  to  those  who  hay<e 
no  preparation  for  that  land,  and  who  are  on  the  wrong 
road  P  And  so  I  stand  here  Sabbath  after  Sabbath  endea- 
Touring  to  persuade  you  to  give  up  your  sin,  and  seek  after 
God,  and  be  at  peace  with  Him. 

I  remember  the  story  of  the  lad  on  the  Arctic  some  years 
ago— the  lad  Stewart  Holland.  A  yessel  crashed  into  the 
Arctic  in  the  time  of  a  fog,  and  it  was  found  that  the  ship 
must  go  down.  Some  of  the  passengers  got  off  in  the  life- 
boats, some  got  off  on  rafts ;  but  three  hundred  went  to  the 
bottom.  During  all  those  hours  of  calamity,  Stewart  Holland 
stood  at  the  signal  gun,  and  it  sounded  across  the  sea,  boom! 
boom!  The  helmsman  forsook  his  place,  the  engineer 
was  gone,  and  some  fainted,  and  some  prayed,  and  some 
blasphemed,  and  the  powder  was  gone,  and  they  could  no 
more  let  od  the  signal  gpm.  The  lad  broke  in  the  magazinoi 
and  brought  out  more  powder,  and  again  the  gun  boomed 
oyer  the  sea.  Oh,  my  friends,  I  behold  many  of  you  in 
immortal  periL    Sickness  will  come  down  after  awhile  upon 

b2 
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you,  death  will  come  upon  youi  judgment  will  come  upon 
youi  eternity  will  come  upon  you.  Some,  having  taken  the 
warning,  have  gone  off  in  the  lif  e-boat,  and  they  are  sale ; 
but  others  are  not  making  any  attempt  to  escape.  So  I 
stand  at  this  signal  gun  of  the  Gospel,  sounding  the  alarm, 
beware!  beware!  ''Now  is  the  accepted  time;  now  is  the 
day  of  salvation/'  The  wrath  to  come!  The  wrath  to 
come!  Boom!  Boom!  Fly  to  the  hope  of  the  Gospel. 
Jesus  waits.  He  stretches  out  His  arms  to  all  this  auditory, 
and  cries  to-night  with  a  tenderness  I  have  never  heard 
before:  ''Oome  unto  me,  all  ye  who  are  weary  and  heavy 
laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest.'*  That  is  what  you  want, 
sinful,  tempted,  bruised,  and  dying  soul !  May  the  Lord  help 
you  to  accept  the  mercy,  and  the  solace,  and  the  salvation 
of  the  €h>spel !    Hear  it,  that  your  soul  may  live  I 


BAETEEING   FOR  ETERNITY. 
"Bay  the  truth,  and  sell  it  not**— iVov.  zxiii.  23. 

CHRIST  never  forgot  the  occupation  of  the  people  to 
whom  He  spake.  His  metaphors  and  illustrations 
were  apt  to  be  drawn  from  the  every-day  business  of  the 
people  whom  He  addressed.  Speaking  to  the  fishermen. 
He  said :  *'  The  Gospel  is  a  net  laid  down  into  the  sea." 
Addressing  Himself  to  the  farmers.  He  said:  **  A  sower  went 
forth  to  sow,  and  some  of  the  seed  feU  on  good  ground,  and 
some  on  thorny  ground."  That  He  might  attract  the  atten- 
tion of  the  shepherds,  He  tells  the  parable  of  the  lost  sheep, 
and  how  the  shepherd  went  out  in  the  wilderness  to  bring  it 
home  to  the  fold.  In  order  that  the  plainest  woman  who 
ever  mixed  bread  might  not  be  in  doubt  as  to  wlu^t  He 
meant,  He  said :  **  The.  kingdom  of  heaven  is  like  leaven,  or 
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yeasty  which  leaveiiB  the  whole  lamp."  Indeed^  there  were  no 
learned  allusions,  there  was  no  profound  disquisition,  there 
was  no  acute  analysis  in  the  addresses  of  Christ.  They  were 
merely  a  plain  talk  from  a  heart  overflowing  with  love  for 
the  people,  in  a  way  that  all  the  people  understood.  There 
is  hardly  a  style  of  mind  that  is  not  susceptible  to  illustra- 
tion. One  Sabbath  I  was  preaching  on  an  Indian  reservation 
to  an  audience  of  Indians.  I  was  trying  at  that  time  to 
impress  upon  them  the  fact  that  childhood  generally  indi- 
cated the  character  of  manhood.  They  did  not  seem  to 
understand,  until  I  told  them,  that  a  crooked  yoking  tree  makes 
a  crooked  old  iree^  and  then  their  eyes  flashed  with  intelli* 
gence. 

When  my  text  says,  '*  Buy  the  truth,  and  sell  it  not,"  it 
employs  an  illustration  which  ought  to  attract  the  attention 
of  all  those  directly  or  indirectly  engaged  in  merchandise. 
Would  to  God  that  we  were  all  as  wise  in  managing  the 
matters  of  the  soul  as  we  are  in  worldly  traffic  I  want, 
this  morning,  to  give  some  of  the  characteristics  of  a  wise 
spiritual  merchant. 

In  the  first  place,  I  remark  that  the  wise  spiritual 
merchant 

WILL  NOT   NEQLECT    TO   TAKE  AN  ACCOUNT  07  STOOK. 

We  are  coming  towards  the  first  of  January,  and  all  our 
business  men  will  be  absorbed.  They  who  ordinarily  go  over 
at  eight  or  nine  o'clock  in  the  morning  to  business  will  go 
at  seven,  and  if  you  happen  to  be  in  the  street  some  night 
at  eleven  or  twelve  o'clock  you  will  meet  them,  and  if  you 
ask  "  Why  are  you  coming  home  so  late  ?  "  they  will  say, 
''We  are  taking  an  account  of  stock."  Every  wise  busi- 
ness man  does  that.  Once  a  year  all  the  goods  must  be 
handled,  and:  every  shelf  must  be  ransacked,  and  the 
remnants  must  be  unroUedi  and  the  dusty  bundles  un^^ 
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wrapped,  and  eyerytliing  in  the  store  must  be  upturned. 
Once  a  year  the  business  maji  wants  to  know  how  things 
stand.  He  reviews  the  books,  writes  them  up,  and 
draws  out  on  a  fo.ir  balance-sheet  all  his  worldly  circum- 
stances: so  many  goods,  so  many  liabilities;  so  much 
capital  that  is  comparatively  worthless,  so  much  that  can 
be  easily  turned  into  cash ;  so  many  debts,  so  many  bills 
out  that  are  perfectly  good,  so  many  that  are  doubtful.  In 
other  words,  he  looks  over  all  the  affairs  of  the  year,  and 
knows  just  what  position  he  occupies.  Now,  my  friends, 
ought  we  not  to  be  just  as  scrutinising  in  the  matters  of  the 
soul?  The  Bothschilds  or  the  Stewarts  never  did  a  busi- 
ness of  such  infinite  importance  as  that  going  on  in  the  hearfc 
of  every  man  and  woman  in  this  audience.  There  are  the 
goods — the  faculties  and  energies  and  passions  of  your  soul. 
There  are  the  liabilities  to  temptation,  to  danger,  and  death. 
Can  it  be  that  we  have  never  taken  an  account  of  stock  ? 
Can  it  be  that  we  have  been  running  this  tremendous  busi- 
ness for  eternity,  and  never  drawn  out  our  affairs  on  a 
balance-sheet?  I  know  such  a  review  is  not  pleasant. 
Neither  does  any  merchant  find  it  agreeable  to  take  an 
account  of  stock.  You  all  put  the  day  off  as  long  as  you 
can.  You  do  not  know  what  it  may  reveal  to  you.  You  say, 
''Q^iere  may  come  up  something  in  review  that  I  don't 
want  to  know,  and  yet,  after  all,  I  must,  as  a  business 
man,  attend  to  it."  And  though  you  put  it  off  as  long  as 
you  can,  you  after  awhile  say :  **  Boys,  we'll  go  and  take  an 
account  of  stock."  Many  a  man  has  been  surprised  at  the 
close  of  that  operation  to  find  how  poorly  he  was  off.  Ah ! 
it  is  just  as  unpleasant  to  review  our  spiritual  condition. 
The  fact  is  we  are  insolvent.  We  owe  debts  we  can  never 
pay.  We  have  been  running  this  business  of  the  soul  so 
poorly,  that  we  have  gok  to  be  wound  up.  We  can't  pay  one 
Wit  Qm9k4^a33MX*    We  ciui't  answer  for  one  of  ten  thousand 
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cC  Ofur  tHHMgiwiiiauu.  Tbero  baa  nerer  in  worldly  aibdn 
lieeQ  Budi  a  miaeniUe  fufaue  in  Wall-fltreei  <v  State-street 
mm  ne  hate  made  in  spintual  affEun. 

WS  own  GOD   STSBTTHnrO. 

We  haie  paid  Him  nothing ;  some  of  ns  hare  never  tried  to 
pay  Him  anything. 

But  sometimeBy  when  a  man  is  thoroughly  cornered  in 
bneiiMWH  matters,  and  he  says:  ''I  mnst  stop  payment," 
while  he  is  sitting  in  his  store  or  o£Soe  tiioron^ify 
diseonraged,  there  is  a  rap  at  the  door.  ''Come  in,"  he 
says.  An  <dd  friend  enters.  He  says :  ''  I  hear  you  are  in 
great  difficulty;  how  much  money  will  get  yon  ont  of  this 
embarrassment?"  ''Well,"  yon  say,  " fi^e  thonsand  dollars 
would."  He  says :  "  Here  it  is,"  bank — ^pay  so  and  so.  The 
man  is  deliTered  from  all  his  commercial  distresses.  Jnst 
so,  whale  we  are  sitting  down  disheartened  on  account  of  our 
sin,  and  feeling  that  there  is  no  hope,  there  is  a  rap  at  the 
door  of  the  heart ;  it  is  Jesus  coming  in.  Hesays:  "What 
do  yon  want?  "  We  answer :  "  We  want  pardon ;  we  want 
peace ;  we  want  the  eternal  salvation  of  ^be  CknipeL"  Jesus 
says:  " There  it  is."  The  debts  are  paid,  the  obligations 
are  cancelled.  Now,  we  do  business  on  an  infinite  ci^itaL 
Now,  we  bare  on  paper  the  name  of  the  King.  Now  all  the 
banks  of  eternity  are  ready  with  their  loans.  There  is  no 
condenmation  to  them  who  are  in  Christ  Jesus. 

"Tlie  8Qq1  tiuit  (m  Jesos  hsUi  kmned  for  lepose, 
I  win  not,  I  win  not  desert  to  its  files ; 
That  Boul,  iboai^  aU  heU  ahoold  endeaTOur  to  shaken 
in  nerer,  no  neTer,  no  nerer  fissake." 

I  remark  again,  the  wise  spiritual  merchant  will  be  on  his 
guard  agaitui  hmtglmn.  How  long  it  takes  yon  to  lock  np 
your  store  at  night.  Tou  put  your  TaluaUes  in  the  safe, 
you  Bhut4o  the  door,  yon  turn  the  lock,  you  try  it  after* 
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wards  to  be  sure  it  is  fastened,  you  bolt  and  rebolt  jouir 
doors.  You  have  a  watchman,  perhaps,  at  the  store.  Toa 
cliarge  the  police  when  they  go  up  and  down,  once  in  a  whila 
to  look  in.  In  addition  to  that,  perhaps,  you  have  a  burglar 
alarm,  so  that  the  opening  of  a  window  or  door  in  the  night> 
with  a  great  rattle  will  wake  up  the  watchman.  Perhaps 
you  have  a  watch-dog  under  the  counter,  who  feels  th» 
responsibility  of  the  store  resting  on  his  shaggy  neck,  hi» 
mouth  down  between  his  paws.  If  there  be  the  least  soundy 
he  lifts  one  ear,  he  lifts  his  head,  he  rises  up,  and  then  l]e» 
down  again  with  a  growl,  as  much  as  to  say :  '*  I  wish  iV 
had  been  somebody/'  Would  to  God  that  we  were  as  wise^ 
in  regard  to  spiritual  burglaries.  There  are  a  thousand 
temptations  around  about  our  soul,  ready  to  blow  it  up  z^ 
ready  to  blast  it ;  ready  to  push  the  bolt  and  steal  the  infi- 
nite and  immortal  treasure.  The  apostle  says:  "What  I 
say  unto  one,  I  say  unto  all — watch."  That  is,  look  out  fop 
burglars.  Here  comes  a  thief  stealing  our  Christian  belief,, 
and  it  is  very  easy  to  lose  it,  but  it  is  not  so  easy  to  get  it 
back  again.  Let  it  once  be  gone,  and  all  the  detectives  <^ 
earth  cannot  fetch  it  back.  Alas  for  the  man  who,  onee^ 
believing  in  Christianity,  now  rejects  it !  He  tries  to  b^ 
satisfied ;  but  the  most  doleful  thing  on  earth  is  a  religioi^ 
without  Jesus  Christ  in  it.  If  there  are  any  spies  at  the 
door  of  your  heart,  if  any  of  those  burglars  are  trying  to 
break  in  the  windows  of  your  soul,  you  had  better  fly  ai 
them  with  infinite  vehemence,  and  ask  the  Lord  God  to  help 
you  in  the  arrest. 

Here  is  another  trying  to  break  in  and  steal  your  patienoe* 
It  puts  something  explosive  in  your  temper  and  tries  to- 
blow  it  up.  Here  you  have  a  casket  of  diamonds,  made  of 
days  and  hours  and  months  of  precious  time.  Oh,  how 
many  burglars  there  are  around  trying  to  steal  those  dia* 
monds.     Temptations  to  pride,  temptations  to  self-indul- 
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gencOy  temptations  to  neglect  the  great  things  of  eternity, 
make  up  a  gang  of  desperadoes  that  have  broken  out  of  the 
jail  of  hell|  and  are  prowling  around  our  soul  trying  to  steal 
this  treasure,  and,  in  the  name  of  God,  I  bid  you  arm  against 
them.  They  have  taken  many  of  the  spoils  already,  and  I 
cry:  *' Stop  thief ! " 

"  My  soul,  be  on  thy  goardi 

Ten  thousand  foes  arise, 
And  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard 

To  draw  thee  from  the  skies. 
Ne*er  think  the  victory  won. 

Nor  once  at  ease  sit  down. 
Thine  arduous  work  will  not  be  done 

Till  thou  hast  got  thy  crown.*' 

I  remark,  again,  that  the  wise  spiritual  merchant  will 
watch  the  state  of  the  markets.  When  the  business  man  takes 
up  the  paper  in  the  morning,  he  does  not  first  look  at  tho 
marriages  and  deaths,  or  the  editorials.  He  looks  at  the 
price  current.  Before  ten  o'clock,  merchants  all  know 
whether  gold  has  gone  up  or  down,  whether  the  goods 
they  have  on  the  shelf  have  increased  or  decreased  in 
Talue.  A  man  might  say :  **  It  is  nothing  to  me  how  others 
do  business,  or  what  prices  others  get,  I  shall  go  straight  on 
without  any  reference  to  anybody  else  in  business."  You. 
know  that  would  be  the  precursor  of  bankruptcy.  He  watches 
the  markets ;  he  cjinnot  afford  to  be  indifferent.  Now,  I  say  ^ 
we  ought  to  be  just  as  alert  in  looking  at  the  spiritual  mar- 
kets. We  ought  to  know  whether  the  cause  of  G-od  in  the 
earth  is  going  up  or  down.  No  man  can  be  independent  of 
the  general  state  of  morals  and  of  religion  in  a  community.^ 
For  this  reason,  every  intelligent  Christian  will  be  exa- 
mining the  churches,  the  schools,  and  the  beneyolent  orga- 
nizations. The  failure  of  a  crop  in  Eussia,  or  of  a  bank  in 
London,  or  the  breaking  out  of  a  war  in  India,  affects  prices 
in  the  New  York  market,  and  the  conversion  of  one  soul  in 
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Central  Africa  ouglit  to  leave  its  impression  on  every  intelli- 
gent Christian  in  Brooklyn.  It  is  my  business  this  morning 
to  proclaim  to  you  the  state  of  the  spiritual  markets,  and  I 
teU  you  the  cause  of  God  is  advancing.  The  people  are 
buying  the  truth,  and  are  not  so  disposed  to  sell  it  as  they 
used  to  be.  The  ships  of  Tarshish  are  coming  into  the  har- 
bour of  GK)d,  and  the  gold,  and  frankincense,  and  myrrh,  are 
showering  down  at  the  feet  of  Jesus.  The  religion  of  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ  is  rising.  The  nations  are  bidding  for 
this  Gospel,  and  the  merchandise  of  it  is  better  than  the 
merchandise  of  silver. 

If  this  religion  of  Christ  is  advancing  in  value,  and  must 
continue  advancing,  your  business  judgment  wiU  tell  you  the 
larger  the  investment  you  make  in  it  the  better.  Other 
values  may  have  depressions,  but  these  Gospel  values 

ALWAYS  WILL  BE  ON  THE  ADVANCE. 

Sometimes  the  government  comes  on  the  marts  of  business 
and  upsets  the  planning  of  the  gold  gamblers,  and  vindi- 
cates justice  and  the  rights  of  the  people,  and  the  Lord 
C-od  Almighty  is  the  mightiest  of  financiers,  and  He  will 
scatter  to  the  four  winds  of  heaven  all  the  plotters  of 
iniquity,  and  he  will  vindicate  his  government,  and  make  His 
own  children  the  princes  of  eternity. 

Oh,  these  spiritual  values —  men  do  not  know  how  to 
estimate  them.  You  give  a  dollar  to  a  Christian  object  and 
say:  "That's  gone,  I'll  never  hear  of  that  again."  You 
give  twenty-five  dollars  to  worldly  gratification,  and  you 
think  you  have  made  a  good  investment.  Have  you  ?  Of 
the  twenty-five  dollars  you  gave  to  the  worldly  gratifica- 
tion you  will  hear  nothing;  but  that  one  dollar  has  been 
an  investment  that  will  go  on  accumulating  interest,  and 
adding  compound  interest,  until  it  will  take  the  mightiest 
intelligence  of  heaven  to  estimate  what  is   the  vaJue  of 
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that  dollar  rolling  on  throngli  all  eternity  nntil  the  bank- 
ii^  hooses  of  heaven  cannot  hold  the  accumulation.  We 
cannot  understand  now  Gk)d'8  waj  of  estimating  things. 
The  woman  who  sells  in  her  thread  and  needle  store  one 
thousand  dollars'  worth  a  year,  cannot  estimate  the  plans 
of  a  man  who  sells  two  millions  of  dollars'  worth  of  goods 
a  year.  God's  projects  are  too  vast  for  us.  We  talk  of  one 
man  buying  a  railroad,  or  of  another  buying  half  a  city; 
why  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  bought  the  whole  earth  and  paid 
for  it  in  one  day — ^paid  for  it  in  tears  and  agony  and  blood ! 
You  talk  about  vast  corporations,  and  moneyed  institutions, 
and  powerful  companies ;  but  the  richest  company  in  all  the 
uniyerse  is  the  company  of  Christ's  disciples,  and  the  poorest 
one  of  them  will  be  a  millionaire  to  all  eternity.  I  take  one 
of  these  bonds  of  the  company,  and  I  tear  off  just  one 
coupon,  and  hand  ifc  to  you,  and  you  read  on  that 
coupon  these  words:  *^All  are  yowrsJ*  If  a  man  wants 
a  better  dividend  than  that,  I  do  not  know  where  he  will 
get  it. 

Again,  I  remark  that  the  wise  spiritual  merchant  is  care- 
-^rd  to  get  a  profit  oiU  of  everything  tJuxt  passes  through  his 
hands.  You  go  into  the  store.  You  see  the  roll  of  nankeen, 
or  the  barrel  of  sugar,  or  the  string  of  bananas,  or  the  coil 
of  ship  cable.  Before  the  merchant  lets  them  pass  out  of 
his  hands,  he  will  make  a  profit  out  of  them.  If  he  has  paid 
ten  cents  a  yard  for  something,  he  will  get  twelve  or  fifteen ; 
if  he  has  paid  twenty-five  cents  for  a  pound,  he  will  get 
thirty.    Now,  I  say 

THE  WISE  SPIBirUAL  MERCHANT 

wUl  get  a  spiritual  advantage  out  of  everything  that  comes 
across  him — ^from  all  sorrows,  all  perplexities,  all  vexations. 
He  will  take  these  harrows  and  furnaces  of  trouble,  and  from 
them  get  an  everlasting  profit.    Affliction  has  failed  of  its 
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object  if  it  does  not  leavo  a  soul  worth  more  than  when  it 
came.  It  is  very  interesting  to  get  into  confidential  con- 
versation with  a  man  who  has  gained  a  large  property,  and 
to  have  him  tell  you  just  how  he  made  his  money  ;  but  it  is 
more  interesting  to  get  into  the  confidence  of  an  old  Chris- 
tian, and  have  him  tell  you  just  how  he  accumulated  his 
wealth  of  Christian  character.  He  will  say :  "  My  property 
went  down  in  1857,  but  I  came  out  of  that  trouble  with  infi- 
nite resources  of  spiritual  comfort  and  strength."  He  will 
say :  ''  I  was  sick  for  three  months  and  could  not  do  a  stroke 
of  work ;  and  when  I  came  forth  I  was  as  weak  as  a  child, 
and  staggered  along  the  street ;  but  oh,  my  soul  had  the 
strength  of  a  giant.''  And  he  will  tell  you  of  the  dark  day 
that  came  in  his  household  when  a  loved  one  was  carried  out, 
and  he  felt  that  everything  was  gone  with  it ;  and  on  his 
way  bsLck  from  the  cemetery  Jesus  met  him  and  said: 
"  Weep  not,  I  will  make  up  for  thy  loss ;  I  will  more  than 
make  up  for  it.  Why,  those  little  feet  are  already  bounding 
along  the  corridors  of  heaven.  That  hand  is  already  sweep- 
ing the  harp-strings  of  glory."  Jesus  took  that  afflicted 
father  to  the  verge  of  the  grave  and  bid  him  look  down  into 
it,  and  instead  of  a  grave  it  became  a  chest  of  immortal 
brilliants  ;  and  as  he  run  his  hand  up  and  down  the  gate  of 
the  sepulchre  he  found  it  hard,  cold,  rusty  iron ;  but  Jesus 
touched  it  and  it  became  solid  pearl — bars  of  pearl — ^bolts  of 
pearl,  hinges  of  pearl,  and  lo !  it  was  the  gate  of  heaven. 
"All  things  work  together  for  good  to  those  who  love  God;" 
and  I  pray  the  Lord  Almighty  that  whatever  misfortune, 
whatever  vexation,  whatever  trial,  whatever  bereavements 
pass  through  our  soul,  we  may  reap  from  them  a  spiritual 
tarifi  that  will  make  us  richer  while  we  live  on  earth,  and 
glad  through  all  eternity. 

I  remark  again,  that  the  wise  spiritual  merchant  will  not 
take  any  unnecessary  risJcs.    Before  the  ship  goes  out  of  the 
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hacboury  application  is  made  to  the  marine  insurance  com- 
pany ;  the  Board  of  Underwriters  say  it  is  all  right,  the  in- 
surance papers  are  signed  and  delivered ;  it  is  the  only  safe 
way  to  do.  Twelve  hours  alter  the  ship  gets  beyond  the 
Hooky  it  might  perish,  and  the  whole  thing  might  be  a  total 
loss.  A  man  will  not  take  such  a  risk  for  himself.  You 
have  your  store  insured ;  you  have  your  stock  of  goods  in- 
sured. If  the  insurance  runs  out  on  Saturday,  you  do  not 
wait  until  Monday  to  renew  it.  You  say,  on  Sunday  the 
whole  thing  may  perish  in  a  conflagration.  You  cannot 
afford  to  take  the  risk.  Somebody  shows  you  an  operation 
by  which  you  might  make,  perhaps,  five  thousand  dollars ; 
but  you  say  :  ''  Perhaps  I  might  not.  Perhaps  I  might  lose 
that  and  ruin  my  credit.  I  can't  take  the  risk."  So  you 
do  not  enter  into  the  enterprise.  Oh,  that  we  were  as  wise 
in  taking  spiritual  risks.  We  will,  after  a  while,  founder  on 
the  sea  of  death. 

WHAT  IS   THE   AMOUNT    OF   OUB   POLICY? 

How  will  we  come  out  of  that  disaster  ?  Suppose  a  man 
says :  "  I  am  not  ready  now  for  eternity,  but  I  mean  to  be." 
Let  us  calculate  the  risk ;  not  as  a  minister  talks  to  the 
people,  but  as  one  business  man  talks  to  another ;  let  us  cal- 
culate the  risk  that  man  runs.  The  lungs  may  congest ; 
the  brain  may  be  fevered ;  the  foot  may  slip ;  a  brick  may 
fall  from  the  workman's  hod ;  ferry  boats  may  collide  ;  a 
frightened  horse  may  dash  over  him ;  a  pistol  may  go  off 
accidentally ;  poisoned  air  may  be  breathed ;  the  reason  may 
topple ;  the  heart  may  stop.  The  man  who  stays  away  from 
Jesus  Christ,  and  makes  no  preparation  for  eternity,  runs 
ten  thousand  risks,  infinite  risks,  every  day  of  his  life. 
After  Lord  Byron  died,  they  cut  his  heart  out,  and  put  it  in 
a  beautiful  case ;  and  some  people,  who  were  infatuated 
with  the  man,  thought  that  there  was  in  that  heart  in  the 
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case  some  wonderful  charm ;  and  the  Greeks  carried  it  out 
into  batUCy  and  it  was  lost — lost  in  the  swamps,  and  never 
heard  of.  It  was  considered  an  ominous  and  a  terrible  loss. 
Buty  my  friends,  it  was  only  a  dead  heart.  What  was  that 
compared  with  the  loss  of  a  living^  immortal  8oul  ?  Christ  saw 
that  sonl  from  eternity,  and  travelling  in  the  greatness  of 
His  strength  across  all  the  ages.  He  comes  to  save  it,  and 
stands  this  morning  in  its  presence.  Will  you  let  Him  save 
it  P  Oh|  this  soul  that  you  have  beating  within  your  breast 
— this  soul  of  tremendous  faculties,  a  soul  that  can  soar  higher 
than  angel's  wing  oyer  flew,  or  sink  deeper  than  devil's  foot 
ever  plnnged — a  soul  that  will  soon  weigh  anchor  for  a 
ceaseless  voyage — a  soul  for  which  aQ  the  armies  of  light 
with  drawn  swords,  and  aQ  the  batallions  of  the  darkness, 
with  the  artillery  of  death,  are  contending ;  and  while  the 
battle  rages  there  are  songs  and  curses,  opening  of  gates 
of  light,  and  slamming-to  of  prison  doors.  Oh,  my  GK)d, 
have  I  such  a  soul  ?  How  shall  I  defend  it  P  How  shall  I 
hide  it  ?  In  what  cave  of  the  mountain  shall  I  secrete  it  P 
Bather  than  surrender  that  soul,  I  must  pass  the  stream ;  I 
must  go  through  the  fire ;  I  must  dimb  the  rocks ;  I  must 
station  myself  in  some  defile  of  the  mountain,  and,  with  im- 
mortal courage  and  persistence,  fight  against  those  influences 
that  would  capture  my  soul  and  destroy  it. 

Blessed  be  God,  in  Jesus  Christ  the  soul  is  safe.  There  is 
no  risk  for  that  soul  that  is  in  Christ's  keeping.  All  other 
banks  may  fail,  all  other  securities  may  prove  worthless,  but 
the  greater  the  rush  upon  this  Bank,  the  wider  the  doors 
will  open.  As  earthly  gold  depreciates,  this  treasure  will  rise 
in  value.  After  all  earthly  shares  have  failed,  heaven  will 
declare  its  large  dividend.  Long  after  the  last  stock  ex- 
change of  earth  has  been  disbanded,  "the  foundation  of  the 
Lord  standeth  sure,  having  this  seal,  the  Lord  knoweth  them 
that  are  Hi«."  If  you  have  made  these  spiritual  investments, 
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I  ocmgratolate  yotu  They  will  increase  in  yahie  while  you 
liTe ;  they  will  be  worth  more  in  eternity  than  they  are  now. 
I  bid  yon  be  of  good  cheer.  Look  ont  that  none  of  yoor 
treasnres  are  stolen.  Are  there  some  here  who  have  never 
bought  the  truth?  or,  after  baying  it,  have  you  sold  it? 
Let  me  say  you  are  not  wise.  The  Indian  who  sells  a 
thousand  acres  of  land  for  one  poor  string  of  beads,  makes 
abetter  bargain  than  that  man  who  wins  the  world  but  loses 
bis  Bonl. 
James  Montgomery  solemnly  asks : 

"What  is  the  thing  of  greatest  price 
The  whole  creation  round  ? 
That  which  was  lost  in  Paradise, 
That  which  in  Christ  is  found." 


THE  LAST  ACT  OF  THE  TRAGEDY. 

"And  the  people  stood  beholding." — Lake  xxiii  35. 

rriHEEE  is  nothing  more  wild  and  nngovemable  than  a 
JL  mob.  Some  of  the  older  people  in  the  audience  may 
remember  the  excitement  in  New  York  during  the  riot  when 
the  people  went  howling  through  the  streets  at  the  time 
Macready  stood  on  the  stage  of  the  Astor-place  opera-house. 
Those  of  you  who  have  read  history  may  remember  the 
excitement  in  Paris  during  the  time  of  Louis  XYI.,  and  how 
the  mob  ruished  up  and  down  frantically.  To  this  day  you 
may  see  the  marks  of  the  bullets  that  struck  the  palace  as 
the  Swiss  guards  stood  defending  it.  There  is  a  wild  mob 
going  through  the  streets  of  Jerusalem*  As  it  passes  along 
it  is  augmented  by  the  multitudes  that  come  out  from  the 
lanes  and  the  alleys  to  join  the  shout,  and  the  laughter,  and 
the  lamentation  of  the  rioters,  who  become  more  and  more 
ungovernable  as  they  get  towards  the   gates  of  the  city. 
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Fishermen,  hirelings  of  the  high  priests,  merchant  princes, 
beggorsi  mingle  in  that  crowd.  They  are  passing  out 
now  through  the  gates  of  the  city.  They  come  to  a 
hill  white  with  the  bleached  skulls  of  victims — ^a  hill 
that  was  itself  the  shape  of  a  skull,  covered  with  skulls,  and 
called  Golgotha,  which  means  the  place  of  a  skull.  Three 
men  are  to  be  put  to  death — ^two  for  theft,  one  for  treason, 
having  daimed  to  be  king  of  the  Jews.  Each  one  carries 
his  own  cross,  but  one  of  them  is  so  exhausted  from  previ- 
ous hardship  that  He  faints  under  the  burden,  and  they 
compel  Simon  of  Gyrene,  who  is  supposed  to  be  in  sympathy 
with  the  condemned  man,  to  take  hold  of  one  end  of  the 
cross  and  help  Him  to  carry  it.  They  reach  the  hill.  The 
three  men  are  lifted  in  horrid  crucifixion.  While  the  mob 
are  howling,  and  mocking,  and  hurling  scorn  at  the  chief 
object  of  their  hate,  the  darkness  hovers,  and  scowls,  and 
swoops  upon  the  scene,  and  the  rocks  rend  with  terrific 
dang,  and  choking  wind,  and  moaning  cavern,  and  dropping 
sky,  and  shuddering  earthquake  declare,  in  whisper,  in 
groan,  in  shriek:  **This  is  the  Son  of  €hd" 

I  propose  to  speak  of  the  two  groups  of  spectators  around 
the  cross — the  friendly  and  the  unfriendly.  In  the  imfriendly 
group  were  the  Bonian  soldiers.  Now  it  is  a  grand  thing 
to  serve  one's  country.  There  is  not  an  Englishman's  heart 
but  thrills  at  the  name  of  Havelock,  brave  for  Christ  and 
brave  for  the  British  G-ovemment.  When  there  was  a  diffi- 
cult point  to  take,  the  officers  would  say:  "Bring  out  the 
saints  of  old  Havelock."  I  think,  if  Paul  had  gone  into 
military  service,  he  would  have  eclipsed  the  heroism  of  the 
Csesars,  and  the  Alexanders,  and  the  Napoleons  of  the  world 
by  his  bravery  and  enthusiasm.  There  is  a  time  to  be  at 
peace,  and  there  is  a  time  when  a  Christian  has  to  fight.  I 
do  not  know  of  a  graver  or  braver  thing  than  for  a  young 
man,  when  it  is  demanded  of  him,  to  turn  his  back  upon. 
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home,  and  quiet,  and  luxury,  and,  in  the  service  of  his  coun- 
try, go  forth  to  camp,  and  field,  and  carnage,  and  martyrdom. 
It  was  no  mean  thing  to  be  a  Boman  soldier :  it  was  no  idle 
thing.  You  know  what  revolutions  dashed  up  against  the 
walls  of  that  empire.  You  know  to  what  conquest  she 
devoted  herself,  flinging  her  war-eagles  against  the  proudest 
ensigns.  But  the  noblest  army  has  in  it  sneaks,  and  these 
were  the  men  who  were  detailed  from  that  army  to  attend 
to  the  execution  of  Christ.  Their  dastardly  behaviour  puts 
out  the  gleam  of  their  spears,  and  covers  their  banner  with 
obloquy.  They  were  cowards.  They  were  ruffians.  They 
were  gamblers.  No  noble  soldier  would  treat  a  fallen  foe 
as  they  treated  the  captured  Christ.  Generally  there  is 
respect  paid  to  the  garments  of  the  departed.  It  may  be 
only  a  hat,  or  a  coat,  or  a  shoe,  but  it  goes  down  in  the 
family  wardrobe  from  generation  to  generation.  Now  that 
Christ  is  to  be  disrobed,  who  shall  have  His  coat  P  Joseph 
of  Arimathea  would  have  liked  to  have  had  it.  Mary,  the 
mother  of  Jesus,  would  have  liked  to  have  had  it.  How 
fondly  she  would  have  hovered  over  it,  and  when  she  must 
leave  it,  with  what  tenderness  she  would  have  bequeathed  it 
to  her  best  friend.    It  was 

THB   ONLY   COVEBING  OF   CHBIST 

in  darkness  and  storm.  That  was  the  very  coat  that  the 
woman  touched  when  from  it  there  went  out  virtue  for  her 
healing.  That  was  the  only  wedding  garment  he  had  ui  the 
marriage  of  Cana,  and  the  storms  that  swept  Galilee  had 
drenched  it  again  and  again.  And  what  did  they  do  with 
it  ?  They  raffled  for  it.  We  have  heard  of  men  who  gam- 
bled away  their  own  garments,  who  gambled  away  their 
children's  shoes,  who  gambled  away  the  family  Bible,  who  gam- 
bled away  their  wife's  last  dress ;  but  it  adds  to  the  ghastli- 
ness  of  a  Saviour's  humiliation  and  the  horror  of  crime, 

s 
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when  I  hear  Jesus  in  His  last  moments  declaring :  "  They 
parted  my  garments  among  them,  and  for  mj  vesture  did 
they  cast  lots." 

In  this  unfriendly  group  around  the  cross  also  were  the 
rulers,  and  the  scribea,  and  the  chief  priests.  Lawyers,  and 
judges,  and  ministers  of  religion  in  this  day  are  expected  to 
have  some  respect  for  their  office.  In  this  land,  where  the 
honours  of  the  judiciary  sometimes  come  to  besotted  politi- 
cians and  men  noted  for  drunkenness — even  in  this  land, 
where  we  live,  it  is  an  unheard-of  thing  that  a  judge  comes 
down  from  the  bench  and  strikes  a  prisoner  in  the  face.  No 
minister  of  religion  would  scoff  at  or  mock  a  condemned 
criminal.  And  yet  the  great  men  of  that  land  seemed  to  be 
equal  to  any  ruffianism.  They  were  vicing  with  each  other 
as  to  how  much  scorn  and  Billingsgate  they  could  cast  into 
the  teeth  of  the  dying  Christ.  Why,  the  worst  felon,  when 
his  enemy  has  fallen,  refuses  to  strike  him.  But  these  men 
were  not  ashamed  to  strike  Jesus  when  He  was  down.  So  it 
has  been  in  all  ages  of  the  world  that  there  have  been  men 
in  high  positions  who  despised  Christ  and  His  Gospel.  What 
Popes  have  issued  their  anathemas !  What  judgment-seats 
have  kindled  their  fires !  What  inquisitions  have  sharpened 
their  sword!  ''  Not  this  man,  but  Barabbas:  now  Barabbas 
was  a  robber."  Against  the  Christian  religion  have  been 
brought  the  historical  genius  of  Gibbon,  and  the  polish  of 
Shaftesbury,  and  the  kiDgly  authority  of  Frederick  of 
Prussia,  and  the  brilliancy  of  John,  Earl  of  Eochester,  and 
the  stupendous  intellect  of  Voltaire.  Innumerable  pens 
have  stabbed  it,  and  innumerable  books  have  cursed  it,  and 
that  mob  that  hounded  Christ  from  Jerusalem  to 
'Hhe  place  of  a  skull"  has  never  been  dispersed,  but 
is  augmenting  yet,  as  many  of  the  learned  men  of  the 
world,  and  great  men  of  the  worlds  leoine  out  h'om  their 
studies,  and  their  laboratories,  and  their  palaces,  and  cry  i 
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**  Away  witli  this  man !  away  with  Him  ! "  The  most  bitter 
hostility  which  many  of  the  learned  men  of  this  day  ex- 
ercise in  any  direction  they  exercise  against  Jesus  Christi 
the  Son  of  G-od,  the  Saviour  of  the  world,  without  whom  we 
will  die  for  ever. 

In  this  group  of  enemies  surrounding  the  cross,  in  this 
unfriendly  group,  I  also  find  the  railing  thief.  It  seems  that 
he  twisted  himself  on  the  spikes ;  he  forgot  his  own  pain  in 
his  complete  antipathy  to  Jesus.  I  do  not  know  what  kind 
of  a  thief  he  was.  I  do  not  know  whether  he  had  been  a 
burglar,  or  a  pickpocket,  or  a  highwayman ;  but  our  idea  of 
his  crimes  is  aggravated  when  we  hear  him  blaspheming  the 
Redeemer.  Oh,  shame  indescribable!  Oh,  ignominy  un- 
supportable !  Hissed  at  by  a  thief !  In  that  ridicule  I  find  the 
fact  that  there  is  a  hostility  between  sin  and  holiness.  There 
cannot  be,  there  never  has  been,  any  sympathy  between 
honesty  and  theft,  between  purity  and  lasciviousness,  between 
zeal  and  indolence,  between  faith  and  unbelief,  between  light 
and  darkness,  between  heaven  and  helL  And  when  I  see  a 
good  man  going  out  to  discharge  his  duty,  and  he  is  enthu- 
siastic for  Christ,  and  I  see  persecution  after  him,  and  scorn 
after  him,  and  contempt  after  him,  I  say:  ^  Hark !  another 
hiss  of  the  dying  thief !  "  And  when  I  see  Holiness  going 
forth  in  her  white  robes,  and  Charity,  with  great  heart  and 
open  hand,  to  take  care  of  the  sick,  and  help  the  needy,  and 
restore  the  lost,  and  I  find  her  lashed  with  hyper-critidsm, 
and  jostled  of  the  world,  and  pursued  from  point  to  point, 
and  caricatured  with  low  witticisms,  I  say  :  '*  Aha !  another 
hiss  of  the  dying  thief !  **  It  is  a  sad  thing  to  know  that 
this  malefactor  died  just  as  he  had  lived.  People  nearly 
always  do.  Have  you  never  remarked  that  P  There  is  but 
one  instance  menticmed  in  all  the  Bible  of  a  man  repenting 
in  the  last  hour.  All  the  other  men  who  lived  lives  of  ini- 
quity, as  far  AS  we  can  understand  from  the  Biblei  died  deaths 


260  THE  LAST  ACT  OF  TBI  TBAOBDT. 

of  iniqnitj.  If  you  live  a  drankard's  life,  joa  will  die  a 
drnnkard ;  the  def rauder  dies  a  def rauder ;  the  idler  dies  an 
idler;  the  blasphemer  dies  a  blasphemer;  the  slanderer  dies  a 
slanderer ;  the  debauchee  dies  a  debauchee.  As  you  live  you 
will  die,  in  all  probability.  Do  not,  therefore,  make  your  soul 
believe  that  you  can  go  on  in  a  course  of  sin,  and  then  in  the 
last  moment  repent.  There  is  such  a  thing  as  death-bed  re- 
pentance, but  I  never  saw  one — ^I  never  saw  one.  God  in  all 
this  Bible  presents  us  only  one  case  of  that  kind,  and  it  is 
not  safe  to  risk  it,  lest  our  case  should  happen  not  to  be  the 
#ne  amid  ten  thousand. 

"  Repent !  the  voice  celestial  cries, 
No  longer  dare  delay ; 
The  wretch  that  scorns  the  mandate  dies, 
And  meets  the  fiery  day.*' 

But  there  were  rays  of  light  that  streamed  into  the  cruci- 
fixion. As  Christ  was  on  the  cross  and  looked  down  on  the 
crowd  of  people,  He  saw  some  very  warm  friends  there. 
And  that  brings  me  to  the  remarking  upon  the  friendly 
group  that  were  around  the  cross.  And  the  first  in  all  that 
crowd  was  His  mother.  You  need  not  point  her  out  to  me. 
I  can  see  by  the  sorrow,  the  anguish,  the  woe,  by  the  up- 
thrown  hands !  That  all  means  mother !  ''  Oh,"  you  say : 
**  why  didn't  she  go  down  to  the  foot  of  the  hill  and  sit  with 
her  back  to  the  scene  P  It  was  too  horrible  for  her  to  look 
upon."  Do  you  not  know  when  a  child  is  in  anguish  or 
trouble,  it  always  makes  a  heroine  of  a  mother  P  Take  her 
away,  .you  say,  from  the  cross.  You  cannot  drag  her  away. 
She  will  keep  on  looking ;  as  long  her  son  breathes  she  will 
stand  there  looking.  Oh  what  a  scene  it  was  for  a  tender- 
hearted mother  to  look  upon.  How  gladly  she  would  have 
sprung  to  His  relief.  It  was  her  son.  Her  son !  How 
gladly  she  would  have  clambered  up  on  the  cross  and  hung 
there  herself  if  her  son  could  have  been  relieved.    How 
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Btrengthening  she  would  have  been  to  Christ  if  she  might 
have  come  dose  by  Him  and  soothed  Him.  Oh,  there  was 
a  good  deal  in  what  the  little  sick  child  said,  upon  whom  a 
surgical  operation  of  a  painful  nature  must  be  performed. 
The  doctor  said:  "That  child  wont  live  through  this  opera- 
tion unless  you  encourage  him.  Tou  go  in  and  get  his  con- 
sent." The  father  told  him  all  the  doctor  said,  and  added : 
**  Now,  John,  will  you  go  through  with  it  ?  Will  you  con- 
sent to  it  f  "  He  looked  very  pale,  and  he  thought  a  minute, 
and  said :  "  Yes,  father,  if  you  will  hold  my  hand  I  will ! " 
So  the  father  held  his  hand  and  led  him  straight  through 
the  peril.  Oh  woman,  in  your  hour  of  anguish,  who  do  you 
want  with  you?  Mother.  Toung  man,  in  your  hour  of 
trouble,  who  do  you  want  to  console  you  ?  Mother.  If  the 
mother  of  Jesus  could  have  only  taken  those  bleeding  feet 
into  her  lap  !  If  she  might  have  taken  the  dying  head  on 
her  bosom !  If  she  might  have  said  to  Him :  "  It  will  soon 
be  over,  Jesus — it  will  soon  be  over,  and  we  will  meet  again, 
and  it  will  be  all  well."  Bat  no,  sho  dared  not  come  up  so 
dose.  They  would  have  struck  her  back  with  their  ham- 
mers.   They  would  have  kicked  her  down  the  hilL 

THEBB   CAN   BE   NO  ALLEVIATION 

at  alL  Jesus  muat  suffer  and  Mary  nmd  look.  I  suppose 
she  thought  of  the  birth-hour  in  Bethlehem.  I  suppose  she 
thought  of  that  time  when  with  her  boy  in  her  bosom  she 
hastened  on  in  the  darkness  in  the  flight  towards  Egypt.  I 
suppose  she  thought  of  His  boyhood  when  He  was  the  joy 
of  her  heart.  I  suppose  she  thought  of  the  thousand  kind- 
nesses He  had  done  her,  not  forsaking  her  or  forgetting  her 
even  in  His  last  moments ;  but  turning  to  John  and  saying : 
^' There  is  mother;  take  her  with  you.  She  is  old  now. 
She  cannot  help  herself.  Do  for  her  just  as  I  would  have 
done  for  her  if  I  had  lived.    Be  very  tender  and  gentle  with 
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her.  Behold  tlij  mother  t  **  She  thought  it  all  oyer ;  and 
there  is  no  memory  like  a  mother's  memory,  and  there  is 
no  woe  like  a  mother's  woe. 

There  was  another  friend  in  that  gronp,  and  that  was 
Simon  the  Cyrenian.  He  was  a  stranger  in  the  land,  but 
had  been  long  enough  to  show  his  favoritism  for  Christ.  I 
suppose  he  was  one  of  those  men  who  nerer  can  see  anybody 
imposed  upon  but  he  wants  to  help  him.  ''  Well,  Simon,** 
they  cried  out,  ^  you  are  such  a  friend  to  Jesus,  help  Him  to 
carry  the  cross.  You  see  Him  fainting  under  it."  So  he 
did.  A  scene  for  all  the  ages  of  time  and  all  the  cycles  of 
eternity ;  a  cross  with  Jesus  at  the  one  end  of  it  and  Simon 
at  the  other,  suggesting  the  idea  to  you,  oh  troubled  soul, 
that  no  one  need  ever  carry  a  whole  cross.  Tou  hare  only 
half  a  cross  to  carry.  If  you  are  in  porerty,  Jesus  was  poor, 
and  He  comes  and  takes  the  other  end  of  the  cross.  If  you 
are  in  persecution,  Jesus  was  persecuted,  and  He  comes  and 
takes  the  other  end  of  the  cross.  If  you  are  in  any  kind  of 
trouble,  you  have  a  sympathising  Bedeemer.  Oh  how  the 
truth  flashed  upon  my  soul  this  morning.  Jesus  at  one  end 
of  the  cross  and  the  soul  at  the  other  end  of  the  cross ;  and 
when  I  see  Christ  and  Simon  going  up  the  hill  together,  I 
say  we  ought  to  help  each  other  to  carry  our  burdens. 
**  Bear  ye  one  another^s  burdens,  and  so  fulfil  the  law  of 
Christ."  If  you  find  a  man  in  persecution,  or  sickness,  or  in 
business  trouble,  go  right  to  him  and  say :  "  My  brother, 
I  have  come  to  help  you.  Tou  take  hold  of  one  end  of  this 
cross  and  I  will  take  hold  of  the  other  end  of  the  cross,  and 
Jesus  Christ  will  come  in  and  take  hold  of  the  middle  of  the 
cross ;  and  after  awhile  there  will  be  no  cross  at  alL" 

"  Shall  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone, 
And  all  the  world  go  free  ? 
No,  there's  a  cross  for  every  one, 
And  there's  a  cross  foi  m«." 
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Bat  there  was  another  marked  personage  in  that  friendlj 
group.  That  was  the  penitent  malefactor.  He  was  a  thief, 
or  had  been ;  no  disguising  that  fact.  All  his  crimes  came 
upon  him  with  relentless  conviction.  What  was  he  to  do  P 
"  Oh,"  he  says,  **  what  shall  I  do  with  my  sins  upon  me  ?  " 
and  he  looks  around  and  sees  Jesus,  and  sees  compassion  in 
His  face,  and  he  says :  ''  Lord,  remember  me  when  Thou 
comest  into  Thy  kingdom."  What  did  Jesus  do  P  Did  He 
turn  and  say :  "  You  thief !  I  have  seen  all  your  crimes, 
and  you  have  jeered  and  scoffed  at  me,  now  die  for  ever  ?  " 
Did  He  say  that  P  Oh  no ;  Jesus  could  not  say  that.  He 
says :  ''  This  day  thou  shalt  be  with  me  in  Paradise."  I  sing 
the  song  of  mercy  for  the  chief  of  sinners.  Murderers  have 
come  and  plunged  their  red  hands  in  this  fountain,  and  thej 
have  been  made  as  white  as  snow.  The  prodigal  that  was 
off  for  twenty  years  has  come  back  and  sat  at  his  father's 
table.  The  ship  that  has  been  tossed  in  a  thousand  storms 
floats  into  this  harbour.  The  parched  and  sunstruck  soul 
comes  under  the  shadow  of  this  rock.  Tens  of  thousands 
who  were  as  bad  as  you  and  I  have  been,  have  put  down 
their  burdens  and  their  sins  at  the  feet  of  this  blessed  Jesus. 

**  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  eee 
That  fountain  in  his  day ; 
And  there  may  I,  as  vile  as  he, 
Wash  all  my  sins  away.*' 

But  there  was  another  friendly  group.  I  do  not  know 
their  names ;  we  are  not  told :  but  we  are  simply  told  there 
were  many  around  the  cross  who  sympathised  with  the  dying 
sufferer.  Oh  the  wail  of  woe  that  went  through  that  crowd 
when  they  saw  Jesus  die.  You  know  the  Bible  says  if  all 
the  things  Jesus  did  were  recorded  the  world  would  not  con- 
tain the  books  that  would  be  written.  It  implies  that  what 
we  hare  in  the  Bible  are  merely  specimens  of  the  Saviour's 
mercy.    We  are  told  that  one  blind  man  got  his  eyesight.   I 
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suppose  He  cured  twenty  that  we  are  not  told  of.  When  He 
cured  the  one  leper  whose  story  is  recorded.  He  might  have 
cured  twenty  lepers.  Where  He  did  one  act  of  kindness 
mentioned,  He  must  hare  done  a  thousand  we  do  not  know 
about.  I  see  those  who  received  kindnesses  from  Him 
standing  beneath  the  cross,  and  one  says :  ^  Why,  that  is 
the  Jesus  that  bound  up  my  broken  heart.^*  And  another 
standing  beneath  the  cross  says :  ^'  That  is  the  Jesus  that 
restored  my  daughter  to  life."  Another  looks  up  and  says : 
"Why  that  is  Jesus  who  gave  me  my  eyesight.*'  And 
another  looks  up  and  says:  ''That  is  the  Jesus  who 
lifted  me  up  when  I  was  sick;  oh,  I  can't  bear  to 
see  Him  die.''  Every  pelt  of  the  hammer  drove  a  spike 
through  their  hearts.  Every  groan  of  Christ  opens  a  new 
fountain  of  sorrow.  They  had  better  get  on  with  that 
crucifixion  quickly  or  it  will  never  take  place.  These  dis- 
ciples will  seize  Christ  and  snatch  Him  from  the  grasp  of 
those  bad  men,  and  take  those  ringleaders  of  the  persecution 
and  put  them  up  in  the  very  place.  Be  quick  with  those 
nails.  Be  quick  with  that  gall.  Be  quick  with  those  spikes, 
for  I  see  in  the  sorrow  and  the  wrath  of  those  disciples  a 
storm  brewing  that  will  burst  on  the  heads  of  those  perse- 
cutors. 
To-day  we  come  and  we  join  the  friendly  crowd. 

WHO  WANTS   TO  BE   ON   THE  WBONO   SIDE? 

I  cannot  bear  to  be  in  the  unfriendly  group.  There  is  not 
a  man  or  a  woman  in  this  house  who  wants  to  be  in  the  un- 
friendly group.  I  want  to  join  the  other  group.  We  come 
while  they  are  bewailing,  and  join  their  lamentations.  We 
see  that  brow  bruised ;  we  hear  that  dying  groan  ;  and,  while 
the  priests  scoff,  and  the  devils  rave,  and  the  lightniogs  of 
Ood's  wrath  are  twisted  into  a  wreath  for  that  bloody  mount, 
you  and  I  will  join  the  cry,  the  supplication,  of  the  penitent 
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malefactor:  ^'Lord,  remember  me  when  Thou  comest  into 
Thy  kingdom."  Oh,  the  pain,  the  ignominy,  the  ghastliness, 
the  agony ;  and  yet  the  joy,  the  thrilling,  bonnding,  glorious 
hope !     Son  of  Mary  1    Son  of  Ood! 

Is  there  one  here  who  will  reject  this  atonement  made  for 
the  people ;  not  for  one  man  here  and  one  man  there,  but 
for  all  who  will  accept  it  ? 

There  was  a  rery  touching  scene  among  an  Indian  tribe 
in  the  last  century.  It  seemed  that  one  of  the  chieftains  had 
slain  a  man  belonging  to  an  opposite  tribe,  and  that  tribe 
came  up  and  said :  ''  We  will  exterminate  you  unless  you 
surrender  the  man  who  committed  that  crime."  The  chief- 
tain who  did  the  crime  stepped  out  fom  the  ranks,  and  said : 
'*  I  am  not  afraid  to  die,  but  I  have  a  wife  and  four  children, 
and  I  have  a  father  aged,  and  a  mother  aged,  whom  I  sup- 
port by  hunting,  and  I  sorrow  to  leave  them  helpless." 
Just  as  he  said  that,  his  old  father  from  behind  stepped  out, 
and  said :  ''  He  shall  not  die.  I  take  his  place.  I  am  old 
and  well  stricken  in  years.  I  can  do  no  good.  I  might  as  well 
die.  My  days  are  almost  over.  He  cannot  be  spared.  Take 
me."  And  they  accepted  the  sacrifice.  Wonderful  sacrifice, 
you  say ;  but  not  so  wonderful  as  that  found  in  the  G-ospel ; 
for  we  deserved  to  die,  aye,  we  were  sentenced,  when  Christ, 
not  worn  out  with  years,  but  in  the  flush  of  His  youth,  said : 
**  Save  that  man  from  going  down  to  the  pit ;  I  am  the 
ransom!  Put  his  burdens  on  My  shoulders.  Let  His 
stripes  fall  on  My  back.  Take  My  heart  for  his  heart.  Let 
Me  die,  that  he  may  live."  Shall  it  be  told  to-day  in  heaven 
that,  notwithstanding  all  those  wounds,  and  all  that  blood, 
and  all  those  tears,  and  all  that   agony,   you   would  not 

accept  him  p 

"  Well  might  the  son  in  darkness  hide 
And  shut  his  glories  in, 
When  Christ,  the  mighty  maker,  died 
For  man,  the  creature's,  sin« 
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Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  fiica 

While  His  dear  cross  appears, 
Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness 

And  melt  my  eyes  in  tears. 

But  drops  of  grief  can  ne*er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe ; 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away, 

Tis  all  that  I  can  do." 

Ohy  Lord  Jesus,  we  accept  Thee.  We  all  accept  Thee 
now.  There  is  no  hand  in  all  this  great  audience  lifted  to 
smite  Thee  on  the  cheek  now.  No  one  will  spear  Thee  now. 
No  one  will  strike  Thee  now.  Come  in,  Lord  Jesus !  Come 
quickly. 


THE  STOEMINa  OF  THE  TEMPLE  OF  BERITH. 

"  And  Abimelech  gat  him  np  to  Mount  Zalmon,  he  and  all  the  people 
that  were  with  him ;  and  Abimelech  took  an  ax  in  his  hand,  and  cut  down 
a  bough  from  the  trees,  and  took  it,  and  laid  it  on  his  shoulder,  and  said 
unto  the  people  that  were  with  him :  What  ye  have  seen  me  do,  make 
haste,  and  do  as  I  have  done.  And  all  the  people  likewise  cut  down  every 
man  his  bough,  and  followed  Abimelech,  and  put  them  to  the  hold,  and 
set  the  hold  on  fire  upon  them ;  so  that  all  the  men  of  the  tower  of 
8hechem  died." — Judges  ix.  48,  49. 

ABIMELECH  is  a  name  malodorous  in  Bible  history, 
and  yet  full  of  profitable  suggestion.  Buoys  are 
black  and  uncomely,  but  they  tell  where  the  rocks  are.  The 
snake's  rattle  is  hideous,  but  it  gives  timely  warning.  From 
the  piazza  of  my  summer  home,  night  by  night,  I  saw  a 
lighthouse  fifteen  miles  away,  not  placed  there  for  adorn- 
ment, but  to  tell  mariners  to  stand  off  from  that  dangerous 
poiint.  So  all  the  iron-bound  coast  of  moral  danger  is 
marked  with  Saul,  and  Herod,  and  Eehoboam,  and  Jezebel, 
and  Abimelech.  These  bad  people  are  mentioned  in  the 
Bible  not  only  as  warnings,  but  because  there  were  some- 
times flashes  of  good  conduct  in  their  liyes  worthy  of  imi- 


TH8   STOBMnra  OV  THB  TXMPLB  OF  BBBITH.  267 

tation.    God  sometinies  drives  a  yery  straight  nail  with  a 
rery  poor  hammer. 

The  dt  J  of  Shechem  had  to  be  taken,  and  Abimeleoh  and 
his  men  were  to  do  it.  I  see  the  dost  rolling  up  from  their 
excited  march.  I  hear  the  shouting  of  the  captains  and  the 
jell  of  the  besiegers.  The  swords  clack  sharply  on  the 
parrying  shields,  and  the  vociferation  of  two  armies  in 
death  grapple  is  horrible  to  hear.  The  battle  goes  on  all 
day ;  and  as  the  sun  is  setting  Abimelech  and  his  army  cry : 
'' Surrender  1 ''  to  the  beaten  foe.  And  unable  longer  to 
resist,  the  city  of  Shechem  falls;  and  there  are  pools  of 
blood,  and  dissevered  limbs,  and  glazed  eyes  looking  up  beg- 
gingly  for  mercy  that  war  never  shows,  and  dying  soldiers 
with  their  head  on  the  lap  of  mother,  or  wife,  or  sister,  who 
have  come  out  for  the  last  offices  of  kindness  and  affection ; 
and  a  groan  rolls  across  the  city,  stopping  not,  because  there 
is  no  spot  for  it  to  rest,  so  full  is  the  place  of  other  groans. 
A  dty  wounded !  A  dty  dying !  A  dty  dead !  Wail  for 
Shechem  all  ye  who  know  the  horrors  of  a  sacked  town  t 

As  I  look  over  the  dty,  I  can  find  only  one  building  stand- 
ing, and  that  is  the  temple  of  the  god  Berith.  Some  soldiers 
outside  of  the  city  in  a  tower,  finding  that  they  can  no  longer 
defend  Shechem,  now  begin  to  look  out  for  their  own  per- 
sonal safety,  and  they  fly  to  this  temple  of  Berith.  They 
get  within  the  door,  shut  it,  and  they  say :  ''  Now,  we  are 
safe.  Abimelech  has  taken  the  whole  city,  but  he  cannot 
take  this  temple  of  Berith.  Here  we  shall  be  under  the 
protection  of  the  gods."  Oh,  Berith,  the  god !  do  your  best 
now  for  these  refugees.  If  you  have  eyes,  pity  them.  If  you 
have  hands,  help  them.  If  you  have  thunderbolts,  strike 
for  them.  But  how  shall  Abimelech  and  his  army  take  this 
temple  of  Berith  and  the  men  who  are  there  fortified  P  Will 
they  do  it  with  sword  P  Nay.  Will  they  do  it  with  spear  p 
Nay.    With  battering  ram,  rolled  up  by  hundred-armed 
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strength,  crasbing  against  the  walls  P  Naj.  Abimelech 
marches  his  men  to  a  wood  in  Zalmon.  With  his  axe  he 
hews  off  a  limb  of  a  tree,  and  puts  that  limb  upon  his  own 
shoulder,  and  then  he  sajs  to  his  men :  ''  Tou  do  the  same." 
They  are  obedient  to  their  commander.  There  is  a  struggle 
as  to  who  shall  have  axes.    The  whole  wood  is 

FULL  OF  BBKDING  BOUGHS, 

and  the  crackling,  and  the  hacking,  and  the  cutting,  until 
every  one  of  the  host  has  a  limb  of  a  tree  cut  down,  and  not 
only  that,  but  has  put  it  upon  his  shoulder  just  as  Abimelech 
showed  him  how.  Are  these  men  now  all  armed  with  the 
tree  branch  P  The  reply  comes :  ''  All  armed."  And  they 
march  on.  Oh,  what  a  strange  army,  with  what  strange 
equipment.  They  come  up  to  the  foot  of  the  temple  of  Berith, 
and  Abimelech  takes  his  limb  of  a  tree  and  throws  it  down ; 
and  the  first  platoon  of  soldiers  come  up  and  they  throw 
down  their  branches ;  and  the  second  platoon,  and  the  third, 
until  all  around  about  the  temple  of  Berith  there  is  a  pile  of 
tree  branches.  The  Shechemites  look  out  from  the  window 
of  the  temple  upon  what  seems  to  them  childish  play  on 
the  part  of  their  enemies.  But  soon  the  flints  are  struck, 
and  the  spark  begins  to  kindle  the  brush,  and  the  flame 
comes  up  all  through  the  pile,  and  the  red  elements  leap  to 
the  casement,  and  the  woodwork  begins  to  blaze,  and  one 
arm  of  flame  is  thrown  up  on  the  right  side  of  the  temple, 
and  another  arm  of  flame  is  thrown  up  on  the  left  side  of 
the  temple,  until  they  clasp  their  lurid  palms  under  the  wild 
night  sky,  and  the  cry  of  "  Fire !  "  within,  and  "  Fire ! " 
without,  announces  the  terror,  and  the  strangulation,  and 
the  doom  of  the  Shechemites,  and  the  complete  overthrow 
of  the  temple  of  the  god  Berith.  Then  there  went  up  a 
shout,  long  and  loud,  from  the  stout  lungs  and  swarthy  chests 
of  Abimelech  and  his  men,  as  they  stood  amid  the  ashes  and 


THB   STOBMINO  OF  THB  TBUPLB  OF  BBBITH.  269 

the  dast  crying:  "Victory !  Victory ! "  Or,  as  the  text  has 
it :  "  And  Abimelech  gat  him  up  to  Mount  Zalmon,  he  and 
all  the  people  that  were  with  him ;  and  Abimelech  took  an 
ax  in  his  hand,  and  cut  down  a  bough  from  the  trees,  and 
took  it,  and  laid  it  on  his  shoulder,  and  said  unto  the  people 
that  were  with  him :  What  ye  have  seen  me  do,  make  haste, 
and  do  as  I  have  done.  And  all  the  people  likewise  cut 
down  every  man  his  bough,  and  followed  Abimelech,  and 
put  them  to  the  hold,  and  set  the  hold  on  fire  upon  them ; 
so  that  all  the  men  of  the  tower  of  Shechem  died." 

Now  I  learn  first  from  this  subject,  tJie  folly  of  depending 
upon  any  one  form  qf  tactics  in  anything  we  have  to  do  for 
this  world  or  for  Chd,  Look  over  the  weaponry  of  olden 
times — ^javelins,  battle-axes,  harbegeons,  and  show  me  a 
single  weapon  with  which  Abimelech  and  his  men  could  have 
gained  such  complete  triumph.  It  is  no  easy  thing  to  take 
a  temple  thus  armed.  I  saw  a  house  yesterday  where, 
during  revolutionary  times,  a  man  and  his  wife  kept  back  a 
whole  regiment  hour  after  hour,  because  they  were  inside 
the  house,  and  the  assaulting  soldiers  were  outside  the 
house.  Yet  here  Abimelech  and  his  army  come  up,  they 
surround  this  temple,  and  they  capture  it  without  the  loss 
of  a  single  man  on  the  part  of  Abimelech,  although  I  suppose 
some  of  the  old  Israelitish  heroes  told  Abimelech :  "  Tou  are 
only  going  up  there  to  be  cut  to  pieces.''  Tet  you  are  willing 
to  testify  to-day  that  by  no  other  mode — certainly  not  by 
ordinary  modes — could  that  temple  so  easily,  so  thoroughly, 
have  been  taken.  Fathers  and  mothers,  brethren  and  sisters, 
in  Jesus  Christ,  what  the  Church  most  wants  to  learn,  this 
day,  is  that  any  plan  is  right,  is  lawful,  is  best,  which  helps 
to  overthrow  the  temple  of  sin,  and  capture  this  world  for 
God.  We  are  very  apt  to  stick  to  the  old  modes  of  attack. 
We  put  on  the  old-style  coat  of  mail.  We  come  up  with  the 
sharp,  keen,  glittering  steel  spear  of  argument,  expecting  in 
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tbat  way  to  take  the  castle ;  but  they  have  a  thousand  spears 
where  we  have  ten.  And  so  the  castle  of  sin  stands.  Ohy 
my  friends  we  will 

NEYEB  CAPTT7BE   THIS  WOBLD 

for  God  by  any  keen  sabre  of  sarcasm,  by  any  glittering 
lances  of  rhetoric,  by  any  sapping  and  mining  of  profound 
disquisition,  by  any  gunpowdery  explosions  of  indignation, 
by  sharp  shootings  of  wit,  by  howitzers  of  mental  strength 
made  to  swing  shell  five  miles,  by  cavalry  horses  gorgeously 
caparisoned  pawing  the  air.  In  vain  all  the  attempts  on  the 
part  of  these  ecclesiastical  foot  soldiers,  light  horsemen,  and 
grenadiers. 

My  friends,  I  propose,  this  morning,  a  different  style  of 
tactics.  Let  each  one  go  to  the  forest  of  Ohod*s  promise  and 
inTitation,  and  hew  down  a  branch,  and  put  it  on  his 
shoulder,  and  let  us  all  come  around  these  obstinate  iniqui- 
ties, and  then,  with  this  pile,  kindled  by  the  fires  of  ia 
holy  zeal  and  the  flames  of  a  consecrated  life,  we  will  bum 
them  out.  What  steel  cannot  do,  fire  may.  And  I, 
this  morning,  announce  myself  in  favour  of  any  plan  of 
religious  attack  that  succeeds — ^any  plan  of  religious  attack, 
however  radical,  however  odd,  however  unpopular,  however 
hostile  to  all  the  conventionalities  of  Church  and  State.  If 
one  style  of  prayer  does  not  do  the  work,  let  us  try  another 
style.  If  the  Church  music  of  to-day  does  not  get  the 
victory,  then  let  us  make  the  assault  with  a  backwoods 
chorus.  If  a  prayer-meeting  at  half -past  seven  in  the  evening 
does  not  succeed,  let  us  have  one  as  early  in  the  morning  as 
when  the  angel  found  wrestling  Jacob  too  much  for  him. 
If  a  sermon  with  the  three  authorised  heads  does  not  do  the 
work,  then  let  us  have  a  sermon  with  twenty  heads,  or  no 
head  at  alL  We  want  more  heart  in  our  song,  more  heart 
in  our  alms-giving,  more  heart  in  oar  prayers,  more  heart  ia 
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our  preaching.  Oli  for  less  of  Abimelecli's  sword  and  more 
of  Abimelecli's  conflagration !     I  had  often  heard 

"  There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood  " 

sung  artistically  by  four  birds  perched  on  their  Sunday  roost 
in  the  gallery,  until  I  thought  of  Jenny  Lind,  and  Nillson, 
and  Sontag,  and  all  the  other  warblers  ;  but  there  came  not 
one  tear  to  my  eye,  nor  one  master  emotion  to  my  heart.  But 
one  night  I  went  down  to  the  African  Methodist  meeting- 
house in  Philadelphia,  and  at  the  close  Of  the  service  a 
black  woman,  in  the  midst  of  the  audience,  began  to  sing 
that  hymn,  and  all  the  audience  joined  in,  and  we  were 
floated  some  three  or  four  miles  nearer  heaven  than  I  have 
ever  been  since.  I  saw  with  my  own  eyes  that  "  fountain 
filled  with  blood," — ^red,  agonizing,  sacrifidal,  redemptive, 
and  I  heard  the  crimson  plash  of  the  wave  as  we  all  went 
down  imder  it. 

"  For  sinners  plunged  beneath  that  flood 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains." 

Oh,  my  friends,  the  Gospel  is  not  a  syllogism ;  it  is  not 
casuistry,  it  is  not  polemics,  or  the  science  of  squabble.  It 
is  blood- red  fact ;  it  is  warm-hearted  invitation ;  it  is  leap- 
ing, bounding,  flying  good  news ;  it  is  efflorescent  with  all 
light ;  it  is  rubescent  with  all  summery  glow ;  it  is  arbores- 
cent with  all  sweet  shade.  I  have  seen  the  sun  rise  on 
Mount  Washington,  and  from  the  Tip-top  House ;  but  there 
was  no  beauty  in  that  compared  with  the  day-spring  from 
on  high  when  Christ  gives  light  to  a  soul.  I  have  heard 
Parepa  sing :  but  there  was  no  music  in  that  compared  with 
the  voice  of  Christ  when  He  said :  **  Thy  sins  are  forgiven 
thee ;  go  in  peace."    Good  news !    Let  every  one 

OTTT  DOWN  A  BBANCH 

of  this  tree  of  life  and  wave  it.  Let  him  throw  it  down  and 
kindle  it.    Let  all  the  way  from  Mount  Zalmon  to  Shechem 
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be  filled  with  the  tossing  joy.  Ohood  news !  This  bonfire 
of  the  Ohospel  shall  consume  the  last  temple  of  sin,  and  will 
illumine  the  sky  with  apocalyptic  joy,  that  Christ  Jesus  came 
into  the  world  to  save  sinners.  Any  new  plan  that  makes  a 
man  quit  his  sin,  and  that  prostrates  a  wrong,  I  am  as  much 
in  favour  of  as  though  all  the  doctors,  and  the  bishops,  and 
the  archbishops,  and  the  synods,  and  the  academical  gowns- 
men of  Christianity  sanctioned  it.  The  temple  of  Berith 
must  come  down,  and  I  do  not  care  how  it  comes. 

Still  further,  I  learn  from  this  subject  the  power  of 
example.  If  Abimelech  had  sat  down  on  the  grass,  and  told 
his  men  to  go  and  get  the  boughs,  and  go  out  to  the  battle, 
they  would  never  have  gone  at  all,  or  if  they  had,  it  would  have 
been  without  any  spirit  or  effective  result ;  but  when  Abime- 
lech goes  with  his  own  axe  and  hews  down  a  branch,  and 
with  Abimelech's  arm  puts  it  on  Abimelech's  shoulder,  and 
marches  on,  then,  my  text  says,  all  the  people  did  the  same. 
How  natural  that  was.  What  made  Garibaldi  and  Stone- 
wall Jackson  the  most  magnetic  commanders  of  this  cen- 
tury ?  They  always  rode  ahead.  Oh,  the  overcoming  power 
of  example.  Here  is  a  father  on  the  wrong  road :  all  his 
boys  go  on  the  wrong  road.  Here  iM  a  father  who  enlists  for 
Christ :  his  children  enlist.  I  saw  in  some  of  the  picture 
galleries  of  Europe,  that  before  many  of  the  great  works  of 
the  masters — the  old  masters — ^there  would  be  sometimes 
four  or  five  artists  taking  copies  of  the  pictures.  These 
copies  they  were  going  to  carry  with  them,  perhaps,  to  distant 
lands ;  and  I  have  thought  that  your  life  and  character  are 
a  masterpiece,  and  it  is  being  copied,  and  long  after  you  are 
gone  it  will  bloom  or  blast  in  the  homes  of  those  who  knew 
you,  and  be  a  Gorgon  or  a  Madonna.  Look  out  what  you 
say.  Look  out  what  you  do.  Eternity  will  hear  the  echo. 
The  best  sermon  ever  preached  is  a  holy  life.  The  best 
music  ever  chanted  is  a  consistent  walk.  If  you  want  others 
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to  serve  God,  serve  Him  yourself.  If  you  want  others  to 
shoulder  their  duty,  shoulder  yours.  Where  Abimelech 
goes  his  troops  go.  Abraham  begat  Isaac,  and  Isaac  begat 
Jacob.  The  father  good,  it  was  easy  enough  for  the  son  and 
grandson  to  be  good.  Ahaziah  begat  Joash,  and  Joash  begat 
Jeroboam.  The  father  bad,  it  was  easy  enough  for  the  son 
and  grandson  to  be  bad.  Oh,  start  out  for  heaven  to-day^ 
and  your  family  will  come  after  you,  and  your  business 
associates  will  come  after  you,  and  your  social  friends  will  join 
you.  With  one  branch  of  the  tree  of  life  for  a  baton,  marshal 
just  as  many  as  you  can  gather.  Oh,  the  infinite,  the  semi* 
omnipotent  power  of  a  good  or  a  bad  example ! 

I  saw  the  other  day,  near  the  beach,  a  wrecker's  machine. 
It  was  a  cylinder  with  some  holes  at  the  side,  made  for  the 
thrusting  in  of  some  long  poles  with  strong  leverage ;  and 
when  there  is  another  vessel  in  trouble  or  going  to  pieces  out 
in  the  offing,  the  wreckers  shoot  a  rope  out  to  the  suffering 
men.  They  grasp  it,  and  the  wreckers  turn  the  cylinder, 
and  the  rope  winds  around  the  cylinder,  and  those  who 
are  shipwrecked  are  saved.  So  at  your  feet,  to-day,  there 
is  an  influence  with  « 

A  TBEMENDOUS  LEVEEAaS. 

The  rope  attached  to  it  swings  far  out  into  the  billowy 
future.  Your  children,  your  children's  children,  and  all  the 
generations  that  are  to  follow,  will  grip  that  influence,  and 
feel  the  long-reaching  pull  long  after  the  figures  on  jour 
tombstone  are  so  near  worn  out  that  the  visitor  cannot  tell 
whether  it  was  in  1874,  or  1774,  or  1674,  that  you  died. 

Still  further,  I  learn  from  this  subject  the  advantage  of 
concerted  action^  If  Abimelech  had  merely  gone  out  with  a 
tree  branch,  the  work  would  not  have  been  accomplished,  or 
if  ten,  twenty,  or  thirty  men  had  gone ;  but  when  all  the 
axes  are  lifted,  and  all  the  sharp  edges  fall,  and  all  these 
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men  carry  eacli  liis  tree  branch  down  and  tlirow  it  about  the 
temple,  the  victory  is  gained — ^the  temple  falls.  My  friends, 
where  there  is  one  man  in  the  Church  of  G-od  at  this  day 
shouldering  his  whole  duty,  there  are  a  great  many  who 
never  lift  an  axe  or  swing  a  bow.  It  seems  to  me  as  if  there 
were  ten  drones  in  every  hive  to  one  busy  bee ;  as  though 
there  were  twenty  sailors  sound  asleep  in  the  ship's  ham- 
mock to  four  men  on  the  stormy  deck.  It  seems  as  if  there 
were  fifty  thousand  men  belonging  to  the  reserve  corps,  and 
only  one  thousand  active  combatants.  Oh,  we  all  want  our 
boat  to  get  over  to  the  golden  sands  ;  but  the  most  of  us 
are  seated  either  in  the  prow  or  in  the  stem,  wrapped  in  our 
striped  shawl,  holding  a  big-handled  sunshade,  while  others 
are  blistered  in  the  heat,  and  pull  until  the  oar-locks  groan, 
and  the  blades  bend  till  they  snap.  Oh,  you  religious  sleepy 
heads,  wake  up!  While  we  have  in  our  church  a  great 
many  who  are  toiling  for  God,  there  are  some  too  lazy  to 
brush  the  flies  off  their  heavy  eyelids.  You  have  laid  so 
long  in  one  place  that  the  ants  and  caterpillars  have  begun 
to  crawl  over  you !  I  should  not  wonder  if  some  of  this 
church  membership  should  T«ake  up  in  hell.  What  do  you 
know,  my  brother,  about  a  living  Gospel  made  to  storm  the 
world  ?  Now,  my  idea  of  a  Christian  is  a  man  on  fire  with 
zeal  for  God;  and  if  your  pulse  ordinarily  beats  sixty 
times  a  minute  when  you  think  of  other  themes,  and  talk 
about  other  themes,  if  your  pulse  does  not  go  up  to  seventy- 
five  or  eighty  when  you  come  to  talk  about  Christ  and 
heaven,  it  is  because  you  do  not  know  the  one,  and  have  a 
poor  chance  of  getting  to  the  other. 

In  a  former  charge,  one  Sabbath,  I  took  into  the  pulpit 
the  church  records,  and  I  laid  them  on  the  pulpit  and  opened 
them,  and  said :  *^  Brethren,  here  are  the  church  records.  I 
find  a  great  many  of  you  whose  names  are  down  here  are  o£E 
duty."    Some  were  afraid  I  would  read  the  names,  for  at 
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tkat  time  some  of  them  were  deep  in  the  worst  kind  of  oil 
stocks,  and  were  idle  as  to  Ckristian  work.  But  if  the 
ministers  of  Christ  in  Brooklyn,  and  New  York,  and  in  all 
the  cities,  to-day,  should  bring  the  church  records  into  the 
pulpit  and  read,  oh, 


WHAT   ▲   FLUTTER   THEBE  WOULD   BE 


I 


There  would  not  be  fans  enough  in  church  to  keep  the  cheeks 
cool.  I  do  not  know  but  it  would  be  a  good  thing  if  the 
minister  once  in  a  while  should  bring  the  church  records 
in  the  pulpit  and  call  the  roll,  for  that  is  what  I  consider 
every  church  record  to  be — ^merely  the  muster-roll  of  the 
Lord's  army ;  and  the  reading  of  it  should  reveal  where 
every  soldier  is  and  what  he  is  doing.  Suppose,  in  military 
circles,  on  the  morning  of  battle,  the  roll  is  called,  and  out 
of  a  thousand  men  only  a  hundred  men  in  the  regiment 
answered.  What  excitement  there  would  be  in  the  camp! 
What  would  the  colonel  sayp  What  high  talking  there 
would  be  among  the  cafrtains,  and  majors,  and  the  adju- 
tants! Suppose  word  came  to  headquarters  that  these 
delinquents  excused  themselves  on  the  ground  that  they  had 
overslept  themselves,  or  that  the  morning  was  d|imp  and 
they  were  afraid  of  getting  their  feet  wet,  or  that  they  were 
busy  cooking  rations.  My  friends,  this  is  the  morning  of  the 
day  of  Ohod  Almighty's  battle !  Do  you  not  see  the  troops  P 
Hear  you  not  all  the  trumpets  of  heaven  and  all  the  drums 
of  hell?  Which  side  are  you  on?  If  you  are  on  the  right 
side,  to  what  cavalry  troop,  to  what  artillery  service,  to  what 
garrison  duty  do  you  belong?  In  other  words,  in  what 
Sabbath-school  do  you  teach?  in  what  prayer-meeting  do 
you  exhort?  to  what  penitentiary  do  you  declare  etenuil 
liberty  P  to  what  almshouse  do  you  announce  the  riches  of 
heaven?  What  broken  bone  of  sorrow  have  you  ever  set  P 
Are  you  doing  nothing  P   Is  it  possible  that  a  man  or  woman 
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sworn  to  be  a  follower  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  is  doing 
nothing  P  Then  hide  the  horrible  secret  from  the  angels. 
Keep  it  away  from  the  book  of  judgment.  If  you  are  doing 
nothing,  do  not  let  the  world  find  it  out,  lest  thej  charge 
your  religion  with  being  a  false  face.  Do  not  let  your 
cowardice  and  treason  be  heard  among  the  martyrs  about 
the  throne,  lest  they  forget  the  sanctity  of  the  place  and 
curse  your  betrayal  of  that  cause  for  which  they  agonized 
and  died. 

May  the  eternal  Ohod  rouse  us  all  to  action!  As  for 
myself,  I  feel  I  would  be  ashamed  to  die  now  and  enter 
heaven  until  I  have  accomplished  something  more  dedsive 
for  the  Lord  that  bought  me.  I  have  thought  on  this,  the 
first  Sabbath  after  the  summer  vacation,  I  would  like  to  join 
with  you  in  an  oath,  with  hand  high  uplifted  to  heaven, 
swearing  new  allegiance  to  Jesub  Christ,  and  to  work  more 
for  His  cause  and  kingdom.  Oh  !  brethren,  how  swiftly  the 
time  does  go  by !  It  seems  to  n  I  never  saw  such  a  swift 
summer — ^never  a  summer  that  had  such  nimble  feet.  It 
seems  to  me  as  if  the  years  had  gained  some  new  power  of 
locomotion — a  kind  of  speed  electric.  Last  Sabbath  was  an 
awful  day  to  me.  I  had  nothing  to, do  but  to  think,  and 
when  I  thought  of  how  little  I  had  accomplished  for  Christ, 
and  of  how  short  a  time  yet  remained  to  work  for  Him,  my 
head  grew  dizzy  and  my  heart  ached,  and  I  felt  as  if  I  must 
fly  into  your  presence  and  utter  this  rallying  cry  for  Jesus. 

If,  this  afternoon,  you  take  a  short  sleep  (and  you  are 
entitled  to  it,  for  Ohod  intended  the  Sabbath  not  only  for 
rest  for  the  soul,  but  rest  for  the  body),  you  will  at  least 
have  one  or  two  hours  in  which  to  lay  out  a  plan  for  Chris- 
tian work  in  this  ecclesiastical  year.  Husband  and  wife, 
talk  with  each  other.  Brothers  and  sisters,  resolve  upon 
some  new  work  for  Christ.  On  your  knees  cry  unto  G-od : 
"  Lord,  what  wilt  Thou'have  me  to  do  ?  "  and 
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STAT  ON  YOT7B  KNEES 

Until  jou  get  tlie  answer.  Are  you  ready  to  join  inth  me 
in  some  new  work  for  Christ  9  I  feel  that  there  is  such  a 
thing  as  daustral  piety,  that  there  is  such  a  thing  as  insular 
work ;  but  it  seems  to  me  that  what  we  want  now  is  con- 
certed action.  The  templei  of  Berith  is  very  broad,  and  it  is 
very  high.  It  has  been  going  up  by  the  hands  of  men  and 
devils,  and  no  human  enginery  can  demolish  it ;  but  if  the 
fifty  thousand  ministers  of  Christ  in  this  country  should  each 
take  a  branch  of  the  tree  of  life,  and  all  their  congregations 
should  do  the  same,  and  we  should  march  on  and  throw 
these  branches  around  the  great  temples  of  sin,  and  worldli- 
ness,  and  folly,  it  would  need  no  match,  or  coal,  or  torch  of 
ours  to  touch  off  the  pile,  for,  as  in  the  days  of  Elijah,  fire 
would  fall  from  heaven  and  kindle  the  bonfire  of  Christian 
victory  over  demolished  sin.  It  is  kindling  now !  Huzzah ! 
The  day  is  ours  ! 

Still  further,  I  learn  from  this  subject  the  danger  of  false 
refuges.  As  soon  as  these  Shechemites  got  into  the  temple, 
they  thought  they  were  safe.  They  said :  **  Berith  will  take 
care  of  us.  Abimelech  may  batter  down  everything  else ; 
he  cannot  batter  down  this  temple  where  we  are  now  hid." 
But  very  soon  they  heard  the  timbers  crackling,  and  they 
were  smothered  with  smoke,  and  they  miserably  died.  And 
you  and  I  are  just  as  much  tempted  to  false  refuges.  The 
mirror  this  morning  may  have  persuaded  you  that  you  have 
a  comely  cheek ;  your  best  friends  may  have  persuaded  you 
that  you  have  elegant  manners ;  Satan  may  have  told  you 
that  you  are  all  right ;  but  bear  with  me  if  I  tell  you  that 
if  impardoned  you  are  all  wrong.  I  have  no  clinometer  by 
which  to  measure  how  steep  is  the  inclined  plane  you  are 
descending,  but  I  know  it  is  very  steep.  "  Well,"  you  say : 
"  if  the  Bible  is  true,  I  am  a  sinner.  Show  me  some  refuge. 
I  will  step  right  into  it."    I  suppose  every  person  in  this 
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aadiMioa  tUi  mooiait  ia  stef^mg  mio  0ome  kind  of  refuge. 
B»e  JCML  step  m  Um  ioww  of  good  w^ka.  Yoa  aj :  **  I 
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dene.  Up  in  theft  tower  jon  feel  jon  ere  aele.  Bet  heer 
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self  into  it.  Trea4  down  unceremoniously  everything  that 
intercepts  you, 

WEDGE  YOUR  WAY  THESE. 

There  are  enough  hounds  of  death  and  peril  after  you  to 
make  you  hurry.  Many  a  man  has  perished  just  outside  the 
tower,  with  his  foot  on  the  step,  with  his  hand  on  the  latch. 
Oh !  get  inside.  Not  one  surplus  second  have  you  to  spare. 
Quick,  quick,  quick ! 

There  are  some  who  gave  me  a  farewell  shake  of  the 
hand  when  I  went  off  two  months  ago  who  are  not  here  to- 
day. Where  are  they?  When  in  the  closing  service  I 
opened  my  hymn-book  and  found  the  place,  they  opened 
their  hymn-book  and  found  the  same  place.  I  open  my  book 
to-day ;  they  do  not  open  theirs.  Great  God,  is  life  such  an 
uncertain  thing  ?  If  I  bear  a  little  too  hard  with  my  right 
foot  on  the  earth,  does  it  break  through  into  the  grave  P  Is 
this  world  which  swings  at  the  speed  of  thousands  of  miles 
an  hour  around  about  the  sun  going  with  tenfold  more  speod 
towards  the  judgment  day  P  Oh,  I  am  overborne  with  the 
thought,  and  in  the  confusion  I  cry  to  one  and  I  cry  to  the 
other :  "  O  time !  O  eternity !  O  the  dead !  O  the  judg- 
ment day !.  O  Jesus !  O  God !  "  But  catching  at  the  last 
apostrophe,  I  feel  that  I  have  something  to  hold  on  to  ;  for 
''  in  God  is  thy  refuge,  and  underneath  thee  are  the  ever- 
lasting arms."  And  exhausted  with  my  failure  to  save 
myself,  I  throw  my  whole  weight  of  body,  mind,  and  soul  on 
this  Divine  promise,  as  a  weary  child  throws  itself  into  the 
arms  of  its  mother ;  as  a  wounded  soldier  throws  him- 
self on  the  hospital  pillow  ;  as  a  pursued  man  throws  him- 
self into  the  refuge :  for  **  in  God  is  thy  refuge,  and  under- 
neath are  the  everlasting  arms."  I  can  speak  no  more  for 
the  gladness.  Oh  for  a  flood  of  tears  with  which  to  express 
the  joy  of  this  eternal  rescue ! 
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THE  OLD  CORN  OF  CANAAJST, 

"  And  the  manna  ceased  on  the  morrow  after  they  had  eaten  of  the 
old  corn  of  the  land." — Joshua  t.  12. 

ONLY  tkose  "wbo  ha^e  had  sometliing  to  do  with  the 
commissariat  of  an  army  know  what  a  job  it  is  to 
feed  and  clothe  five  or  six  hundred  thousand  men.  WeU^ 
there  is  such  a  host  as  that  marching  across  the  desert. 
They  are  cut  off  from  all  army  supplies.  There  are  no  rail 
trains  bringing  down  food  or  blankets.  Shall  they  all  perish  ? 
No.  The  Lord  comes  from  heaven  to  the  rescue,  and  He 
touches  the  shoes  and  the  coats  which  in  a  year  or  two  would 
have  been  worn  to  rags  and  tatters,  and  they  become  storm- 
proof and  time- proof ;  so  that  after  forty  years  of  wearing, 
the  coats  and  the  shoes  are  as  good  as  new.  Besides  that, 
every  morning  there  is  a  shower  of  bread — ^not  sour  and 
soggy,  for  the  rising  of  that  bread  is  made  in  heaven,  and 
celestial  fingers  have  mixed  it  and  rolled  it  into  balls,  light, 
flaky,  and  sweet,  as  though  they  were  the  crumbs  thrown 
out  from  a  heavenly  banquet.  Two  batches  of  bread  made 
every  day  in  the  upper  mansion — one  for  those  who  sit  at 
the  table  with  the  King,  and  the  other  for  the  marching 
Israelites  in  the  wilderness.  I  do  not  very  much  pity  the 
Israelites  for  the  fact  that  they  had  only  manna  to  eat.  It 
was,  I  suppose,  the  best  food  ever  provided.  I  know  that 
the  ravens  brought  food  to  hungry  Elijah ;  but  I  should  not 
80  well  have  liked  those  black  waiters.  Rather  would  I 
have  the  fare  that  came  down  every  morning  in  buckets  of 
dew, — dean,  sweet,  God-provided  edibles.  But  now  the 
Israelites  have  taken  their  last  bit  of  it  in  their  fingers,  and 
put  the  last  delicate  morsel  of  it  to  their  lips.  They  look 
out  and  there  is  no  manna.  Why  this  cessation  of  heavenly 
supply?  It  was  because  the  Israelites  had  ar^ved  in 
Canaan,  and  they  smelled  the  breath  of  the  harvest  fields^ 
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and  the  crowded  bams  of  the  country  were  thrown  open  to 
them.  All  the  inhabitants  had  fled,  and  in  the  name  of  the 
Lord  of  Hosts  the  Israelites  took  possession  of  everything. 
Well,  the  threshing-floor  is  cleared,  the  com  is  scattered 
over  it,  the  oxen  are  brought  round  in  lazy  and  perpetual 
circuit  until  the  com  is  trampled  loose ;  then  it  is  winnowed 
with  a  fan,  and  it  is  ground,  and  it  is  baked,  and  lo !  there 
is  enough  bread  for  all  the  worn-out  host :  ^'  And  the  manna 
ceased  on  the  morrow  after  they  had  eaten  of  the  old  com 
of  the  land." 

The  bisection  of  this  subject  leads  me,  first,  to  speak  of 
especial  relief  for  especial  emergency ;  and,  secondly,  of  the 
old  com  of  the  G-ospel  for  ordinary  circumstances. 

If  these  Israelites  crossing  the  wilderness  had  not  received 
bread  from  the  heavenly  bakeries,  there  would  first  have  been 
a  long  line  of  dead  children  half  buried  in  the  sand ;  then 
there  would  have  been  a  long  line  of  dead  women  waiting 
for  the  jackals ;  then  there  would  have  been  a  long  line  of 
dead  men  unburied,  because  there  would  have  been  no  one 
to  bury  them.  It  would  have  been  told  in  the  history  of  the 
world  that  a  great  company  of  good  people  started  out  from 
Egypt  for  Canaan,  and  were  never  heard  of — as 

THOBOUaHLY  LOST  IN  THB  WILDEBNESS 

of  sand  as  the  City  of  Boston  and  the  President  were  lost  in 
the  wilderness  of  waters.  What  use  was  it  to  them  that 
there  was  plenty  of  corn  in  Canaan,  or  plenty  of  com  in 
^SyP^^  What  they  wanted  was  something  to  eat  right 
there,  where  there  was  not  so  much  as  a  grass-blade.  In 
other  words,  an  especial  supply  for  an  especial  emergency. 
That  is  what  some  of  you  want.  The  ordinary  comfort,  the 
ordinary  direction,  the  ordinary  counsel,  do  not  seem  to  meet 
your  case.  There  are  those  who  feel  that  they  must  have 
an  omnipotent  and  immediate  supply,  and  you  shall  have  it. 
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Is  it  pain  and  pliysical  distress  throngli  wbicli  yon  must 
go?  Does  not  Jesus  know  all  about  pain?  Did  He  not 
suffer  it  in  the  most  sensitive  part  of  head,  and  hand,  and 
footp  He  has  a  mixture  of  comfort,  one  drop  of  which 
shall  cure  the  wprst  paroxysm.  It  is  the  same  grace  that 
soothed  Eobert  Hall  when,  after  writhing  on  the  carpet  in 
physical  tortures,  he  cried  out :  "  Oh,  I  suffered  terribly,  but 
I  didn't  cry  out  while  I  was  suffering,  did  I P  Did  I  cry 
out  P  "  '  There  is  no  such  nurse  as  Jesus — His  hand  the 
gentlest.  His  foot  the  lightest.  His  arm  the  strongest.  For 
especial  pang,  especial  help. 

Is  it  approaching  sorrow?  Is  it  long,  shadowing  bereave- 
ment that  you  know  is  coming,  because  the  breath  is  short, 
and  the  voice  is  faint,  and  the  cheek  is  pale  ?  Have  you 
been  calculating  your  capacity  or  incapacity  to  endure 
widowhood,  or  childlessness,  or  a  disbanded  home,  and 
cried:  "I  cannot  endure  it?"  Oh,  worried  soul,  you 
will  wake  up  amid  all  your  troubles  and  find  around  about 
jou  the  sweet  consolations  of  the  Gospel  as  thickly  strewn 
as  was  the  manna  around  about  the  Israelitish  encampment. 
Especial  solace  for  especial  distress. 

Or  is  it  a  trouble  past,  yet  present?  A  silent  nursery  P 
A  vacant  chair  opposite  you  at  the  table  ?  A  choking  sense 
of  loneliness  ?  A  blot  of  grief  so  large  that  it  extinguishes 
the  light  of  sun,  and  puts  out  bloom  of  flower,  and  makes 
you  reckless  as  to  whether  you  live  or  die  ?  Especial  com- 
fort for  that  especial  trial.  Your  appetite  has  failed  for 
everything  else.  Oh,  try  a  little  of  this  wilderness  manna. 
"  I  will  never  leave  thee,  I  will  never  forsake  thee."  "  As  a 
father  pitieth  his  children,  so  the  Lord  pitieth  you."  "  Can 
a  mother  forget  her  sucking  child  that  she  should  not  have 
compassion  upon  the  son  of  her  womb  ?  Yea,  she  may  for- 
get, yet  will  not  I." 

Or  is  it  the  grief  of  a  dissipated  companion  ?    There  are 
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those  liere  wlio  hare  it,  so  I  am  not  speaking  in  the  abstmet, 
bnt  to  the  point.  Yoa  hare  not  whispered  it^  perhaps,  to 
joor  most  intimate  friend ;  bnt  jon  see  jonr  home  going 
away  gndvaJlj  firom  jon,  and  unless  things  diange  soon  it 
will  be  entirely  destroyed.  Yonr  gneC  was  well  depieted 
by  a  woman,  presiding  at  a  woman's  meeting  last  winter  in 
Ohio,  when  her  intoxicated  hosband  staggered  np  to  the 
platform,  to  her  orerwhebning  mortification  and  the  disturb- 
ance €i  the  audience,  and  she  pnlled  a  protruding  bottle 
fnnn  her  husband's  pocket,  and  held  it  np  before  the  audience 
and  cried  oat :  **  There  is  the  cause  of  my  woe.  There  are 
the  tears  and  the  lif e-Uood  of  a  dronkard's  wife."  And  then 
looking  np  to  heaven,  she  said: 

''how  I.OVO,   O  LOKD,  HOW  I.OHO?  " 

and  then,  looking  down  to  the  audience,  cried:  ''Do  yoa 
wonder  L  feel  strongly  on  this  subject  ?  ^ters,  will  yoa 
help  me  ?  **  And  hundreds  of  Toioes  responded:  ''Yes,  yes,  we 
will  help  you."  You  stand,  some  of  you,  in  sudi  a  tragedy 
to-day.  You  cannot  even  ask  him  to  stop  drinking.  It 
makes  him  cross,  and  he  tells  you  to  mind  your  own  business. 
Is  there  any  relief  in  such  a  case  ?  Not  such  as  is  fouDd  in 
the  rigmarole  of  comfort  ordinarily  giren  in  such  cases.  But 
there  is  a  relief  that  drops  in  manna  from  the  throne  of  Gtod. 
Oh,  lift  up  your  lacerated  soul  in  prayer,  and  you  wiQ  get 
Omnipotent  comfort.  I  do  not  know  in  what  words  the 
soothing  influence  may  come^  but  I  know  that  for  special 
grief  there  is  especial  delirerance.  I  giTC  you  two  or  three 
passages.  Try  them  on.  Take  that  which  best  fits  your 
souL  "  Whom  the  Lord  loreth  He  diasteneth."  "  All 
things  work  t<^ether  for  good  to  those  who  love  €k>d." 
"  Weeping  may  endure  for  a  nighty  but  joy  cometh  in  the 
morning."  I  know  there  are  those  who,  when  they  try  to 
comfort  people,  always  bnng  the  same  stale  sentiment  about 
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the  usefulness  of  trial.  Instead  of  bringing  a  new  plaster 
for  a  new  wound,  and  fresh  manna  for  fresh  hunger,  thej 
rummage  their  haversack  to  find  some  crumb  of  old  conso- 
lation, when  from  horizon  to  horizon  the  ground  is  white 
with  the  new-fallen  manna  of  G-od*s  help  not  five  minutes 
old! 

But  after  fourteen  thousand  six  hundred  consecutive  days 
of  falling  manna — Sundays  excepted — the  manna  ceased. 
Some  of  them  were  glad  of  it.  You  know  they  had  com- 
plained to  their  leader,  and  wondered  that  they  had  to  eat 
mauna  instead  of  onions.  Now  the  fare  is  changed.  Those 
people  in  that  army  under  forty  years  of  age  had  never  seen 
a  corn-field,  and  now,  when  they  hear  the  leaves  rustling, 
and  see  the  tassels  waving,  and  the  billows  of  green  flowing 
over  the  plain  as  the  wind  touched  them,  it  must  have  been 
a  new  and  lively  sensation.  "  Com ! "  cried  the  old  man,  as 
he  husked  an  ear.  "  Corn !  *'  cried  the  children,  as  they 
counted  the  shining  grains.  *^  Com ! "  shouted  the  vanguard 
of  the  host,  as  they  burst  open  the  granaries  of  the 
affrighted  population — ^the  granaries  that  had  been  left  in 
the  possession  of  the  victorious  Israelites.  Then  the  fire  was 
kindled,  and  the  ears  of  com  were  thrust  into  it,  and  fresh 
and  crisp,  and  tender,  were  devoured  by  the  hungry  victors  ; 
and  bread  was  prepared,  and  many  things  that  can  be  made 
out  of  flour  regaled  the  appetites  that  had  been  sharpened 
by  the  long  march :  ^*  And  the  manna  ceased  on  the  morrow 
after  they  had  eaten  of  the  old  corn  of  the  land." 

Blessed  be  Ohod,  we  stand  in  just  such  a  field  to-day ;  the 
luxuriant  grain  coming  above  the  girdle,  the  air  full  of  the 
odours  of  the  ripe  old  com  of  the  Gospel  Canaan.  "  Oh !  " 
you  say,  "the fare  is  too  plain."  Then  I  remember  you  will 
soon  get  tired  of  a  fanciful  diet.  While  I  was  in  Paris  I 
liked  for  a  while  the  rare  and  exquisite  cookery ;  but  I  soon 
wished  I  was  home  again,  and  had  the  plain  fare  of  my 
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native  land.  So  it  is  a  fact  that  we  soon  weary  of  the 
syrups,  and  the  custards,  and  the  whipped  foam  of  fanciful 
religionists,  and  we  cry,  ''  Give  us  plain  bread  made  out  of 
the  old  com  of  the  Gospel  Canaan." 

THAT   IS   THB   ONLY   FOOD 

that  can  quell  the  souVs  hunger. 

There  are  men  here  this  morning  who  hardly  know  what 
is  the  matter  with  them.  They  have  tried  to  get  together  a 
fortune  and  larger  account  at  the  bank,  and  to  get  invest- 
ments yielding  larger  percentages.  They  are  trying  to 
satisfy  their  soul  with  a  diet  of  bank  notes  and  government 
securities.  There  are  others  here  who  have  been  trying  to 
get  famous,  and  have  succeeded  to  a  greater  or  less  extent ; 
and  they  have  been  trying  to  satisfy  their  soul  with  the 
chopped  feed  of  magazines  and  newspapers.  All  these  men 
are  no  more  happy  now  than  before  they  made  the  first 
thousand  pounds — no  more  happy  now  than,  when  for  the 
first  time  they  saw  their  names  favourably  mentioned.  They 
cannot  analyze  or  define  their  feelings ;  but  I  will  tell  them 
what  is  the  matter :  they  are  hungry  for  the  old  com  of  the 
Gospel.  That  you  must  have,  or  be  pinched,  and  wan,  and 
wasted,  and  hollow-eyed,  and  shrivelled  up  with  an  eternity 
of  famine. 

The  infidel  scientists  of  this  day  are  offering  us  a  different 
kind  of  soul  food;  but  they  are,  of  all  men,  the  most 
miserable.  I  have  known  many  of  them ;  but  I  never  knew 
one  of  them  who  came  within  a  thousand  miles  of  being 
happy.  The  great  John  Stuart  Mill  provided  for  himself  a 
new  kind  of  porridge,  but  yet,  when  he  comes  to  die,  he 
acknowledges  that  his  philosophy  never  gave  him  any  com- 
fort in  days  of  bereavement,  and  in  a  roundabout  way  he 
admits  that  his  life  was  a  failure.  So  it  is  with  all  infidel 
scientists.    They  are  trying  to  live  on  telescopes,  and  cruci- 
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bleSy  and  protoplasms,  and  they  charge  us  witli  cant,  not 
realizing  that  there  is  no  sach  intolerable  cant  in  all  the 
world  as  this  perpetual  talk  we  are  hearing  about  ''  positive ' 
philosophy,"  and  "the  absolute,"  and  "the  great-to-be," 
and  "  the  everlasting  no,"  and  "  the  higher  unity,"  and 
"  the  latent  potentialities,"  and  "  the  cathedral  of  the  im- 
mensities." I  have  been  translating  what  these  men  have 
been  writing,  and  I  have  been  transcribing  what  they  have 
been  doing,  and  I  will  tell  you  what  it  all  means.  It  means 
that  they  want  to  kill  Q-od  !  And  my  only  wonder  is  that 
God  has  not  killed  them.  I  have,  in  other  days,  tasted 
of  their  confections,  and  I  come  back  and  tell  you 
to-day  that  there  is  no  nutriment,  or  life,  or  health  in  any- 
thing but  the  bread  made  out  of  the  old  corn  of  the  Gospel. 
What  do  I  mean  by  that  P  I  mean  that  Christ  is  the  bread 
of  life,  and,  taking  Him,  you  live,  and  live  for  ever. 

But,  you  say,  com  is  of  but  little  practical  use  unless  it 
is  threshed,  and  ground,  and  baked.  I  answer,  this  Gospel 
com  has  gone  through  that  process.  When  on  Calvary  all 
the  hoofs  of  human  scorn  came  down  on  the  heart  of  Christ, 
and  all  the  flails  of  Satanic  fury  beat  Him  long  and  fast, 
was  not  the  corn  threshed?  When  the  mills  of  Gdd's 
indignation  against  sin  caught  Christ  between  the  upper  and 
nether  rollers,  was  not  the  com  ground?  When  Jesus 
descended  into  hell,  and  the  flames  of  the  lost  world  wrapped 
Him  all  about,  was  not  the  com  baked  ?  Oh,  yes !  tlhrist  is 
ready.    His  pardon  all  ready ;  His  peace  all  ready ; 

BVERTTHINO  BBADY   IN   CHBIST. 

Are  you  ready  for  Him  P 

You  say :  "  That  is  such  a  simple  Gospel  1 "  I  know  it  is. 
You  say  you  thought  religion  was  a  strange  mixture  of 
elaborate  compounds.  No,  it  is  so  plain  that  any  abece- 
darian may  understand  it.    In  its  simplicity  is  its  power. 
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If  you  could,  this  mornings  realize  that  Christ  died  to  save 
from  sin,  and  death,  and  hell,  not  only  your  minister  and 
your  neighbour,  and  your  father  and  your  child,  but  y-o-u, 
it  would  make  this  hour  like  the  judgment-day  for  agita- 
tions, and,  no  longer  able  to  keep  your  seat,  you  would  leap 
up,  crying :  "  For  me  !  fob  mb  !  " 

A  new  conyert  said :  ''  I  could  not  sleep,  thinking  oyer 
that  passage, '  Whosoeyer  belieyeth  on  the  Son  hath  life ; ' 
and  so  I  got  up,  and  lighted  a  candle,  and  found  my  Bible, 
and  read  it  oyer:  'Whosoeyer  belieyeth  on  the  Son  hath 
life.' "  "  Why,"  says  some  one,  "  didn't  you  know  that  was 
in  the  Bible  before  ?  "  "  Oh,  yes,"  he  repUed :  "  I  knew  it 
was  in  the  Bible,  but  I  wanted  to  see  it  with  my  own  eyes, 
and  then  I  rested."  God  grant  that  you,  my  brother,  may 
see  it  with  your  own  eyes,  and  hear  it  with  your  own  ears, 
and  feel  it  with  your  own  heart,  that  you  are  a  lost  soul,  but 
that  Christ  comes  for  your  extrication.  Can  you  not  take 
that  truth  and  digest  it,  and  make  it  a  part  of  your  immortal 
life  ?    It  is  only  bread. 

You  haye  noticed  that  inyalids  cannot  take  all  kinds  of 
food.  The  food  that  will  do  for  one  will  not  do  for  another. 
There  are  kinds  of  food  which  will  produce,  in  cases  of 
inyalidism,  yery  speedy  death.  Bat  you  haye  noticed  that 
all  persons,  howeyer  weak  they  may  be,  can  take  bread.  Oh, 
soul  sick  with  sin,  inyaJid  in  your  transgressions,  I  think 
this  Q-ospel  will  agree  with  you.  I  think  ii  you  cannot  take 
anything  else,  you  can  take  this.  Lost — ^found !  Sunken — 
raised !  Condemned — ^pardoned  !  Cast  out — ^inyited  in ! 
That  is  the  old  corn  of  the  GospeL 

You  haye  often  seen  a  wheel  with  spokes  of  different 
colours,  and  when  the  whed  was  rapidly  turned  all  the 
colours  blended  into  a  rainbow  of  exquisite  beauty.  I  wish 
I  could,  this  morning,  take  the  peace,  And  the  life,  and  the 
joy,  and  glory  of  Christy  and  turn  them  before  your  soul 
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with  such  speed  and  strength  that  70a  would  be  enchanted 
with  the  revoMng  splendours  of  that  name  which  is  above 
every  name  —  the  name  written  once  with  tears  of  exile 
and  in  blood  of  martyrdom,  but  written  now  in  burnished 
crown,  and  lifted  sceptre,  and  trans-angelic  throne. 

There  is  another  characteristic  about  bread,  and  that  is 
you  never  get  tired  of  it.  There  are  people  here  seventy 
years  of  age  who  find  it  just  as  appropriate  for  their  ap- 
petite as  they  did  when,  in  boyhood,  their  mother  cut  a 
slice  of  it  clear  around  the  loaf.  You  havQ  not  got  tired 
<rf  bread,  and  that  is  a  characteristic  of  the  G-ospeL  Old 
Christian  man, 

ABB  YOU  TIBBD  OF  JBSUS  ? 

If  SO,  let  US  take  His  name  out  of  our  Bible,  and  let  us 
with  pen  and  ink  erase  that  name  wherever  we  see  it. 
Let  us  cast  it  out  of  our  hymnology,  and  let  ''There  is 
a  Fountain,"  and  ''I^ock  of  Ages"  go  into  forgetfalness. 
Let  us  tear  down  the  communion  table  where  we  cele- 
brate His  love.  Let  us  dash  down  the  baptismal  bowl 
where  we  were  consecrated  to  Him.  Let  us  hurl  Jesus 
from  our  heart,  and  ask  some  other  hero  to  come  in.  Let 
us  say:  ''G-o  away,  Jesus;  I  want  another  companion, 
another  friend,  than  Thou  art."  Could  you  do  it  P  The  years 
of  your  past  life,  aged  man,  would  utter  a  protest  against 
it,  and  the  graves  of  your  Christian  dead  would  charge  you 
with  being  an  ingrate,  and  your  little  grandchildren  would 
say :  ''  Grandfather,  don't  do  that.  Jesus  is  the  One  to 
whom  we  say  our  prayers  at  night,  and  who  is  to  open 
heaven  when  we  die  P  Grandfather,  don't  do  that."  Tired 
of  Jesus  P  The  Burgundy  rose  you  pluck  from  the  garden 
is  not  so  fresh,  and  fair,  and  beautiful.  Tired  of  Jesus  ?  As 
well  get  weary  of  the  spring  momiog,  and  the  voices  of  the 
mountain  stream,  and  the  quiet  of  your  own  home,  and  the 
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gladness  of  jonr  own  children.    Jesus  is  bread,  and  the  ap- 
petite for  that  is  never  obliterated. 

I  notice,  in  regard  to  this  article  of  food,  jou  take  it  three 
times  a  day.  .  It  is  on  your  table  morning,  noon,  and 
night,  and  if  it  is  forgotten,  you  say:  ''Where  is  the 
bread  P  "  Just  so  certainly  you  need  Jesus  three  times  a 
day.  Oh,  do  not  start  out  without  Him;  do  not  dare 
to  go  out  of  the  front  door ;  do  not  dare  to  go  off  the  front 
steps,  without  first  having  communed  with  Him.  Before 
noon  there  may  be  perils  that  will  destroy  body,  mind, 
and  soul  for  ever.  You  cannot  afford  to  do  without  Him. 
Tou  will  during  the  day  be  amid  sharp  hoofs  and  swift 
wheels,  and  dangerous  scaffoldings  threatening  the  body, 
and  traps  for  the  soul  that  have  taken  some  who  are 
more  wily  than  you.  When  they  shove  a  vessel  from  the 
dry-dock,  they  break  against  the  side  of  it  a  bottle  of  wine. 
That  is  a  sort  of  superstition  among  sailors.  But  oh, 
on  the  launching  of  every  day,  that  we  might  strike 
against  it  at  least  one  earnest  prayer  for  Divine  protection. 
That  would  not  be  superstition :  that  would  be  Christian. 
Then  at  the  apex  of  the  day,  at  the  tip-top  of  the  hours, 
equi-distant  from  morning  and  night,  look  three  ways. 
Look  backward  to  the  forenoon ;  look  ahead  to  the  after- 
noon; look  up  to  that  Saviour  who  presides  over  all. 
You  want  bread  at  noon.  You  may  find  no  place  in  which 
to  kneel  amid  the  cotton  bales  and  the  tierces  of  rice; 
but  if  Jonah  .could  find  room  to  pray  in  the  whale's 
belly,  most  certainly  you  will  never  be  in  such  a  crowded 
place  that  you  cannot  pray.  Bread  at  noon!  When  the 
evening  hour  comes,  and  your  head  is  buzzing  with 
the  day's  engagements,  and  your  whole  nature  is  sore 
from  the  abrasion  of  rough  life,  and  you  see  a  great 
many  duties  you  have  neglected,  then  commune  with 
Ghridt,  asking  His  pardon,  thanking  Him  for  His  love. 

u 
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That  wonld  be  a  queer  eyening  repast  at  wliich  there  wlw 
no  bread. 

This  is  the  nutriment  and  life  of  the  plain  G-ospel  that  I 
commend  to  jou.  I  do  not  kaow  how  some  of  our  ministers 
make  it  so  intricate^  and  elaborate,  and  mystifying  a  thing. 
It  seems  as  if  they  had  a  sort  of  mongrelism  in  religion — 
part  humanitarianism,  part  spiritualism,  part  nothing- 
arianism ;  and  sometimes  you  think  they  are  buUding  their 
temple  out  of  the  ''  Bock  of  Ages,"  but  you  find  there  is  no 
rock  in  it  at  all.  It  is  stucco.  The  Q-ospel  is  plain.  It  is 
bread.  There  are  no  fogs  hovering  over  this  river  of  life. 
All  the  fogs  hover  over  the  marsh  of  human  speculation.  If 
you  cannot  tell  when  you  hear  a  man  preach  whether  or  not 
he  believes  in  the  plenary  inspiration  of  the  Scriptures,  it  is 
because  he  does  not  believe  in  it.  If,  when  you  hear  a  man 
preach,  you  cannot  tell  whether  or  not  he  believes  that  sin  is 
inborn,  it  is  because  he  does  not  think  it  is  congenital.  If, 
when  you  hear  a  man  talk  in  pulpit  or  prayer-meeting,  you 
cannot  make  up  your  mind  whether  or  not  he  believes  in 
regeneration,  it  is  because  he  does  not  believe  in  it.  If, 
when  you  hear  a  man  speak  on  religious  themes,  you  cannot 
make  up  your  mind  whether  or  not  he  thinks  the  righteous 
and  the  wicked  will  come  out  at  the  same  place,  then  it  is 
because  he  really  believes  their  destines  are  conterminous. 

DO   NOT   TALK   TO   ME 

about  a  man  being  doubtful  about  the  doctrines  of  grace. 
He  is  not  doubtful  to  me  at  all.  Bread  is  bread,  and  I  know 
it  the  moment  I  see  it.  I  had  a  corn-field  which  I  cultured 
this  summer  with  my  own  hand.  I  did  not  ask  once  in  all 
the  summer:  "Is  this  cornp"  I  did  not  hunt  up  the 
Agriculturist  to  get  a  picture  of  com.  I  was  bom  in  sight 
of  a  corn-field,  and  I  know  all  about  it.  When  these 
Israelites  came  to  Oanaan  and  looked  off  upon  the  fields,  the 
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try  was:  ''Com!  Com!"  And  if  a  man  lias  onoe  tasted 
of  tliis  heavenly  bread  be  knows  it  rigbt  away.  He  can  tell 
tbis  com  of  the  Q-ospel  Canaan  from  ''  the  cbafE  wbicb  tbe 
wind  drivetb  away."  I  bless  God  so  many  bave  found  tbis 
Gospel  com.  It  is  tbe  bread  of  wbicb  if  a  man  eat  be  sbaU 
never  bunger.  I  set  tbe  gladness  of  your  soul  to  tbe  tunes 
of  "Ariel"  and  "Antiocb."  I  ring  tbe  wedding  bells,  for 
Cbrist  and  your  soul  are  married,  and  tbere  is  no  power  on 
eartb  or  in  bell  to  get  out  letters  of  divorcement. 

Bat  alas  for  tbe  famine-struck.  Enougb  com,  yet  it  seems 
you  bave  no  sickle  to  cut  it,  no  mill  to  grind  it,  no  fire  to 
bake  it,  no  appetite  te  eat  it.  Starving  to  deatb,  wben  tbe 
plain  is  golden  witb  a  magnificent  barvest.  My  brotber,  if 
your  friends  bad  acted  as  crazily  about  worldly  tbings  as  you 
have  acted  about  spiritual  tbings,  you  would  bave  sent  them 
before  tbis  to  Bloomingdale  Insane  Asylum.  You  do  not 
seem  to  realize  the  bunger  that  is  gnawing  on  your  soul,  tbe 
precipices  on  the  edge  of  which  you  walk,  tbe  fires  into 
wbicb  you  run.  Ob,  tbe  insanity,  tbe  awful  madness,  of  a 
man  that  will  not  take  Christ*  When  I  think  of  tbe  risks 
you  run,  it  seems  as  if  I  must  rush  from  tbe  pulpit  and 
take  you  by  tbe  shoulder  and  tell  you  of  what  is  coming  and 
bow  little  you  are  ready  for  it. 

Tbis  summer  I  rode  some  thirteen  miles  to  see  the  Alex- 
ander  da  Valley ^  a  steamer  that  was  beached  near  South- 
ampton, Long  Island,  last  winter.  It  was  a  splendid  vessel. 
As  I  walked  up  and  down  tbe  decks,  and  in  tbe  cabins,  I 
said :  **  What  a  pity  that  tbis  vessel  should  go  to  pieces,  or 
be  lying  here  idle."  The  coast  wreckers  had  spent  several 
thousand  pounds  tryingevento  get  heroff,  and  succeeded  once; 
but  she  came  back  again  to  the  old  place.  While  I  was 
walking  on  deck  every  part  of  the  vessel  trembled  witb  tbe 
beating  of  tbe  surf  on  one  side.  Smce  then  I  heard  that  that 
vesseli  which  was  worth  fifty  thousand  pounds,  had  been  sold 
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for  seven  handred  poondsy  and  is  to  be  knocked  to  i»eces» 
They  had  given  up  the  idea  of  getting  her  to  sail  again. 
How  suggestiye  all  that  is  to  me !  There  are  those  here 
who  are  aground  in  religious  things.  Onoe  jou  started  for 
heaven,  but  you  are  now  aground.  Several  times  we  thought 
we  had  started  you  again  heavenward,  but  you  soon  got 
back  to  the  old  plaoci  and  there  is  not  much  prospect  you 
will  ever  reach  the  harbours  of  the  blessed.  I  fear  it  will 
be  after  awhile  said  in  regard  to  some  of  you :  **  No  use. 
No  use.  To  be  destroyed  without  remedy."  GKkL's  wreckers 
will  pronounce  you  a  hopeless  case.  Beached  far  etemUy  I 
And  then  it  will  be  written  in  heaven,  concerning  some  one 
of  your  size,  and  complexion,  and  age,  and  name,  that  he  was 
invited  to  be  saved,  but  refused  the  offer,  and  starved  to 
death  within  sight  of  the  fields  and  granaries  full  of  the  Old 
Oom  ef  Oanaan. 


ASTRAY   FROM   THE   FOLD. 

"All  we  like  sheep  have  gone  astray ;  we  have  turned  every  one  to 

his  own  way ;  and  me  Lord  hath  hiid  on  him  the  iniquity  of  us  aU." 

Isaiah  liii.  6. 

IN  ninety  years,  at  the  longest,  all  this  audience  will  be 
in  heaven  or  in  helL  This  service  will  decide  the 
eternity  for  some  who  are  present.  This  will  be  the  last 
sermon  that  some  of  you  will  ever  hear.  I  have  a  nature 
somewhat  poetic,  and  I  might  try  to  please  you  with  trope, 
and  metaphor,  and  simile ;  but  I  dare  not  under  such  circum- 
stances. I  do  not  think  that  G-od  ever  gave  to  any  niAn 
greater  fondness  for  mirth  than  I  have,  and  yet  I  dare  not 
indulge  it  amid  these  considerations.  This  night  is  a  life 
struggle  and  a  death  grapple,  and  woe  be  to  that  man  who 
shall  try  to  divert  this  august  assemblage  from  the  one 
issue. 
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The  first  part  of  my  text  is  an  indictment.  ''All  we  like 
sheep  have  gone  astray."  Says  some  one :  **  Can't  you  drop 
the  first  word?"  And  some  one  rises  and  looks  off  and 
says :  **  There  is  a  man  who  is  a  blasphemer,  lie  is  astray. 
And  yonder  is  a  man  who  is  impure,  and  he  is  astray.  And 
yonder  is  a  man  who  is  fraudulent,  and  he  is  astray."  Sit 
down,  my  brother,  and  look  at  home,  for  the  first  word  of 
the  text  takes  you  and  me  as  well  as  the  rest :  *^  AU  we  like 
sheep  have  gone  astray." 

I  have  studied  the  habits  of  sbeep,  and  I  know  tbey  lose 
tbeir  way  sometimes  by  trying  to  get  other  pasture,  and 
sometimes  by  being  scared  with  the  dogs.  There  are  many 
of  you  who  have  been  looking  for  better  pasture.  You  have 
wandered  on  and  wandered  on.  You  tried  business  suc- 
cesses, you  tried  worldly  associations,  you  tried  the  dub- 
bouse.  You  said  that  the  Church  was  a  short  commons, 
and  you  wanted  to  find  tbe  rank  grass  on  the  bank  of  distant 
streams,  and  to  lie  down  under  great  oaks  on  the  other  side 
of  the  hills.  Have  you  found  the  anticipated  pasture  that 
was  to  be  so  superior  P  How  are  you  getting  on  now  in  the 
club-house  P  What  did  they  do  for  you  in  the  way  of  com- 
fort when  the  baby  died  P  Did  they  make  up  for  the  flaxen 
hair,  and  the  blue  eyes,  and  the  dimpled  cheeks  P  Were  not 
the  plain  Christian  man  and  the  plain  Christian  woman  who 
came  in  and  sat  up  nights  with  your  darling  of  more  solace 
than  all  worldly  associations  P  Did  all  the  couTiyial  songs 
you  ever  heard  give  you  such  peace  as  the  song  those  people 
sang  in  your  bereaved  home  ?  the  very  words  that  your  little 
child  had  learned  to  sing  in  the  Sabbath-school : 

*'  There  is  a  happy  land 
Far,  fer  away, 
Where  saints  in  glory  stand 
Bright,  bright  as  day." 

Did  you  find  comfort  in  your  business  associations  P    Did 
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the  grass  grow  very  thick  around  abent  your  insuraaoe 
ofELoOy  or  your  broker's  shop,  or  yonr  retail  store,  or  your 
importing  establishment?  Gh>d  help  the  man  that  has 
nothing  but  business  to  comfort  him!  Tour  business, 
instead  of  soothing  you,  exasperated  you,  and  wore  you  out^ 
and  left  you  limp  as  a  rag,  and  made  you  mad.  You  got 
money,  but 

TOU  OCT  NO  piaob; 

and  so  far  from  getting  a  fit  pasture  for  a  starring  nature, 
you  found  none  of  it  in  the  world;  and  the  further  you 
went,  the  more  blasted  the  heath,  and  the  sharper  the  rocks, 
and  the  thicker  the  nettles.  They  insulted  you  with  garbage 
when  you  wanted  bread.  Their  flatteries  were  like  the  lick 
of  a  lion's  tongue,  which  takes  off  the  flesh  that  it  licks.  A 
great  English  actor  stood  on  the  stage,  and  thunders  o£ 
applause  from  the  galleries  greeted  his  impersonations,  and 
yet  he  was  utterly  chagrined  because  one  man  sat  asleep 
before  him ;  and  with  indignation  he  cried  out :  ^  Wake  up, 
sir ! "  So  in  your  life,  there  has  been  some  little  annoyance 
that  has  more  than  overpowered  all  your  brilliant  congratu- 
lations. You  went  away  from  God  and  peace  with  the  idea 
of  finding  better  pasturage,  and  your  adventure  has  been  a 
failure.  You  found  yourself  browsing  amid  sharp  and  sting- 
ing misfortunes.  Oh,  the  world  is  a  good  rack  from  which  a 
horse  may  pick  his  forage ;  and  it  is  a  good  trough  from 
which  the  swine  may  crunch  their  mess ;  but  it  affords  no 
satisfactory  food  for  a  soul  blood-bought  and  immortal. 

I  have  noticed,  also,  that  the  sheep  get  astray  by  being 
frightened  with  the  dogs.  The  hound  gets  in  the  field.  The 
poor  things  are  frenzied.  They  forget  their  path  and  dart 
away,  and  are  torn  of  the  hedges  and  plashed  of  the  ditch. 
They  do  not  get  home  that  night.  They  never  get  home 
unless  the  farmer  goes  after  them  and  brings  them  back. 
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Ohy  many  tbat  is  the  way  70a  got  astraj.  In  1857,  or  in  tlie 
fall  of  18789  yon  became  almost  an  atheist.  You  said: 
"  Where  is  Qod,  that  He  allows  an  honest  man  to  go  down, 
and  thieves  to  prosper?"  And  you  were  dogged  for  the 
rent,  and  dogged  by  the  banks,  and  you  were  dogged  by 
creditors;  and  some  of  you  went  into  misanthropy,  and 
some  of  you  took  to  strong  drink,  and  some  of  you  fled 
from  all  Christian  associations ;  and  in  that  way  the  sheep 
got  astray.  Oh,  man,  that  was  the  last  time  for  you  to 
leave  God.  How  could  you  stand  amid  your  foundering 
fortunes  and  all  your  scattering  hopes  with  no  God  to 
comfort,  no  God  to  explain,  no  God  to  deliver  P  I  wonder 
you  are  not  dead,  for  I  cannot  understand  how  a  boat  can 
live  an  hour  unhelped  in  such  a  chopped  sea. 

I  do  not  know  by  just  what  process  you  got  astray ;  but 
the  Bible  announces  it,  and  your  partial  consciousness 
on  the  subject  reaffirms  it,  that  you,  like  sheep,  have  gone 
astray ;  and  if  you  could  see  yourself  to-night  as  God  sees 
you,  your  soul  would  burst  into  a  tempest  of  agony,  and 
you  would  throw  up  your  arms  as  though  you  were  sink- 
ing, and  you  would  pelt  the  heavens  with  one  loud  and 
awful  cry  of  "God,  have  mercy!"  But  the  sad  thing 
about  your  case  is,  you  do  not  realize  you  are  fully  astray. 
All  the  batteries  of  Mount  Sinai  are  unlimbered  above  you 
and  are  aimed  at  your  soul.  As,  when  Sebastopol  was  as- 
saulted, there  were  two  Eussian  frigates  burning  in  the  har- 
bour all  night,  throwing  a  lurid  glare  on  the  trembling  for- 
tress, so  you  stand  to-night  amid  a  cannonade,  and  a  dark- 
ness, and  a  conflagration,  and  an  accummulation  of  peril 
that  make  the  wings  of  God's  hovering  angels  shudder  to 
the  tip.  Oh,  hear  you  not,  see  you  not,  the  fiery  belch  of  the 
great  guns !  **  All  have  sinned  and  come  short  of  the  glory 
of  God."  "  There  is  none  that  doeth  good,  no,  not  one." 
"  As  by  one  man  sin  entered  into  the  world,  and  death  by  sin. 
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80  death  hatb  passed  upon  all  men,  for  that  all  have  sinned." 
''  The  wages  of  sin  is  death."  **  The  soul  that  sinneth,  it 
shall  die." 

But  the  last  part  of  my  text  opens  a  door  wide  enough  to 
let  us  all  outy  and  wide  enough  to  let  all  heaven  in.  Sound 
it  on  the  organ,  with  all  the  stops  out  1  Thrum  it  on  the 
harp,  with  all  the  strings  attuned  I  Let  earth  tell  it  to 
heaven,  and  heaven  tell  it  back  again  to  earth :  ''  On  Him, 
on  Him  the  Lord  hath  laid  the  iniquity  of  us  all."  I  am 
glad  the  prophet  did  not  waste  any  time  in  telling  us  who  he 
meant  by  "  Him."  It  is  Him  of  the  manger.  Him  of  the 
bloody  sweat.  Him  of  the  crucifixion  agony.  Him  of  the 
resurrection  throne.  ''The  Lord  hath  laid  on  Him  the 
iniquity  of  us  all." 

Says  some  one 4  *^  That  is  not  generous.  Let  every  one 
bear  his  own  burdens."    And 

THEBB   IS   SOMETHING   IN   THAT. 

If  I  owe  a  debt,  and  I  have  money  to  pay  it,  and  I  come  to 
you  and  ask  you  to  cancel  my  obligation,  you  would  be  right 
in  saying  to  me :  "  Pay  your  own  debts."  If  I  am  walking 
along  the  street  with  you,  and  we  are  both  hale  and  hearty, 
and  I  want  you  to  carry  me,  you  are  right  in  saying :  "  Walk 
on  your  own  feet."  But  suppose  you  and  I  were  in  a  regi- 
ment together,  and  I  was  fearfully  wounded  in  the  battle, 
and  I  fell  unconscious  at  your  feet  with  gun-shot  fractures 
and  dislocations,  five  bullets  having  struck  me  at  once — ^you 
would  say  to  your  comrades :  "  Here,  this  man  is  helpless. 
Let  us  carry  him  to  the  ambulance ;  let  us  take  him  out  to 
the  hospital."  And  you  would  take  me  up  in  your  arms, 
and  I  would  be  a  dead  weight,  and  you  would  beckon  to  the 
corps  of  the  ambulance:  ''Bring  your  waggon  around  this 
way,  and  take  this  man  up  to  the  hospital."  You  would  put 
me  in  the  ambulance,  and  you  would  have  done  your  duty. 
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Would  it  have  l)eeii  mean  to  let  jon  cairj  me  then  P  Ton 
certainlj  would  not  have  been  so  unkind  as  not  to  carry  me. 
Now,  that  is  Christ  to  the  soul.  If  we  could  pay  our  spiritual 
obligations  we  might  go  up  to  God  and  saj :  **  Lord,  there 
is  so  much  debt,  and  here  I  have  the  means  with  which  to 
cancel  it.  Now  cross  it  all  out."  The  debt  is  paid.  But 
the  fact  is  we  are  pierced  through  and  through  with  the 
sabres  of  sin.  We  have  gone  down  under  the  hot  fire,  and 
we  are  helpless  and  undone.  We  will  die  on  the  field  unless 
some  help  comes  to  us.  6k>d  sends  His  ambulance,  yea,  He 
dispatches  His  only  son  to  carry  us  out,  and  bind  up  our 
gashes,  and  take  us  home.  ^  On  Him,  on  Him  the  Iiord 
hath  laid  the  iniquity  of  us  all.*'  Oh,  my  friends,  we  were  a 
dead  weight  in  Christ's  arms ;  all  our  sins  about  us ;  all  our 
chains  on  us.  If  Christ  raises  us  at  all  it  will  not  be  by  the 
tips  of  the  fingers,  it  will  not  be  with  one  arm ;  it  will  be  bj 
getting  down  on  one  knee,  and  putting  around  us  His 
omnipotent  arms,  and  throwing  all  the  energy  of  His  God- 
head into  one  dead  lift  that  He  will  raise  us  up  to  honour, 
and  glory,  and  immortality.  *'  On  Him  the  Lord  hath  laid 
the  iniquity  of  us  all.'' 

Is  there  any  man  in  the  house  who  is  under  the  delusion 
that  he  can  carry  his  own  sins  P  You  cannot.  Tou  cannot. 
You  might  as  well  try  to  transport  a  boulder  of  the  sea^ 
or  carry  on  one  shoulder  the  Alleghanies,  and  on  the  other 
shoulder  Mount  Washington.  You  cannot  carry  one  of  your 
sins  into  the  eternal  world,  and  carry  it  peacefully.  Most 
certainly  you  cannot  carry  a  whole  lifetime  of  transgression. 
Oh,  then,  to-night  let  us  shift  the  burden.  Jesus  stoops 
down,  and  He  looks  in  your  face,  and  says :  **  I  come  to  carry 
your  sins  and  your  sorrows.  Put  them  upon  My  bleeding 
back.  I  have  oome  through  all  these  lacerating  days,  and 
through  all  these  tempestuous  nights.  My  tongue  bitten 
with  pain,  the  blood  bursting  from  My  brow,  to  carry  your 
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Bins,  and  throw  them  down  over  the  precipice.  Put  those 
sins  upon  Me ;  put  them  upon  Me."  ''And  the  Lord  hath 
laid  on  Him  the  iniquity  of  us  all." 

Who  here  wants  to  keep  his  sinsP  They  have  almost 
pestered  your  life  out.  Sometimes  they  have  made  you 
eross  and  unreasonable,  and  spoiled  the  joy  of  your  days 
and  the  peace  of  your  nights.  There  are  men  in  this  house, 
to-night,  who  have  been  riddled  with  sin.  You  know  this 
world  can  give  you  no  solace.  It  is  all  gossamery  and 
volatile,  and  as  to  eternity,  it  is  to  you  a  black  and  sulEocating 
midnight ;  and  you  writhe  under  the  stings  of  a  conscience 
which  promises  you  no  rest  here  and  no  rest  hereafter.  And 
yet  you  do  not  pray,  «nd  you  do  not  repent,  and  you  do  not 
weep,  although  this  very  night  may  be  the  one  in  which 
you  shall  lift  the  shriek  of  the  soul  that  takes  the  long,  last 
pluDge.  There  have  been  people  who  have  come  into  this 
Tabernacle,  and  heard  the  Q-ospel — for 

I  PBBACH   NOTHING   ELSE, — 

and  refused  it,  and  gone  out,  and  they  died,  and  their  voice 
comes  to  us  to-night  from  the  darkness,  saying :  ''  Take  the 
Gospel.  I  missed  my  chance.  Your  day  lasts — mine  is 
dosed.  Woe  is  me.  I  am  undone.  Who  will  shove  back 
this  bolt  ?  Who  will  put  out  this  fire  ?  "  And  the  caverns 
forlornly  echo :  "  Who  P  who  ?  "  And  the  destroyed  souls 
clutch  for  the  worm  that  dies  not  to  tear  it  from  the  vitals, 
and  they  clutch  into  the  air  as  for  a  hope  they  cannot  reach. 
Then  crouching  amid  the  furnaces,  crying :  *'  All  this  for 
ever!  for  ever!  for  ever!  for  ever!  for  ever!"  Oh,  my 
brother,  that  is  what  sin  has  done  for  them,  and  that  is 
what  sin  will  do  for  you  unless  you  lay  hold  "  on  Him  on 
whom  the  Lord  hath  laid  the  iniquities  of  us  all." 

Blessed  be  €k>d,  to-night  there  is  a  fair  chance  for  every 
man  in  this  Tabemade.     If  at  this  moment  this  meeting 
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ootdd  be  tbrown  open,  and  jou  could  all  speak,  joxt  would,  I 
think,  hear  a  maa  in  the  gallery  saj :  ''  I  had  all  elegant 
surroundings,  I  had  the  best  education,  I  haye  moyed  in 
most  brilliant  circles  all  my  days,  I  thought  I  was  all  right, 
I  had  a  life  of  outward  morality ;  but  one  day  something 
whispered  in  my  ear :  '  Tou  are  a  sinner,'  and  I  saw  that  mj 
hands  were  red  with  the  blood  of  the  Son  of  GK>d,  and  I  cried 
for  mercy,  and  I  found  it ;  and  that  is  true  what  you  have 
been  saying  to-night:  'On  Him  the  Lord  hath  laid  the 
iniquity  of  us  all.'  "  And  a  man  in  this  gallefy  would  say : 
"  I  was  one  of  the  worst  drunkards  in  New  York.  When  I 
came  home  at  night,  my  children  cowered*  When  they  put 
out  their  hands  to  me  for  a  kiss,  I  strode  them ;  and  when 
my  wife  protested  against  the  maltreatment,  I  kicked  her 
into  the  street.  Oh !  I  have  had  all  the  hunger,  and  the 
bruises,  and  the  tremors — all  the  estate  of  a  drunkard's  woe. 
But  one  night,  I  was  going  along  by  a  Methodist  meeting- 
house, and  I  said :  '  I'll  go  in  and  see  what  they  are  doing/ 
I  went  to  scoff,  but  I  was  oyerwhelmed  with  the  scene,  and 
I  cried  for  mercy,  and  then  and  there  found  it — ^the  pardon* 
ing  mercy  of  God — and  it  is  all  true  what  you  haye  been 
saying  to-night :  '  On  Him  the  Lord  hath  laid  the  iniquity 
of  us  all.'  I  lifted  my  family  out  of  the  depths  to  which 
they  were  sunken,  and  now  my  wife  sings  all  day  at  her  work, 
and  my  little  children  come  two  Uocks  down  the  street  to 
greet  me  home.  And,  sir,  my  house  has  been  a  heayen  oyer 
since  I  haye  become  a  changed  man."  Away  back  in  the 
gallery,  if  the  meeting  were  still  open,  a  sister  would  cry 
out :  '*  I  went  far  astray.  I  took  the  leap  from  which  few 
oyer  come  back.  I  saw  the  storm  that  howls  oyer  a  lost 
soul ;  but  Jesus  met  me  one  dark  night  oh  the  street,  and 
He  said :  '  Go  home,  poor  thing,  go  home !  Your  father  is 
waiting  for  you,  your  mother  is  waiting  for  you — go  home, 
poor  thing.'    And  though  I  was  too  weak  to  pray,  I  just  cried 
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out  all  my  ains  and  aorrowa  on  the  heart  of  Him  *  on  wbom 
the  Lord  hath  laid  the  iniquity  of  ua  alL' "  If  the  meet- 
ing were  atill  kept  open,  a  jeung  man  aeated  before  me  would 
aaj:  ''I  waa  bom  in  the  oountrj.  I  had  a  good  bringing 
up.  I  had  ererj  adrantage.  I  came  to  town  and  got  a 
aituation,  and  one  night,  in  the  Broadwaj  Theatre,  I  met 
aome  f  ellowa  who  did  me  no  good.  They  dragged  me  through 
all  the  aewera  of  ain,  and  I  was  aahamed  to  go  back,  I  looked 
•o  badly.  I  loat  my  place.  I  lost  everything.  Slater  wrote 
to  me,  and  father  wrote  to  me,  and  mother  wrote  to  me : 
but  I  didn't  anawer  their  lettera,  for  my  hand  trembled  ap  I 
knew  they  would  think  from  the  writing  there  waa  aomethipg 
the  matter.  One  day  a  Christian  young  man  put  hia  hand 
on  my  ahoulder,  and  aaid :  '  G-eorge,  come  with  me,  and  I 
will  do  you  good.'  I  looked  up  into  hia  face  to  aee  whetbcar 
he  waa  joking  or  not,  and  I  aaw  he  waa  in  real  eameat,  ao 
I  fixed  myaelf  up  aa  well  as  I  could,  and  I  buttoned  my  ooat 
oyer  my  ragged  Teat,  and  I  went  to  the  meeting ;  and  an 
old  man  got  up  to  pray,  who  looked  just  like  my  father,  and 
I  Bobbed  out,  and  they  were  ao  kind  and  ao  aympathetie,  I 
could  hold  out  no  longer ;  and  there  and  then  I  gare  my 
poor  wasted  body,  and  my  poor  bruised  aoul  to  Him  *  on 
whom  the  Lord  hath  laid  the  iniquity  of  ua  all.' " 

Oh,  brother,  gone  ao  far  aatray  that  no  one  pities  you, 
without  your  looking  at  your  hand  to  aee  whether  it  is 
washed  or  not,  without  your  looking  at  your  band  to  aee 
whether  it  is  ferered  with  sin  or  not,  without  your  looking 
at  your  hand  to  see  whether  it  ia  bloated  or  not,  put  it  in 
my  hand  and  let  me  give  you  one  good,  warm-hearted,  bro- 
therly, Christian  grip.  You  cannot  get  on  any  longer  with 
your  aina.  ^<  Oh,"  said  a  man  to  me  thia  morning,  as  I  went 
out  of  the  church,  "  what  shall  I  do  P  what  ahall  I  do  P  " 
If  he  be  in  the  houae  to-night,  I  aay  to  him — ^if  there  be 
othera  in  the  houae  in  the  aame  temptation,  in  the  same 
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undone  condition,  I  saj  to  jou :  let  Jesus  take  jonr  sins 
all  away.  You  do  not  want  to  keep  them  any  longer.  'Thej 
have  made  for  jon  too  Lard  a  bed.  Tbej  bate  mingled  for 
jon  too  bitter  a  cup.  Ob,  Jesns,  take  tbem  away — ^take  tbese 
sins  all  away — ^take  tbem  ont  of  sigbt.  Away  with  the 
accursed  things,  we  want  no  more  to  do  with  them. 

But  who  comes  here  to-night  P  Some  one  with  a  slow,  and 
weary,  and  painful  step^  the  mantle  of  the  night  orer  His 
brow  and  over  His  shoulders.  I  cannot  recognize  who  He 
is;  but  coming  under  the  flash  of  these  chandeliers,  the 
mantle  of  darkness  faHs  from,  the  face,  and  falls  from  the 
shoulders,  and  I  see  who  it  is.  It  is  Jesus,  the  Son  of  God ! 
And  I  say :  **  Art  thou  weary  P  "  and  He  says :  **  Weary 
with  the  world's  woe."  And  I  say :  "  From  whence  didst 
Thou  oomeP"  And  He  says:  ^'From  Calvary."  And  I  say  : 
^  Didst  Thou  come  alone P"  And  He  says:  '^I  baye 
trodden  tiie  wine-press  alone."  And  I  say :  ''  For  what  puiw 
pose  bast  Thou  come  P  "  and  He  says :  **  I  bare  come  on  a 
l^ood-red  errand,  to  take  away  the  sin  of  all  this  people." 
And  I  look  over  the  audience  and  I  say :  **  Lord  Jesus, 
canst  Thou  carry  the  sins  of  all  this  people  P  "  and  He  says : 
**  Yes,  put  them  upon  my  shoulder."  And  then  feeling  my 
own  sins,  I  take  them  first  and  put  them  upon  Jesus,  and  I 
say :  ''  Canst  Thou  endure  more  than  that  P  "  and  He  says : 
**  Yea,  more."  And  then  there  are  scores  of  people  in  this 
house  that  come  and  bring  their  sins  and  put  them  upon 
His  bac^;  and  I  say:  ^ Canst  thou  carry  any  moreP" 
and  He  says :  "  Yea,  more."  Bat  the  Sabbath  is  nearly  done, 
and  so  Jesus  is  departing.  Make  room  for  Him  through  the 
aisle.  Swing  open  the  door  and  let  Him  pass  out.  He  is 
carrying  our  sins.  We  shall  never  see  them  again.  He  will 
throw  them  into  the  abysm.  *'0n  Him  the  Lord  hath  laid 
the  iniquity  of  us  alL" 


802 


A   CLUSTEE   PEOM   ESCHOL. 

*'  And  they  came  unto  the  brook  of  Eschol,  and  cat  down  firom  thence  a 
I  r  inch  with  one  cluster  of  grapes,  and  they  bare  it  between  two  upon  a 
Btaff."— ^«m&.  xiu.  23. 


T 


[RE  long  tnidge  of  the  Israelites  across  the  wilderness 
was  almost  ended.    They  had  come  to  the  borders  of 
the  promised  land.  Of  the  six  hundred  thousand  adults  who 
started  from  Egypt  for  Canaan,  how  many  do  you  suppose 
got  there  P   Five  hundred  thousand  P   Oh,  no.   Not  two  hun- 
dred thousand,  nor  one  hundred  thousand,  nor  fifty,  nor 
twenty,  nor  ten ;  but  only  two  men.     Oh,  it  was  a  ruinous 
march  that  GK>d's  people  nu^de;   but  their  children   were 
living  and  they  were  on  the  march,  a^l  now  that  they  had 
come  up  to  the  borders  of  the  promised  land,  they  were  very 
curious  to  know  what  kind  of  a  place  it  was,  and  whether  it 
would  be  safe  to  go  over.     So  a  scouting  party  is  sent  out 
to  reconnoitre,  and  they  examine  the  land,  and  they  come 
back  bringing  specimens  of  its  growths.     Just  as  you  cam^ 
back  from  Califomia,  bringing  to  your  family  a  basket  of 
pears,  or  plums,  or  apples,  to  show  what  monstrous  fruit  they 
have  there,  so  this  scouting  party  cut  off  the  biggest  bunch 
of  grapes  they  could  find.    It  was  so  large  one  man  could 
not  carry  it,  and  they  thrust  a  pole  through  the  cluster,  and 
there  was  one  man  at  either  end  of  the  pole,  and  so  the 
bunch  of  grapes  was  transported.    I  was,  some  time  ago,  in 
a  luxuriant  vineyard.    The  vine-dresser  had  done  his  work. 
The  vine  had  clambered  up  and  spread  its  wealth  all  over 
the  arbour.    The  sun  and  shower  had  mixed  a  cup  which  the 
vine  drank  until  with  flushed  cheek  it  lay  slumbering  in 
the  light,  cluster  against  the  cheek  of  cluster.    The  rinds  of 
the  grapes   seemed  almost  bursting  with  the  juice  in  the 
warm  lips  of  the  autunmal  day,  and  it  seemed  as  if  all  you 
had  to  do  was  to  lift  a  chalice  towards  the  cluster  and  its 
life-blood  would  begin  to  drip  away.    But,  my  friends    in 
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iheae  ligoroiH  dnnesy  we  know  no/Odng  tJbaut  brge  grapes, 
Stiabo  states  tliat  in  BiMe  timei  and  in  KMe  lands  tl^re 
were  gn^e-Tines  so  large  tliat  it  took  two  men  with  ooi- 
stretdied  aims  to  leadi  round  them,  and  he  aajs  there  were 
dnsten  two  enbits  in  length,  or  twite  the  length  from  the 
dbow  to  the  tip  o€  the  long  finger.  And  Achaicns,  dwdUng 
in  those  lands,  tdls  ns  that  daring  the  timehe  waa  smitten 
with  ferer  one  gnipe  woold  slake  his  thirst  for  the  wIm^ 
da  J.  Ko  wonder,  then,  that  in  these  BiMe  times  two  men 
thooght  it  worth  their  while  to  yat  their  strength  V^ether 
to  carrj  down  one  chister  o€  grapes  from  the  piomiscd  land> 
Bot  thtt  morning  I  bring  jon  a  larger  doster  from  the 
hearenl J  Esebol — a  dnster  o€  hopes,  a  dnster  of  prospects, 
a  duster  of  Christian  consolations ;  and  I  am  expecting  that 
one  taste  of  it  wiD  roose  np  joor  iqipetite  for  the  hearenlj 
Csnaan*  Daring  the  past  summer  sme  of  this  congreg^ 
tion  hare 
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The  aged  ha?e  p^  down  their  staff  and  taken  op  the  scqitre. 
Men  in  mid-life  came  home  in  Jnl  j  and  Angost,  from  office 
or  shop,  and  did  not  go  hadlc  again,  and  never  will  go  hadlc 
again.  And  the  dear  dnldren,  some  of  them,  ha?e  heen 
gathered  in  ChristfsarmSb  He  foond  this  world  too  roog^ 
a  place  for  them,  and  so  He  has  gathered  them  in.  And  ch, 
how  manj  woanded  sods  there  are— woitnds  for  whidi  tUs 
world  offers  no  medicament,  and  onleas  from  the  Ckispel  of 
oor  Loffd  Jesos  Christ  there  shall  come  a  consdation,  there 
win  he  no  consdation  atalL 

I  hare  thoog^  therefore,  I  would  not  be  doing  mjdntj 
onless  from  Oo^sWoid  I  broog^  a  doster  of  Christian 
condolence  to  the  people.  (A,  that  the  God  of  all  craifnt 
would  hdp  me  whOe  I  pieadi,  and  that  theCkNlof  all 
fort  would  help  jon  while  yon  heas. 
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First,  I  console  you  with  tlie  Diyinelj  sanctioned  idea 
that  jour  departed  friends  are  as  much  yowrs  now  a$  they 
eoer  were.  I  know  jou  sometinies  get  the  idea  in  jour  mind, 
when  JOU  have  this  kind  <^  trouble,  that  your  friends  are 
cut  off  from  jon,  and  they  are  no  longer  yours ;  but  the 
desire  to  have  all  onr  loved  ones  in  the  same  lot  in  the 
cemetery  is  a  natural  desire,  a  nniTcrsal  desire,  and,  there- 
fore, a  God-implanted  desire,  and  is  mightily  soggestiTe  of 
the  fact  that  death  has  no  power  to  break  np  the  family 
relations.  If  our  loved  ones  ^o  away  from  our  possession, 
why  put  a  fence  around  our  lot  in  the  cemetery  ?  Why  the 
|;^thering  of  four  or  five  names  on  one  family  monument  ? 
Why  the  planting  of  one  cyx»'ess-yine  so  tLat  it  covers  all 
the  cluster  of  graves?  Why  put  the  husband  beside  the 
wife,  and  the  children  at  their  feet?  Why  the  bolt  on  the 
gate  of  our  lot,  and  the  charge  to  the  keepers  of  the  ground 
to  see  that  the  grass  is  cut,  and  the  vine  attended  to,  and 
the  flowers  planted  P  Why  not  put  our  departed  friends  in 
one  common  field  of  graves?  Oh,  it  is  because  they  are  ours. 
That  child,  O  stricken  mother  1  is  as  much  yours  this 
morning  as  in  the  solemn  hour  when  G-od  put  it  against  your 
heart,  and  said  as  of  old:  "  Take  this  child  and  nurse  it  for 
me,  and  I  will  give  thee  thy  wages."  It  is  no  mere  whim. 
It  is  a  Divinely-planted  principle  in  the  soul,  and  God 
certainly  would  not  plant  a  lie,  and  He  would  not  culture  a 
lie!  Abraham  would  not  allow  Sarah  to  be  buried  in  a 
stranger's  grounds,  although  some  very  beautiful  ground 
was  offered  him  a  free  gift;  but  he  pays  four  hundred 
shekels  for  Machpelah,  the  cave,  and  the  trees  overshadowing 
it.  That  grave  hsA  been  well  kept,  and  to-day  the  Christian 
traveller  stands  in  thoughtful  and  admiring  mood,  gazing  up 
Machpelah,  where  Abraham  and  Sarah  are  taking  their  long 
sleep  of  four  thousand  years.  Your  father  may  be  slum- 
bering under  the  tinkling  of  the  bell  of  the  Scotch  kirk. 
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Tour  brother  may  have  gone  down  in  the  ship  that  foundered 
off  Cape  Hatteras.  Your  little  child  may  be  sleeping  on  the 
verge  of  the  flowering  western  prairie ;  yet  Q-od  will  gather 
them  all  up,  however  widely  the  dust  may  be  scattered. 
Nevertheless,  it  is  pleasant  to  think  that  we  will  be  buried 
together.  When  my  father  died,  and  we  took  him  out  and 
put  him  down  in  the  graveyard  of  Somerville,  it  did  not 
seem  so  sad  to  leave  him  there,  because  right  beside  him 
was  my  dear,  good,  old,  beautiful.  Christian  mother,  and  it 
seemed  as  if  she  said :  ''  I  was  tired,  and  I  came  to  bed  a 
little  early.  I  am  glad  you  have  come;  it  seems  as  of  old." 
Oh,  it  is  a  consolation  to  feel  that  when  men  come,  and  with 
solemn  tread 

CARRY  YOU  OUT   TO  YOUR  RESTING-PLACE, 

they  will  open  the  gate  through  which  some  of  your  friends 
have  already  gone,  and  through  which  many  of  your 
friends  will  follow.  Sleeping  under  the  same  roof,  at  last 
sleeping  under  the  same  sod.  The  autumnal  flowers  that 
drift  across  your  grave  will  drift  across  theirs;  the  bird- 
songs  that  drop  on  their  mound  will  drop  on  yours ;  and 
then,  in  starless  winter  nights,  when  the  wind  comes  howling 
through  the  gorge,  you  will  be  company  for  each  other.  The 
child  close  up  to  the  bosom  of  its  mother.  The  husband  and 
wife  re-married  ;  on  their  lips  the  sacrament  of  the  dust. 
Brothers  and  sisters,  who  used  in  sport  to  fling  them- 
selves on  the  grass,  now  again  reclining  side  by  side  in 
the  grave,  in  flecks  of  sunlight  sifting  through  the  long 
lithe  willows.  Then  at  the  trumpet  of  the  archangel  to  rise 
side  by  side,  shaking  themselves  from  the  dust  of  ages.  The 
faces  that  were  ghastly  and  fixed  when  you  saw  them  last  all 
aflush  with  the  light  of  incorruption.  The  father  looking 
around  on  his  children,  and  saying:  "Come,  come,  my 
dailings,  this  is  the  morning  of  the  resurrection."      Mrs. 
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Sigoumey  wrote  beautif  ally  with  the  tears  and  blood  of  her 
own  broken  heart : 

"  There  was  a  shaded  chamber, 
A  silent  watching  band, 
On  a  low  coach  a  suffering  child 
Grasping  her  mother's  hand. 
But  mid  the  gasp  and  struggle, 

With  shuddering  lips  she  cried, 
•  Mother,  oh,  dearest  mother, 

Bury  me  by  your  side.' 
Only  one  wish  she  uttered, 
As  life  was  ebbing  fast, 
'  Sleep  by  my  side,  dear  mother, 
And  rise  with  me  at  last.'  " 

Oh,  yes,  we  want  to  be  buried  together.  Sweet  ante- 
type  of  everlasting  residence  in  each  other's  companion- 
ship. 

When  the  wrecker  went  down  into  the  cabin  of  the 
lost  steamer,  ho  found  the  mother  and  the  child  in  each 
other's  arms.  It  was  sad,  but  it  was  beautiful,  and  it  was 
appropriate.  Together  thej  went  down.  Together  they 
will  rise.  One  on  earth.  One  in  heaven.  Is  there  not 
something  cheering  in  all  this  thought,  and  something  to 
impress  upon  us  the  idea  that  the  departed  are  ours  jet^- 
ours  for  ever  ? 

But  I  console  you  again  with  the  fact  of  yotir  present 
acquairdanceship  and  communication  with  your  departed  friends. 
I  have  no  sympathy,  I  need  not  say,  with  the  ideas  of  modem 
spiritualism ;  but  what  I  mean  is  the  theory  set  forth  by 
the  apostle,  when  he  says :  "  We  are  surrounded  by  a  great 
cloud  of  witnesses."  Just  as  in  the  ancient  amphitheatre 
there  were  eighty  or  one  hundred  thousand  people  looking 
down  from  the  galleries  upon  the  combatants  in  the  centre, 
so,  says  Paul,  there  is  a  great  host  of  your  friends  in  all  the 
galleries  of  the  sky,  looking  down  upon  our  earthly  strug- 
gles.   It  is  a  sweet,  a  consoling,  a  scriptural  idea.    With 
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wing  of  angel,  earth  and  heaven  are  in  constant  communica- 
tion. Does  not  the  Bible  saj  :  ''  Are  they  not  sent  forth  as 
ministering  spirits  to  those  who  shall  be  heirs  of  salvation  ?" 
And  when  ministering  spirits  come  down  and  see  us,  do  they 
not  take  some  message  back  P  It  is  impossible  to  realize, 
I  know,  the  idea  that  there  is  such  rapid  and  perpetual 
intercommunication  of  earth  and  heaven ;  but  it  is  a  glori- 
ous reality.  You  take  a  rail  train  and  the  train  is  in  full 
motion,  and  another  train  from  the  opposite  direction  dashes 
past  you  so  swiftly  that  you  are  startled :  all  the  way 
between  here  and  heaven  is  filled  with  the  up  trains  and  the 
down  trains — spirits  coming — spirits  going — coming — going 
—  coming — going.  That  friend  of  yours  who  died  this  summer 
— do  you  not  suppose  he  told  all  the  family  news  about  you 
in  the  good  land  to  the  friends  who  are  gone  P  Do  you  not 
suppose  that  when  there  are  hundreds  of  opportunities  every 
day  for  them  in  heaven  to  hear  from  you  that  they  ask  about 
youP  that  they  know  your  tears,  your  temptations,  your 
struggles,  your  victories?  Aye,  they  do.  Perhaps  during 
the  last  war  you  had  a  boy  in  the  army,  and  you  got  a  pass 
and  you  went  through  the  Hues  and  you  found  him,  and,  the 
regiment  coming  from  your  neighbourhood,  you  knew  most 
of  the  boys  there.  One  day  you  started  for  home.  You 
said :  **  Well,  now,  have  you  any  letters  to  send  P  any  mes- 
sages to  send  P  "  And  they  filled  your  pockets  with  letters, 
aod  you  started  home.  Arriving  home,  the  neighbours 
came  in,  and  one  said :  "Did  you  see  my  John  P"  and  others : 
'*  Did  you  see  George  P  "  Do  you  know  anything  about  my 
Frank  P  "  And  then  you  brought  out  the  letters  and  gave 
them  the  messages  of  which  you  had  been  the  bearer.  Do 
you  suppose  that  angels  of  God,  coming  down  to  this  awful 
battle-field  of  sin,  and  sorrow,  and  death,  and  meeting  us 
and  seeing  us,  and  finding  out  all  about  us,  carry  back  no 
message  to  the  skies  P 
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Oy   THERE   IS    CONSOLA.TION   IN   IT  I 

Yoa  are  in  present  communication  with  that  land.  They 
are  in  sympathy  with  you  now  more  than  they  ever  were, 
and  they  are  waiting  for  the  moment  when  the  hammer- 
stroke  shall  shatter  the  last  claim  of  your  earthly  bondage 
and  your  soul  shall  spring  upward  ;  and  they  will  stand  on 
the  heights  of  heaven  and  see  you  come ;  and  when  you  are 
within  hailing  distance  your  other  friends  will  be  called  out, 
and,  as  you  flash  through  the  pearl-hung  gate,  their  shout 
will  make  the  hills  tremble :  ''  Hail !  ransomed  spirit,  to  the 
city  of  the  blessed." 

I  console  you  still  further  with  the  idea  of  a  resurrecHor*. 
I  know  there  are  a  great  many  people  who  do  not  accept  this 
because  they  cannot  understand  it ;  but,  my  friends,  there 
are  two  stout  passages — I  could  bring  a  hundred,  but  two 
swarthy  passages  are  enough — and  one  David  will  strike 
down  the  largest  G-oliath.  "Marvel  not  at  this,  for  the 
hour  is  coming  when  all  who  are  in  their  graves  shall 
come  forth."  The  other  swarthy  passage  is  this :  "  The 
Lord  shall  descend  from  heaven  with  a  shout,  and  the 
voice  of  the  archangel,  and  the  trump  of  God,  and  the  dead 
in  Christ  shall  arise  first."  Oh,  there  wiU  be  such  a  thing 
as  a  resurrection. 

You  ask  me  a  great  many  quesiions  I  cannot  answer  about 
this  resurrection.  You  say,  for  instance :  *'  If  a  man's  body 
is  constantly  changing,  and  every  seventh  year  he  has  an 
entirely  new  body,  and  he  liv'es  on  to  seventy  years  of  age, 
and  so  has  had  ten  dilEerent  bodies,  and  at  the  hour  of  his 
death  there  is  not  a  particle  of  flesh  within  him  that  was 
there  in  the  days  of  his  childhood — in  the  resurrection 
which  of  the  ten  bodies  will  come  up,  or  will  they  all  rise  ?  " 
You  say :  "  Suppose  a  man  dies  and  his  body  is  scattered  in 
the  dust,  and  out  of  that  dust  vegetables  grow,  and  men  eat 
the  vegetables,  and  cannibals  slay  these  men  and  eat  them 
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and  cannibals  fight  with  cannibals  until  at  last  there  shall 
be  a  hundred  men  who  shall  have  within  them  some  particles 
that  started  from  the  dead  bodj  first  named,  coming  up 
through  the  vegetable,  through  the  first  man  who  ate  it,  and 
through  the  cannibals  who  afterwards  ate  him,  and  there  be 
more  than  a  hundred  men  who  have  rights  in  the  particles 
of  that  body — ^in  the  resurrection  how  can  they  be  assorted 
when  these  particles  belong  to  them  all  P  Who  will  be  all  ? 
You  say :  "  There  is  a  missionary  buried  in  Greenwood,  and 
when  he  was  in  Chiaa  he  had  his  arm  amputated — ^in  the 
resurrection,  will  that  fragment  of  the  body  fly  sixteen  thou- 
sand miles  to  join  the  rest  of  the  body  ?  "  You  say :  "  Will 
it  not  be  a  very  difficult  thing  for  a  spirit  coming  back  in 
that  day  to  find  the  myriad  particles  of  its  own  body,  when 
they  may  have  been  scattered  by  the  winds  or  overlaid  by 
whole  generations  of  the  dead — ^looking  for  the  myriad  par- 
ticles of  its  own  body,  while  there  are  a  thousand  million 
other  spirits  doing  the  same  thing,  and  all  the  assortment 
to  be  made  within  one  day  ? "  You  say :  "  If  a  hundred 
and  fifty  men  go  into  a  place  of  evening  entertainment,  and 
leave  their  hats  and  overcoats  in  the  hall,  when  they  come 
back  it  is  almost  impossible  for  them  to  get  the  right  ones, 
or  to  get  them  without  a  great  deal  of  perplexity.  And  yet 
you  tell  me  that  myriad  myriads  of  spirits  in  the  last  day 
will  come  and  find  myriads,  and  myriads,  and  myriads  of 
bodies."  Have  you  any  more  questions  to  ask  ?  any  more 
difficulties  to  suggest  P  any  more  mysteries  P 

BBING   THEM   ON  ! 

Against  a  whole  battalion  of  scepticism  I  will  march  these 
two  champions  :  "  Marvel  not  at  this,  for  the  hour  is  coming 
when  all  who  are  in  their  graves  shall  come  forth."  ^*  The 
Lord  shall  descend  from  heaven  with  a  shout,  and  the  voice 
of  the  archangel,  and  the  trump  of  G-od,  and  the  dead  in 
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Christ  sliall  rise  first."  You  see  I  stick  to  tbese  two  passages. 
Who  art  thou,  oh  fool,  that  thou  repliest  against  G^? 
Hath  He  promised,  and  shall  He  not  do  it?  Hath  He 
commanded,  and  shall  He  not  bring  it  to  pass  P  Have  you 
not  confidence  in  His  omnipotence  P  If  He  could,  in  the 
first  place,  build  my  body,  after  it  is  torn  down  can  He  not 
build  it  again  P 

"  Oh,"  you  say:  "I  would  believe  that  if  you  would  explain 
it.  I  am  not  disposed  to  be  sceptical,  but  esplain  how  it 
can  be  done."  My  brother,  you  belieye  a  great  many  things 
you  cannot  explain.  You  believe  your  mind  acts  on  your 
body.  Explain  the  process.  This  seed  planted  comes  up  a 
blue  flower.  Another  seed  planted  comes  up  a  yellow 
flower.  Another  seed  planted  comes  up  a  white  flower. 
Why  ?  Why  that  wart  on  your  finger  ?  Tell  me  why  some 
cows  have  horns,  and  other  cows  have  no  horns.  Why,  when 
two  obstacles  strike  each  other  in  the  air,  do  you  hear  the 
percussion  ?  What  is  the  subtle  energy  that  solves  a  solid 
in  a  crucible  P  What  makes  the  notches  on  an  oak-leaf 
different  from  any  other  kiad  of  leaf  P  What  makes  this 
orange-blossom,  on  this  platform,  different  from  that  rosep 
How  can  the  almightiness  which  rides  on  the  circles  of  the 
heaven,  find  room  to  turn  its  chariot  on  the  tuft  of  a  helio- 
trope ?  Explain  these.  Can  you  not  do  it  P  Then  I  will' 
not  explain  the  resurrection.  You  explain  one  half  of  the 
common  mysteries  of  every-day  life,  and  I  will  explain  all 
the  mysteries  of  the  resurrection.  You  cinnot  answer  me 
very  plain  questions  in  regard  to  ordinary  affairs.  I  am  not 
ashamed  to  say  that  I  cannot  explain  G-od,  and  the  judgmenty 
and  the  resurrection.  I  simply  accept  them  as  facts,  tremen- 
dous and  infinite. 

Before  the  resurrection  takes  place,  everything  will  be 
silent.  The  mausoleums  and  the  labyrinths  silent.  The 
graveyards  silent.  The  cemetery  silent,  save  from  the  dash- 
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ing  of  hoofs  and  the  grindiDg  of  wheels  as  the  last  funeral 
procession  comes  in.  No  hreath  of  air  disturbing  the  dust 
where  Persepolis  stood,  and  Thebes,  and  Babylon.  No 
winking  of  the  ejelids  long  closed  in  darkness.  No  stirring 
of  the  feet  that  once  bounded  the  hill-side.  No  opening  of 
the  hand  that  once  plucked  the  flower  out  of  the  edge  of  the 
wild  wood.  No  clutching  of  swords  by  the  men  who  went 
down  when  Persia  battled  and  Eome  fell.  Silence  from  ocean 
beach  to  mountain  cliff,  and  from  river  to  river.  The 
sea  singing  the  same  old  tune.  The  lakes  hushed 
to  sleep  in  the  bosom  of  the  same  great  hills.  No  hand 
disturbing  the  gate  of  the  long-barred  sepulchre.  All  the 
nations  of  the  dead  motionless  in  their  winding-sheets.  Up 
the  side  of  the  hills,  down  through  the  trough  of  the  valleys, 
far  out  in  the  caverns  across  the  fields,  deep  down  into  the 
coral  places  of  the  ocean  depths  where  Leviathan  sports  with 
his  fellows,  —  everywhere,  layer  above  layer,  height  above 
height,  depth  below  depth — dead !  dead !  dead  !  But  in 
the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  as  quick  as  that,  as  the  archangel's 
trumpet  comes  pealing,  rolling,  reverberating,  crashing  across 
continents  and  seas, 

THE   EARTH   WILL   GIYE   ONE    FEABFUL   SHUDDEB 

and  the  door  of  the  family  vault,  without  being  unlocked, 
will  burst  open  ;  and  all  the  graves  of  the  dead  will  begin 
to  throb  and  heave  like  the  waves  of  the  sea ;  and  the  mauso- 
leum of  princes  will  fall  into  the  dust ;  and  Ostend  and  Se- 
bastopol,  and  Austerlitz  and  Gettysburgh,  stalk  forth  in  the 
lurid  air ;  and  the  shipwrecked  rise  from  the  deep,  their  wet 
locks  looming  above  the  billow ;  and  all  the  land  and  all  the 
sea  become  one  moving  mass  of  life — all  generations,  all  ages 
with  upturned  countenances, — some  kindled  with  rapture  and 
others  blanched  with  despair,  but  gazing  in  one  direction, 
upon  one  object,  and  that  the  throne  of  resurrection  I 
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On  that  day  you  will  get  back  your  Christiau  dead.  There 
is  where  the  comfort  comes  in.  They  will  come  up  with  the 
same  hand,  and  the  same  foot,  and  the  same  entire  body ; 
but  with  a  perfect  hand,  and  a  perfect  foot,  and  a  perfect 
body;  corruption  having  become  incorruption,  mortality 
having  become  immortality.  And  oh,  the  re- union ;  oh,  the 
embrace  after  so  long  an  absence.  Comfort  one  another 
with  these  words. 

While  I  present  these  thoughts  this  morning,  does  it  not 
seem  that  heaven  comes  very  near  to  us,  as  though  our 
friends,  whom  we  thought  a  great  way  off,  are  not  in  the  dis- 
tance but  close  by  ?  You  have  sometimes  come  down  to  a 
river  at  night-fall,  and  you  have  been  surprised  how  easily 
you  could  hear  voices  across  that  river.  You  shouted  over 
to  the  other  side  of  the  river,  and  they  shouted  back.  It  is 
said  that,  when  George  Whitefield  preached  in  Third-street, 
Philadelphia,  one  evening  time,  his  voice  was  heard  dear 
across  to  the  New  Jersey  shore.  When  I  was  a  little  while 
chaplain  in  the  army,  I  remember  how  at  even- tide  we  could 
easily  hear  the  voices  of  the  pickets  across  the  Potomac, 
just  when  they  were  using  ordinary  tones.  And  as  we  come 
to-day  and  stand  by  the  river  of  Jordan  that  divides  us  from 
our  friends  who  are  gone,  it  seems  to  me  we  staud  on  one 
bank  and  they  stand  on  the  other,  and  it  is  only  a  narrow 
stream,  and  our  voices  go  and  their  voices  come.  Hark  ! 
Hush !  I  hear  distinctly  what  they  say :  "  These  are  they 
who  come  out  of  great  tribulation,  and  had  their  robes 
washed  and  made  white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb."  Still 
the  voice  comes  across  the  water,  and  I  hear :  ''  We  hunger 
no  more,  we  thirst  no  more;  neither  shall  the  sun  light 
on  us,  nor  any  heat,  for  the  Lamb  which  is  in  the  midst 
of  the  throne  leads  us  to  living  fountains  of  water,  and  God 
wipeth  away  all  tears  from  our  eyes."  May  God,  by  TTig 
infinite  gpuce,  soothe  you  with  an  omnipotent  comfort. 
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EUN  FOR  YOUR  LIFE. 

"  Escape  for  thy  life  ;  look  not  behind  thee,  neither  stay  thou  in  all  the 
plain  ;  escape  to  the  mountain,  lest  thou  be  consumed/' — Otn,  xix.  17. 

FOR  the  most  part,  tlie  lakes  of  the  earth  are  the  clar-< 
lings  of  the  mountains — their  necks  garlanded  with 
wild  flowers  and  their  foreheads  flashing  in  the  sun ;  but 
there  is  one  lake  loathsome  and  God-forsaken,  and  exiled 
from  all  that  is  beautiful.  The  modem  traveller  finds  it. 
It  lies  down  accursed  ;  no  tinged  shells  adorn  its  banks ;  no 
fish  live  in  its  stenchf ul  waters.  The  waterfowl,  for  the  most 
part,  do  not  fly  anywhere  near  its  surface,  and  the  bather 
comes  up  out  of  it  encrusted  with  the  salt  and  sick  with  the 
taste  of  the  water.  Bitter,  brinj,  sulphurous,  dark,  it  seems 
as  if  the  shadows  of  past  desolation  chased  each  other  across 
it,  and  the  traveller,  struck  through  with  melancholy,  hastens 
from  its  presence,  perhaps  taking  a  few  pieces  of  nitre  and 
sulphur  to  show  the  barrenness  of  the  place.  Where  that 
lak«  now  spreads  out,  thirteen  cities  once  stood — among 
them  Sodom.  It  would  be  unpardonable  if,  in  this  presence, 
I  recounted  the  crimes  of  that  city.  Suffice  it  to  say  that 
the  citizens  were  so  bad  they  mobbed  an  angel  that  came 
down  on  an  errand  of  mercy.  Lot  resolved  to  leave  the  city, 
but  did  not  make  much  haste.  He  had  miles  to  travel,  and, 
at  the  rate  at  which  he  was  going,  death  would  have  dashed 
upon  him  before  he  got  to  the  mountains.  And  so  the  angel 
seizes  him,  pushes  him  on,  pulls  him  out,  urges  him  for- 
ward, crying,  in  the  words  of  my  text :  "  Escape  for  thy  life ; 
look  not  behind  thee,  neither  stay  thou  in  all  the  plain ; 
escape  to  the  mountain,  lest  thou  be  consumed."     Well, 

THE   FATAL   DAY   CAMS. 

The  morning  as  bright  as  ever,  perhaps;  the  citizens,  as 
usual,  reckless,  unclean,  and  blasphemous.    What  do  they 
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care  about  their  comiog  doom  P  There  is  no  Gk)dy  or  if  there 
be,  who  fears  Him  P  Suddenly  there  is  a  flame  in  the  sky, 
and  the  volcano  rocks  and  upheares  the  bitumen  that  under- 
lies all  that  region  of  country,  throwing  it  up  to  the  sur&oe, 
and  this  combustible  material  coming  in  the  presence  <^  the 
fire  immediately  ignites ;  and  amid  the  falling  flame,  and 
the  upheaying  asphaltum,  and  the  suffocating  stench  of  the 
brimstone,  and  the  bursting  thunder,  and  the  roaring,  crack- 
liug,  all-consuming  hurricane  of  God's  wrath,  Sodom  shrieked 
its  last  curse  and  died ! 

My  friends,  God  hates  sin  just  as  much  now  as  He  did 
then,  and  it  behoves  you  and  it  behoves  me  to  leave  our 
transgressions,  and  start,  not  with  snail's  pace,  not  with 
deliberate  walk,  but  at  the  top  of  our  speed,  for  rescue ;  the 
angel  that  helped  Lot  out  of  his  trouble  meantime  taking 
us  by  the  arm,  and  crying  in  our  ears :  "  Escape  for  thy 
life ;  look  not  behind  thee,  neither  stay  thou  in  all  the  plain : 
escape  to  the  mountain,  lest  thou  be  consumed."  What  is  the 
sin  that  we  must  hasten  from  P  Sin  is  just  one  thing.  The 
legislature  makes  an  enactment ;  a  man  offends  against  it, 
and  he  is  incarcerated.  You  make  a  law  in  your  household ; 
your  child  wilfully  disobeys,  and  punishment  follows.  God 
makes  a  law ;  we  have  all  broken  it,  and  hence  we  are  all 
sinners ;  and  in  consequence  of  that  sin  we  must  be  punished 
unless  there  be  some  pardon  offered — unless  there  be  some 
door  of  escape  set  before  us.    Blessed  be  God,  there  is  one ! 

My  text,  in  the  first  place,  suggests  urgency  on  the  part  of 
all  those  who  vxndd  induce  people  otU  of  their  sins.  Why  was 
not  the  angel  more  polite?  Why  did  not  he  coolly  and 
formally  invite  Lot  and  his  wife  to  leave  that  city  P  The 
angel,  so  far  from  that,  seized  hold  of  him,  pulled  him  out, 
pushed  him  on  with  irresistible  force.  The  angel  was  in 
earnest.  Oh,  does  not  the  world,  looking  upon  us  and  see- 
ing our  coldness,  come  to  the  conclusion  that  we  do  not 
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believe  wliat  we  sajp  If  unpardoned  men  were  in  such 
peril  as  the  Bible  says  they  are,  and  we  believe  it,  would  we 
be  such  precisionists,  so  cold,  and  stolid,  and  unemotional  P 
Suppose  a  blind  man  were  on  a  rail-track,  and  you  saw  a 
train  coming,  would  you  go  up  to  him  and  say :  "  My  dear 
friend,  a  machine  commonly  called  a  locomotive,  invented  by 
James  Watt,  is  making  very  rapid  revolutions  towards  the 
place  where  you  are,  and  unless  you  change  your  course  of 
pedestrianism,  it  will  be  soon  decided  which  of  the  two  is 
the  stronger?"  Would  you  do  that?  Ah  no;  men  are 
not  so  stolid  about  temporal  peril.  You  would  cry :  "  Chi 
out  of  the  way  !  The  ears  are  earning  !  "  And  yet  when  it  is 
spiritual  danger  we  use  so  much  circumlocution,  and  fio 
much  caution,  and  come  with  so  timid  a  tread  towards  the 
place  where  men  are  imperilled,  that  they  actually  don't 
believe  we  think  there  is  peril,  although  there  are  spiritual 
and  eternal  disasters  coming  on  in  long  trains,  flying  as 
swiftly  as  the  hours,  swiftly  as  the  minutes,  swiftly  as  the 
seconds,  ready  to  crush  for  ever.  If  we  realized  it,  would 
not  we  stamp  our  foot,  and  cry : 

"man,  immortal,  look  out  fob  btebnity!** 

If  there  be  no  danger  in  rejecting  Christ,  we  might  as  well 
drop  our  anxiety ;  but  if  there  is  danger,  let  us  cry  the 
alarm.  The  world  knows  at  this  day  that  we  who  profess 
the  faith  of  Christ,  standing  in  our  prayer-meetings,  Sunday- 
.  schools,  and  pulpits,  act  as  if  religion  were  a  fiction.  Oh  for 
something  of  the  urgency  of  the  angel  that  came  to  Lot ;  not 
coolly  discussing  with  him  the  chemical  properties  of  the  storm 
that  was  coming,  but  laying  hold  of  him  with  both  hands, 
pulling  him  on,  pushing  him  out,  and  crying  with  an  emphasis 
that  must  have  sent  him  at  the  top  of  his  speed :  "  Escape 
for  thy  life ;  look  not  behind  thee,  neither  stay  thou  in  all 
the  plain ;  escape  to  the  mountain,  lest  thou  be  consumed." 
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Mj  8ul>ject  also  suggests  that  tiie  mere  gtarting  gives  no 
security.  Lot  had  started  out  of  the  city,  but  he  might  have 
perished  half-way  before  he  got  to  the  mountains.  Men 
start  for  heaveu,  but  do  not  always  get  there.  If  my  house 
be  burning,  and  I  take  a  bucket  of  water  and  put  out  the 
firimes  in  this,  and  that,  and  yonder  room,  while  I  leave  the 
fli.me8  in  another  room,  I  might  as  well  have  wasted  no 
strength  and  brought  no  buckets  of  water  at  all.  The  whole 
thing  will  be  consumed.  And  if  a  man  is  only  half  saved, 
he  is  not  saved  at  all.  Ten  thousand  men  start  for  the  king- 
d)m  of  Chfist,  but  do  not  get  there.  They  either  start  too 
late,  or  stop  before  they  get  there.  The  Cambria  started 
for  Scotland,  but  did  not  go  into  port.  The  City  of  Boston 
came  out  from  Liverpool  harbour  with  flags  flying,  but  tbe 
ocean  keeps  the  awful  secret  of  its  burial.  There  is  such  a 
thing  as  starting  for  a  place  and  not  getting  there.  There 
was  not  one  inch  of  safety  anywhere  between  Sodom  and 
the  mountain  of  refuge.  Lot  might  as  well  have  stayed  in 
his  own  home,  and  perished  there,  as  to  have  perished  out- 
side the  city. 

Last  Sabbath  night,  there  were  men  here  who  started  for 
the  kingdom.  Have  they  got  there?  Let  me  say  to  all 
such  as  have  not  reached  that  place :  there  is  no  rock  of 
shelter  where  you  are ;  no  promise  of  safety  where  you  are  ; 
overtaken  by  the  storm  here,  you  perish.  A  man  has  been 
very  sick,  doctors  have  attended  him  carefully,  and  he 
comes  up  to  life  again,  begins  to  walk  out ;  but  he  takes  a 
cold,  has  a  relapse,  and  in  twelve  hours  he  is  a  dead  man. 
There  are  men  who  have  been  almost  cured  of  their  sin ; 
they  begin  to  get  well,  the  heavenly  Physician  stayed  day 
after  day  by  their  soul,  they  had  almost  recovered,  but  not 
quite ;  there  came  on  them  a  cold  draught  from  the  world, 
there  came  a  relapse,  and  they  were  gone.  I  hear  men  say- 
ing in  the  audience :  "Lord,  I  will  believe,  I  will  be  a  Chris- 
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tian."  Will  you,  now?  If  not  now,  to-morrow  will  take 
you  into  the  whirl  of  business  and  gaiety,  and  you  may  never 
think  of  these  things  again.  There  is  a  man  who,  forty 
years  ago,  became  almost  a  Christian,  but  not  quite.  What 
would  have  become  of  the  Prodigal  Son  if  he  had  stopped 
half-way  between  the  swine  trough  and  his  father's  house  P 
Why,  he  might  better  not  have  started,  but  stayed  down 
where  he  was.  The  carrots  that  the  swine  eat  are  better 
than  nothing  at  all.  Oh,  to  have  started  for  heaven  and  not 
to  get  there  !  If  there  are  any  in  this  house  who  are  in  this 
position  I  now  describe,  let  me  say  that  you  are  no  more 
safe  in  this  half-and-half  experince  than  you  were  in  the 
time  before  you  began  to  think,  and  so  I  sound  the  tocsin : 
'*  Escape  for  thy  life ;  look  not  behind  thee,  neither  stay  thou  in 
all  the  plain ;  escape  to  the  mountain,  lest  thou  be  consumed.'* 
The  text  suggests  further,  that  a  man,  after  being  per- 
suaded out  of  sin,  sometimes  looks  hack.  Lot's  wife  looked 
back  and  perished.  Lot  himself  would  have  looked  back 
had  it  not  been  for  the  warning  of  the  text.  It  is  very 
natural  that  they  should.  It  was  their  home.  All  her 
friends  were  there ;  all  his  friends  were  there.  We  become 
attached  to  the  city  of  our  residence,  notwithstanding  all  its 
sins.  Still  it  was  wrong  for  them  to  look  back,  G-od  forbade 
it.  Bat  are  there  not  persons  in  this  day  who  start  out  of 
their  sins  yet  look  back  wistfully  for  occasional  indulgence  P 
Here  is  a  man  who  started  for  heaven  a  year  ago.  He  had 
been  given  to  dissipation ;  he  has  looked  back.  You  are 
drinking  too  hard.  I  believe  a  moderate  drinker  may  get 
into  heaven,  but  a  hard  drinker,  never!  ''Ko  drunkavd 
shall  inherit  the  kingdom  of  G-od.*'  The  snake  catches  the 
eye  of  the  bird  on  the  limb  :  it  begins  to  tremble,  and  soon 
slips  from  the  tree  branch,  and  begins  to  fly  down  toward 
the  serpent,  and  soon  it  is  caught  in  the  terrible  folds  and  is 
gone.    The  wine  cup  has  been  your  fascination.    You  have 
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by  it  been  brougbt  down  from  the  circles  in  which  you  onoe 
moved,  and  come  down  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  day  of  yonr 
destruction,  and  after  awhile  yon  will  be  caught  in  the  coils 
of  that  which  **  biteth  like  a  serpent  and  stingeth  like  an 
adder."  Oh,  many  give  up  drinking,  or  give  up  heaven  !  There 
is  your  choice.  A  man  stood  on  the  scaffold  about  to  be 
executed,  and  the  sherifE,  pulling  out  his  watch,  said  :  ''  You 
have  five  minutes  to  say  what  you  have  to  say."  The  dying 
man  said:  ''Eum  ruined  me.  I  had  a  little  brother.  I 
loved  him  very  much.  He  was  a  bright-eyed  lad.  I  came 
home  one  day  intoxicated.  My  little  brother  was  picking 
berries  in  the  garden,  and  for  some  reason  I  got  mad  at  him, 
and  I  took  up  an  iron  rake  and  with  one  stroke  I  killed  him. 
Now  I  am  to  die  for  it,  and  you  ask  me  what  I  have  to  say. 
It  is  this :  never,  never,  never  touch  anything  that  can  in- 
toxicate.", Alas,  if  once  you  start  for  heaven  and  look 
back  to  your  early  dissipations ! 

Here  is  another  who  has  make  shipwreck  in  another 
direction:  it  has  been  the  house  of  shame.  That  Sodom 
will  be  the  eternal  damnation  of  your  soul  unless  you  quit 
it.  ''  As  an  ox  goeth  to  the  slaughter,  or  as  a  fool  to  the 
correction  of  the  stocks ;  till  a  dart  strike  through  his  liver.'* 
So  says  God  in  Proverbs,  shall  be  the  doom  of  all  the  impure. 

Another  man  is  captured  by  the  convivialities  of  life.  He 
has  chosen  better  associates,  but  says :  '^  I  guess  I  will  go 
down  to  the  room  and  see  the  boys  a  little  while."  He  goes 
down,  and  is  there  one  or  two  hours,  and  in  those  two  hours 
he  loses  all  his  good  resolutions  and  aU  serious  impressions. 
They  are  witty,  they  are  brilliant,  they  are  smart  there ;  but 
they  are  bad,  and  they  ruined  him.  Oh,  how  many  have 
started  out  of  associates,  and  looked  back.  Oh,  be  not 
among  them.    "  Escape  for  thy  life." 

i    My  text  suggests  that  some  men,  having  started,  loiter  hy 
the  way.    They  tarry  in  the  plain.    They  are  too  lazy  to  get 
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on.  You  know  that  men,  in  order  to  get  on  in  this  world, 
must  deny  themselves,  and  work  hard :  must  go  through 
drudgery,  that  after  awhile  they  may  have  luxaries.  But 
there  are  some  men  too  lazy  for  this  life  and  too  lazy  to  win 
heaven.  If  we  get  to  heaven  it  will  be  by  gathering  up  all 
the  energies  of  our  souls  and  hurling  them  ahead  in  one 
persistent  direction.  I  have  seen  within  the  past  week  or 
two  people  in  this  church  start  for  heaven,  but 

THEY   LOITEBEO   BY   THE  WAT, 

SO  that  ten  thousand  years  would  not  be  long  enough  for 
them  to  get  there.  In  mid-ocean,  on  the  China  going  out 
at  midnight,  the  "  screw  "  stopped.  "  What's  the  matter  ?  " 
everybody  cried.  People  rushed  out  to  see  why  the  "screw" 
had  stopped  in  mid-ocean.  Something  wrong,  or  it  would 
not  stop  in  the  middle  of  the  Atlantic.  So  it  is  a  bad  sign 
when  men  voyaging  towards  heaven  stop  half-way.  It  is  a 
sign  of  infinite  peril. 

I  don't  exactly  know  why  Lot  and  his  wife  loitered  by  the 
way.  I  think  Lot's  wife  looked  back  because  she  thought, 
after  all,  it  might  be  a  hoax — that  there  might  be  no  destruc- 
tion of  the  city,  and  she  said  to  herself :  "  Wouldn't  we  feel 
silly  if  our  property  should  be  confiscated  and  the  city  stand 
undamaged  P  "  Just  so  there  are  men  now  who  say  it  is  all 
talk  about  a  judgment  and  a  long  eternity ;  it  is  all  a  hoax. 
I  don't  wonder  that  a  man  says  that  who  does  not  believe 
the  Bible  ;  but  if  a  man  believe  the  Bible,  I  don't  know  how 
he  can  say  that,  because  this  Bible  declares  Ood  will  turn 
into  hell  all  the  nations  that  forget  Him,  and  will  sweep 
with  the  hail  of  His  vengeance  the  refuges  of  lies.  In  the 
peroration  of  His  Sermon  on  the  Mount,  Christ  told  how 
some  houses  are  on  the  rock  and  stand,  and  other  houses  are 
on  the  sand  and  fall.  Sodom  must  perish;  sin  must  be 
crushed,  and  the  whole  world  acclaim  the  justice  of  Qod. 
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Perhaps  Lot  and  liis  wife  thoaglit  there  was  no  liarrj. 
Tliej  maj  haTe  said :  *^  There  is  no  sign  in  the  heaven ;  there 
neyer  was  a  more  beautiful  daj  than  this.  We  suppose  that 
when  the  time  comes,  there  will  be  some  sign  of  it.  There 
will  be  a  rumbling  in  the  earth,  or  there  will  be  an  ominous 
shadow  on  the  hills."  Thej  were  mistaken.  I  suppose  it 
came  in  an  eve-twinkle.  One  moment  mirth  and  song,  the 
next  Tolcanic  eruption,  and  bursting  cloud,  and  horrible 
obliteration.  Men  now  tarry  in  the  plain  of  sin  and  say : 
"  There  is  no  hurry.  What  if  your  breath  should  stop  ? 
Where  would  you  be  ?  Where  would  you  go  ?  I  don*t  ask 
you  to  take  my  poor  words  about  the  brevity  and  unoert-ainty 
of  life.  Ask  any  commercial  man  whose  kind  of  business 
necessitates  that  he  calculate  the  length  of  human  life — ^ask 
him  in  his  business  what  he  thinks  of  the  uncertainty  of 
human  existence.  "  Oh,"  says  some  man :  '*  I  shall  repent 
on  my  sick  bed."  Will  you  ?  The  last  sickness,  as  far  as  I 
have  observed  it,  is  generally  divided  into  two  parts.  The 
first  half  of  that  final  sickness  is  spent  in  the  expectation  of 
getting  welly  in  the  discussion  of  doctors  and  difEerent  styles 
of  medicines ;  the  last  half  in  delirium,  or  in  stupidity,  or  a 
consternation  which  prohibits  religious  thought.  So  that  I 
take  it  for  granted  that 

THB  POOREST  PLACE  ON  EABTH 

for  a  man  to  repent  of  sin  and  prepare  for  heaven,  is  on  his 
death-bed.  In  the  first  half  of  that  sickness  he  will  exptct 
to  get  well,  and  in  the  last  half  of  it  he  will  not  be  fit  to 
think.  What  a  foolish  thing  it  is  to  tarry  in  the  plain,  when 
more  people  perish  between  Sodom  and  the  moautains  than 
actually  perish  inside  the  city.  A  gentleman  was  telling 
me,  a  night  or  two  ago,  walking  up  the  street,  of  a  lady  who 
said :  '*  I  will  repent  and  turn  to  God  in  six  months.  I  have 
made  up  my  mind  deliberately  to  that,  and  when  I  make 
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np  mj  mind  I  stick  to  it.  In  six  months  I  mean  to  be  a 
Christian."  Three  of  the  six  months  passed  along,  and  one 
ereningy  at  the  expiration  of  the  three  months,  she  said  to 
some  one  who  was  talking  on  serioos  snbjects  :  '' Jnst  three 
months  more  and  I  will  attend  to  it."  The  next  morning 
they  knocked  at  her  door.  She  gave  no  answer.  Thej  went 
in.  She  had  passed  np  to  reckon  with  €KmL  Oh,  man 
immortal !  woman  immortal !  tarrj  not  in  the  plain.  If  it 
were  a  mere  matter  of  temporal  peril,  I  could  not  help  but 
be  interested  in  yon.  If  I  saw  yonr  house  kindling  with 
flame,  I  could  not  help  bnt  cry  ont :  ^'Fire,  fire !"  If  I  saw 
yon  smitten  with  some  terrible  disease,  I  wonld  nm  for 
medicament ;  bnt  when  I  find  it  is  the  sonl  that  is  in  disease 
and  in  peril,  I  fed  like  coming,  and  with  almost  a  yiolenoe 
of  earnestness  crying :  **  Why  will  you  die  ?  " 

Lot  and  his  wife  were  in  penl.  If  they  stayed  in  the  city, 
what  would  become  of  them  P  Would  it  be  the  loss  of  an 
arm,  or  ^)ot,  or  eye  P  Oh,  no ;  it  would  be  death  utter ;  and 
before  the  disasters  passed  from  that  city  the  people  had 
perished  in  their  homes,  and  in  the  streets.  **  Lest  thou  be 
consumed,"  the  angel  cried  out.  They  who  die  in  their  sins 
are  consumed ;  they  are  struck  down  with  none  to  deliver. 

Lot  started  for  the  mountains.  He  knew  if  he  got  there, 
all  would  be  safe.  The  storm  could  not  take  him  there, 
could  not  destroy  him.  Jesus  Christ  is  the  mountain  of  our 
refuge.  His  side  is  the  deft  rock  in  which  we  may  hide 
To  the  mountains !  to  the  mountains !  No  storm  of  death 
can  chase  you  there.  Eyerlastingly  safe  are  all  those  who 
put  their  trust  in  Him.  Oh,  make  haste!  lighten  thy 
girdle  for  the  race.  Lay  aside  all  impediments,  and  may 
God  giro  the  speed  of  lightning  to  thy  feet!  *' Escape 
for  thy  life ;  look  not  behind  thee,  neither  stay  thou  in  all 
the  plain;  escape  to  the  mountain,  lest  thou  be  consumed." 
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**  If  I  wash  myself  with  snow-water,  and  shonld  I  cleanse  my  hands  in 
alkali,  yet  shalt  thon  plunge  me  in  the  ditch,  and  mine  own  clothes  shall 
ahhor  me,"— Job  ix.  30,  31. 

ALBEBT  BABNES — ^honoured  be  his  name  on  earih 
and  in  heaven — ^went  straight  back  to  the  original 
writing  of  my  text,  and  translated  it  as  I  have  now  quoted 
it,  giving  substantial  reasons  for  so  doing.  Although  we 
know  better,  the  ancients  had  an  idea  that  in  snow-water 
there  was  a  special  power  to  cleanse,  and  that  a  garment 
washed  and  rinsed  in  it  would  be  as  clean  as  clean  could  be ; 
but  if  the  plain  snow-water  failed  to  do  its  work,  then  thej 
would  take  lye,  or  alkali,  and  mix  it  with  oil,  and  under  that 
preparation  thej  felt  that  the  last  impurity  would  certainly 
be  gone.  Job,  in  my  text,  in  most  forceful  figure,  sets  forth 
the  idea  that  all  his  attempts  to  make  himself  pure  before 
Ood  were  a  dead  failure,  and  that  unless  we  are  abluted  by 
something  better  than  earthly  liquids  and  chemical  prepara- 
tions, we  are  loathsome  and  in  the  ditch.  **  If  I  wash  myself 
with  snow-water,  and  should  I  cleanse  my  hands  in  alkali, 
yet  shalt  thou  plunge  me  in  the  ditch,  and  mine  own  clothes 
shall  abhor  me." 

You  are  now  sitting  for  your  picture.  I  turn  the  camera 
obscura  of  God*s  Word  full  upon  you,  and  I  pray  that  the 
sunshine  falling  through  the  skylight  may  enable  me  to 
take  you  jast  as  you  are.  Shall  it  be  a  flattering  picture 
or  shall  it  be  a  true  one  P  You  say :  ''  Lot  it  be  a  true  one." 
The  first  profile  that  was  ever  taken  was  taken  three  hun- 
dred and  thirty  years  before  Christ,  of  Antigonus.  He 
had  a  blind  eye,  and  he  compelled  the  artist  to  take  his 
profile,  so  as  to  hide  the  defect  in  his  vision.  But  since 
that  invention,  three  hundred  and  thirty  years  before  Christy 
there  have  been  a  great  many  profiles.  Shall  I,  to-night, 
give  you  a  one-sided  view  of  yourselves,  a  profile,  or  shall 


SNOW  WATEB  AND  ALKALI   INSUFFIOIENT.  323 

it  be  a  faU-lengtli  portrait^  showing  jou  how  you  stand 
before  heaven,  and  earth,  and  hell  ?  If  Ood  will  help  me 
by  His  almighty  grace,  I  shall  give  you  that  last  kind  of  a 
picture. 

When  I  first  entered  the  ministry,  I  used  to  write  my 
sermons  all  out  and  read  them,  and  run  my  hand  along  the 
line  lest  I  should  lose  my  place.  I  have  hundreds  of  those 
manuscripts.  Shall  I  ever  preach  them?  Never;  for  in 
those  days  I  was  somehow  overmastered  with  the  idea  I 
heard  talked  all  around  about  of  the  dignity  of  human 
nature,  and  I  adopted  the  idea,  and  I  evolved  it,  and  I 
illustrated  it,  and  I  argued  it ;  but  coming  on  in  life,  and 
having  seen  more  of  the  world,  and  studied  better  my  Bible, 
I  find  that  early  teaching  was  faulty,  and  that  there  is 

NO   DIGNITY   IN   HUMAN   NATUBB 

until  it  is  reconstructed  by  the  grace  of  Ood.  Talk  about 
vessels  going  to  pieces  on  the  Skerries,  ofE  Ireland !  There 
never  was  such  a  shipwreck  as  in  the  Gihon  and  the  Hid- 
dekel,  rivers  of  Eden,  where  our  first  parents  foundered. 
Talk  of  a  steamer  going  down  with  five  hundred  passengers 
on  board !  What  is  that  to  the  shipwreck  of  twelve  hundred 
million  souls?  We  are  by  nature  a  mass  of  undeanness 
and  putrefaction,  from  which  it  takes  all  the  omnipotence 
and  infinitude  of  God's  grace  to  extricate  us.  ''  If  I  wash 
myself  with  snow-water,  and  should  I  cleanse  my  hands  in 
alkali,  yet  shalt  Thou  plunge  me  in  the  ditch,  and  my  own 
clothes  shall  abhor  me." 

I  remark,  in  the  first  place,  that  some  people  try  to  deanse 
their  soul  of  sin  in  the  snow-water  of  fine  apologies.  Here 
is  one  man  who  says :  **  I  am  a  sinner ;  I  confess  that ;  but 
I  inherited  this.  My  father  was  a  sinner,  my  grandfather, 
my  great-great-grandfather,  and  all  the  way  back  to  Adam, 
and  I  couldn't  help  myself."    My  brotheri  have  you  not, 
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every  day  in  your  life,  added  sometbing  to  the  original  estate 
of  8in  that  was  bequeathed  to  you?  Are  you  not  brave 
enough  to  confess  that  you  have  sometimes  surrendered  to 
sin  which  you  ought  to  have  conquered  ?  I  ask  you  whether 
it  is  fair  play  to  put  upon  our  ancestry  things  for  which  we 
ourselves  are  personally  responsible?  If  your  nature  was 
askew  when  you  got  it,  have  you  not  sometimes  given  it  an 
additional  twist?  Will  all  the  tombstones  of  those  who 
have  preceded  us  make  a  barricade  high  enough  for  eternal 
defences?  I  know  a  devout  man  who  had  blasphemous 
parentage.  I  know  an  honest  man  whose  father  was  a 
thief.  I  know  a  pure  man  whose  mother  was  a  waif  oi  the 
street.  The  hereditary  tide  may  be  very  strong,  but  there 
is  such  a  thing  as  stemming  it.  The  fact  that  I  have  a 
corrupt  nature  is  no  reason  why  I  should  yield  to  it.  The 
deep  stains  of  our  soul  can  never  be  washed  out  by  the  snow- 
water of  such  insufficient  apology. 

Still  further  says  some  one :  ''  If  I  have  gone  into  sin,  it 
has  been  through  my  companions,  my  comrades,  and  aaso- 
elates ;  they  ruined  me.  They  taught  me  to  drink.  They 
took  me  to  the  gambling  hell.  They  plunged  me  into  the 
house  of  sin.  They  ruined  my  soul."  I  do  not  believe  it. 
€K>d  gave  to  no  one  the  power  to  destroy  you  or  me.  If  a 
man  is  destroyed  he  is  self-destroyed,  and  that  is  always  so. 
Why  did  you  not  break  away  from  them  ?  If  they  had  tried 
to  steal  your  purse,  you  would  have  knocked  them  down ; 
if  they  had  tried  to  purloin  your  gold  watch,  you  would  have 
riddled  them  with  shot ;  but  when  they  tried  to  steal  your 
immortal  soul,  you  placidly  submitted  to  it. 

Still  further,  some  persons  apologize  for  their  sins  by 
saying:  ''We  are  a  great  deal  better  than  some  people. 
Tou  see  people  all  around  about  us  that  are  a  great  deal 
worse  than  we."  You  stand  up  columnar  in  your  integrity, 
and  look  down  upon  those  who  are  prostrate  in  their  habits 
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and  crimes.  What  of  tbat,  my  brother  P  If  I  failed 
through  recklessness  and  wicked  imprudence  for  one  thou- 
sand pounds,  is  the  matter  alleviated  at  all  bj  the  fact  that 
somebody  else  has  failed  for  one  hundred  thousand  pounds^ 
and  somebody  else  for  two  hundred  thousand  pounds  P  Oh, 
no.  If  I  have  the  neuralgia,  shall  I  refuse  medical  attend- 
ance because  my  neighbour  has  yirulent  typhoid  fever  P  The 
fact  that  his  disease  is  worse  than  mine— does  that  cure 
mine  P  If  I,  through  my  foolhardiness,  leap  oB.  into  eternal 
woe,  does  it  break  the  fall  to  know  that  others  leap  off  a 
higher  clifE  into  deeper  darkness  P  When  the  Hudson 
Biver  rail-train  went  through  the  bridge  at  Spuyten  Dayvel, 
did  it  alleviate  the  matter  at  all  that  instead  of  two  or  three 
people  being  hurt  there  were  seventy-five  mangled  and 
crushed  P  Because  others  are  depraved,  is  that  any  excuse 
for  my  depravity  P  Am  I  better  than  they  P  Perhaps  they 
had  worse  temptations  than  I  have  had.  Perhaps  their 
surroundings  in  life  were  more  overpowering.  Perhaps,  oh 
man,  if  you  had  been  under  the  same  stress  of  temptatioui 
instead  of  sitting  here  to-night,  you  would  have  been  look- 
ing through  the  bars  of  a  penitentiary.  Perhaps,  oh 
woman,  if  you  had  been  under  the  same  power  of  tempta- 
tion, instead  of  sitting  here  to-night,  you  would  be  tramping 
the  street,  the  laughing  stock  of  men  and  the  grief  of  the 
angels  of  G-od,  dungeoned,  body,  mind,  and  soul,  in  the 
blackness  of  despair.  Ah,  do  not  let  us  solace  ourselves 
with  the  thought  that  other  people  are  worse  than  we. 
Perhaps  in  the  future,  when  our  fortunes  may  change, 
Unless  Ghod  prevents  it,  we  may  be  worse  than  they  are^ 
Many  a  man  after  thirty  years,  after  forty  years,  after 
fifty  years,  after  sixty  years,  has  gone  to  pieces  on  the 
sand-bars.  Oh,  instead  of  wasting  our  time  in  hyper- 
criticism  abont  others,  let  us  ask  ourselves  the  questions, 
where  we  standp  what  are  our  sins P  what  are  our  deficits  ? 
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wliat  are  ot*r  perils  P  what  our  hopes  ?    Let  each  one  say  to 
himself:  "Where  will  I  be?    Shall  I  range   in  summery 
fields,  or  grind  in  the  mills  of  a  great  night?     Shall  it  be 
anthem  or  shriek  ?   Shall  it  be  with  Gk)d  or  fiends  ?    Where  ? 
Where?"    Some  winter  morning  you   go   out   ajid  see  a 
snowbank  in  graceful  drifts,  as  though  by  some  heavenly 
compass  it  had  been  curved,  and,  as  the  sun  glints,  it  the 
lustre  is  almost  insufferable — and  it  seems  as  if  God  had 
wrapped  the  earth  in  a  shroud  with  white  plaits  woven  in 
looms  celestial.    And  you  say :  ''  Was  there  ever  anything 
so  pure  as  the  snow,  so  beautif al  as  the  snow  P  "     But  you 
brought  a  pail  of  that  snow  and  put  it  upon  the  stove,  and 
melted  it,  and  you  found  that  there  was  a  sediment  at  the 
bottom,  and  every  drop  of  that  snow-water  was  riled,  and 
you  found  that  the  snow-bank  had  gathered  up  the  impurity 
of  the  field,  and  that,  after  all,  it  was  not  fit  to  wash  in. 
And  so  I  say  it  will  be  if  you  try  to  gather  up  these   con- 
trasts and  comparisons  with  others,  and  with  these  apologies 
attempt  to  wash  out  the  sins  of  your  heart  and  life.     It  will 
be  an  unsuccessful  ablution.     Such  snow-water  will   never 
wash  away  a  single  stain  of  an  immortal  soul. 

But  I  hear  some  one  say :  "  I  will  try  something  better 

than  that.    I  will  try  the  force  of  a  good  resolution.      That 

will  be  more  pungent,  more  caustic,  more  extirpating,   more 

cleansing.     The  snow-water  has  failed,  and  now  I  will   try 

the  alkali  of  a  good,  strong  resolution."     My  dear  brother 

have  you  any  idea  that  a  resolution  about  the  future  will 

liquidate  the  past?    Suppose  I  owed  you  a  thousand  pounds 

and  I  should  come  to  you  to-morrow,  and  say  :  **  Sir    I  will 

never  run  in  debt  to  you  again ;  if  I  should  live  thirty  years 

I  will  never  run  in  debt  to  you  again ; "  will  you  turn  to  me 

'and  say :  "  If  you  will  not  run  in  debt  in  the  future  I  will 

forgive  you  the  thousand  pounds."    Will  you  do  that  ?     No  ! 

nor  will  God.    We  have  been  running  up  a  long    score      f 
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indebtedness  with  Ood.  If  for  tlie  future  we  should  abstain 
from  sin,  that  would  be  no  defrayment  of  past  indebtedness. 
Though  you  should  live  from  this  time  forth  pure  as  an 
archangel  before  the  throne,  that 

WOULD    NOT   BEDEEM   THE   PAST. 

€k)d,  in  the  Bible,  distinctly  declares  that  He  **  will  require 
that  which  is  past," — past  opportunities,  past  neglects,  past 
wicked  words,  past  impure  imaginations,  past  everything. 
The  past  is  a  great  cemetery,  and  every  day  is  buried  in  it. 
And  here  is  a  long  row  of  three  hundred  and  sixty-five 
graves.  They  are  the  dead  days  of  1873.  Here  is  a  long 
row  of  three  hundred  and  sixty-five  more  graves,  and  they 
are  the  dead  days  of  1872.  And  here  is  a  long  row  of  three 
hundred  and  sixty-five  more  graves,  and  they  are  the  dead 
days  of  1871.  It  is  a  vast  cemetery  of  the  past.  But  Ood 
will  rouse  them  all  up  with  resurrectionary  blast,  and  as  the 
prisoner  stands  face  to  face  with  juror  and  judge,  so  you 
and  I  will  have  to  come  up  and  look  upon  those  departed 
days  face  to  face,  exulting  in  their  smile  or  cowering  in  their 
frown.  ''  Murder  will  out  "  is  a  proverb  that  stops  too  short. 
Every  sin,  however  small  as  well  as  great,  will  out.  In  hard 
times,  years  ago,  it  is  authentically  stated  a  manufacturer 
was  on  the  way,  with  a  bag  of  money,  to  pay  ofE  his  hands. 
A  man,  infuriated  with  hunger,  met  him  on  the  road,  and 
took  a  rail  with  a  nail  in  it  from  a  paling  fence,  and  struck 
him  down,  and  the  nail,  entering  the  skull,  instantly  slew 
him.  Thirty  years  after  the  murderer  went  back  to  that 
place.  He  passed  into  the  graveyard,  where  the  sexton 
was  digging  a  grave,  and  while  he  stood  there  the  spade  of 
the  sexton  turned  up  a  skull,  and  lo !  the  murderer  saw  a 
nail  protruding  from  the  back  part  of  the  skull,  and  as  the 
sexton  turned  the  skull  it  seemed  with  hollow  eyes  to  glare 
on  the  murderer,  and  he,  first  petrified  with  horrori  stood  in 
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silence,  but  soon  cried  out :  "  Guilty  !  Guilty !  O  God ! " 
The  mystery  of  tbe  crime  was  over.  The  man  was  tried 
and  executed.  My  friends,  all  the  unpardoned  sins  of  our 
lives,  though  we  may  think  they  are  buried  out  of  sight  and 
gone  into  a  mere  skeleton  of  memory,  will  turn  up  in  the 
cemetery  of  the  past,  and  glower  upon  us  with  their  mis- 
doings. I  say  all  our  unpardoned  sins.  Oh,  have  you  done 
the  preposterous  thing  of  supposing  that  good  resolutions 
for  the  future  will  wipe  out  the  past.  Good  resolutions, 
thougb  they  may  be  pungent  and  caustic  as  alkali,  have  no 
power  to  neutralise  a  sin — have  no  power  to  wash  away  a 
transgression.  It  wants  something  more  than  earthly 
chemistry  to  do  this.  Yea,  yea,  though  ''I  wash  myself 
with  snow-water,  and  should  I  cleanse  my  hands  in  alkali, 
yet  shalt  Thou  plunge  me  in  the  ditch,  and  mine  own 
clothes  shall  abhor  me." 

You  see  from  the  last  part  of  this  text  that  Job's  idea  of 
sin  was  very  different  from  that  of  Lord  Byron  or  Eugene 
Sue,  or  George  Sand,  or  M.  J.  Michelet,  or  any  of  the  hun- 
dreds of  writers  who  have  done  up  iniquity  in  mezzotint, 
and  garlanded  the  wine  cup  with  eglatine  and  rosemary,  and 
made  the  path  of  the  libertine  end  in  bowers  of  ease  instead 
of  on  the  hot  flagging  of  infernal  torture.  You  see  that  Job 
thinks  that 

SIN   IS   NOT  A  FLOWEBY   PABTEBBE : 

that  it  is  not  a  table-land  of  fine  prospects ;  that  it  is  not 
music,  dulcimer,  violoncello,  Castanet,  and  Pandean  pipes, 
all  making  music  together.  Ko.  He  says  it  is  a  ditch, 
long,  deep,  loathsome,  stenchful,  and  we  are  all  plunged 
into  it,  and  there  we  wallow,  and  sink,  and  struggle,  not 
able  to  get  out.  Our  robes  of  propriety  and  robes 
of  worldly  profession  are  saturated  in  the  slime  and 
abomination,  and  our  soul,   covered  over  with  transgres- 
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fiion,  hates  its  covering,  and  the  covering  hates  the  soul, 
until  we  are  plugged  into  the  ditch,  and  our  own  clothes 
abhor  us. 

I  know  that  some  modem  religionists  caricature  sorrow 
for  sin,  and  they  make  out  an  easier  path  than  the  "  pilgrim's 
progress  **  that  John  Banyan  dreamed  of.  The  road  they 
travel  does  not  travel  where  John's  did,  at  the  City  of  De- 
struction, but  at  the  gate  of  the  university ;  and  I  am 
very  certain  that  it  will  not  come  out  where  John's  did, 
under  the  shining  ramparts  of  the  celestial  city.  No 
repentance;  no  pardon.  If  you  do  not,  my  brother,  feel 
that  you  are  down  in  the  ditch,  what  do  you  want  of 
Christ  to  lift  you  out?  If  you  have  no  appreciation  of 
the  fact  that  you  are  astray,  what  do  you  want  of  Him 
who  came  to  seek  and  save  that  which  was  lost  ?  Touder 
is  the  Scotia^  the  swiftest  of  the  Cunarders,  coming  across 
the  Atlantic.  The  wind  is  abaft,  so  that  she  has  not 
only  her  engines  at  work,  but  all  sails  up.  I  am  on 
board  the  Sjfain,  of  the  National  line.  The  boat-davits 
are  swung  around.  The  boat  is  lowered.  I  get  into  it  with 
a  red  flag,  and  cross  over  to  where  the  Scotia  is  coming, 
and  I  wave  the  flag.  The  captain  looks  ofE  from  the  bridge, 
and  says :  "  What  do  you  want  ?  "  I  reply :  "  I  come  to 
take  some  of  your  passengers  across  to  the  other  vessel ;  I 
think  they  will  be  safer  and  happier  there."  The  captain 
would  look  with  indignation,  and  say :  **  Get  out  of  the  way, 
or  I  will  run  you  down."  And  then  I  would  back  oars,  amid 
the  jeering  of  two  or  three  hundred  people  looking  over  the 
taSrail.  Bat  the  Spain  and  the  Scotia  meet  under  different 
eircumstanoes  after  awhile.  The  Scotia  is  coming  out  of  a 
cyclone;  the  life-boats  all  smashed;  the  bulwarks  gone; 
the  wheel  off ;  the  vessel  rapidly  going  down.  The  boat- 
swain gives  his  liast  whistle  of  despairing  command.  The 
passengers  run  up  and  down  the  deck,  and  some  pray,  and 
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all  make  a  great  ontcrj.  The  captain  says:  ^'YouliaTe 
about  fifteen  minutes  now  to  prepare  for  the  next  world." 
''  No  hope!"  sounds  from  stem  to  stern,  and  from  the  ratlines 
down  to  the  cabin.  I  see  the  distress.  I  am  let  down  bj 
the  side  of  the  Sjoain. 

1  PUSH   OFF  AS   FAST  AS  I   CAN 

towards  the  sinking  Scotia.  Before  I  come  up,  people  are 
leaping  into  the  water  in  their  anxiety  to  get  to  the  boat, 
and  when  I  hare  swuag  up  under  the  side  of  the  Scotia,  the 
frenzied  passengers  rush  through  the  gangway  until  the 
officers,  with  axe,  and  dubs,  and  pistols,  try  to  keep  back 
the  crowd,  each  wanting  his  turn  to  come  next.  There  is 
but  one  life-boat,  and  they  all  want  to  get  into  it,  and  the 
cry  is :  ^'  Me  next !  me  next ! "  You  see  the  application 
before  I  make  it.  As  long  as  a  man  g^ing  on  in  his  sin  feels 
that  all  is  well,  that  he  is  coming  out  at  a  beautiful  port, 
and  has  all  sail  set,  he  wants  no  rescue ;  but  if  under  the 
flash  of  G-od*s  convicting  spirit  he  shall  see  that  by  reason 
of  sin  he  is  dismasted  and  water-logged,  and  going  down 
into  the  trough  of  a  sea  where  he  cannot  liye,  how  soon  he 
puts  the  sea-glass  to  his  eye  and  sweeps  the  horizon,  and  at 
the  first  sign  of  help  cries  out :  ''  I  want  to  be  saved.  I  want 
to  be  saved  now.  I  want  to  be  saved  for  ever."  No  sense 
of  danger,  no  application  for  rescue. 

Ob,  that  God's  eternal  spirit  would  flash  upon  us  a  sense 
of  our  sinfulness.  The  Bible  tells  the  story  in  letters  of  fire, 
but  we  get  used  to  it.  We  joke  about  sin.  We  make  merry 
over  it.  What  is  sin P  Is  it  a  trifling  thing?  Sin  is  a 
vampire  that  is  sucking  out  the  life-blood  of  your  immortal 
nature.  Sin  P  It  is  a  BastUe  that  no  earthly  key  ever  un- 
locked. Sinp  It  is  expatriation  from  God  and  heaven.  SinP 
It  is  grand  larceny  against  the  Almighty,  for  the  Bible  asks 
the  question :  **  Will  a  man  rob  God  P  "  answering  it  in  the 
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affirmatiye.  This  Gospel  is  a  writ  of  repleyin  to  recover 
property  nnlawf allj  detained  from  God. 

The  bell  at  the  cemetery  gate  tolls.  The  procession  goes 
through,  and  ropes  are  wrapped  around  the  casket,  and  the 
casket  lowered  five  or  six  feet;  bnt  the  bodj  inside  the 
casket  is  no  more  dead  than  is  eyerj  man  until  he  has  been 
regenerated  bj  the  grace  of  Gk>d.  It  is  not  I  saj  so,  but  the 
Bible,  which  pronounces  us  dead,  dead — ^in  trespasses  and 
sins.  The  maniac  who  puts  around  his  brow  a  bunch  of 
straw,  and  thinks  it  is  a  crown,  and  holds  in  his  hand  a  stick, 
and  thinks  it  is  a  sceptre,  and  gathers  up  some  pebbles,  and 
thinks  they  are  diamonds,  is  no  more  beside  himself  than  is 
every  one  who  has  not  accepted  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  as 
his  personal  Saviour ;  for  the  Bible,  in  the  parable,  intimates 
that  every  prodigal  is  beside  himselfi  in  phantasia,  in  deli- 
rium, in  madness. 

THE   BIBLE   IS   NOT  COMPLIMENTABT 

in  its  language.  It  does  not  speak  mindngly  about  our 
sins.  It  does  not  talk  apologetically.  There  is  no  vermillion 
in  its  style.  It  does  not  cover  up  our  transgressions  with 
blooming  metaphor.  It  does  not  sing  about  them  in  weak 
falsetto ;  but  it  thunders  out :  **  The  imagination  of  man's 
heart  is  evil  from  his  youth.  Every  one  has  gone  back.  He 
has  altogether  become  filthy.  He  is  abominable,  and  filthy, 
and  drinketh  in  iniquity  like  water."  And  then  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  flings  down  at  our  feet  this  humiliating  cata- 
logue: ''Out  of  the  heart  proceedeth  evil  thoughts,  murders, 
adulteries,  fornication,  theft,  evil  speaking,  blasphemy."  Oh 
there  is  a  text  for  your  rationalist  to  preach  from.  Oh  the 
dignity  of  human  nature!  There  is  an  element  of  your 
science  of  man  that  the  anthropologist  never  has  had  the 
courage  to  touch,  and  the  Bible,  in  all  the  ins  and  outs  of 
the  most  forceful  style,  sets  forth  our  natural  pollution,  and 
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represents  iniquity  as  a  frightful  thing,  as  an  exhausting  thing, 
as  a  loathsome  thing.  It  is  not  a  mere  bemiring  of  the  feet, 
it  is  not  a  mere  befouling  of  the  hands,  it  is  going  down,  head 
and  ears  under,  in  a  ditch  until  our  ovm  clothes  abhor  us. 

Mj  brethren,  shall  we  stay  down  where  sin  thrusts  us  ? 
We  cannot  afford  to.  I  have,  to-night,  to  tell  you  that  there 
is  something  purer  than  snow-water,  something  more  pun- 
gent than  alkali,  and  that  is  the  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  that 
deanseth  from  all  sin.  Aye,  the  river  of  salvation,  bright, 
crystalline^  and  heaven-born,  rushes  though  this  audience 
with  billowy  tide,  strong  enough  to  wash  your  sins  completely 
and  for  ever  away.  Oh  Jesus,  let  the  dam  that  holds  it 
back  now  break,  and  the  floods  of  salyation  roll  over  us. 

''Let  the  water  and  the  hlood, 
From  thy  side  a  healing  flood, 
Be  of  sin  the  doahle  care, 
Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure.** 

THB   LOBD   JBSDS    CHBIST   BSNDS    OVER   YOU 

to-night,  and  offers  you  His  right  hand,  proposing  to  lift 
you  up,  first  making  you  whiter  than  snow,  and  then  raising 
you  to  glories  that  never  die.  "Billy,"  said  a  Christian 
bootblack  to  another,  "  when  we  come  up  to  heaven,  it  won't 
make  any  difference  that  we*ve  been  bootblacks  here,  for  we 
shall  get  in,  not  somehow  or  other,  but,  Billy,  we  shall  get 
straight  through  the  gate."  Oh,  if  you  only  knew  how  full, 
and  free,  and  tender  is  the  offer  of  Christ,  this  night  you 
would  all  take  Bim  without  one  single  exception ;  and  if  all 
the  doors  of  this  house  were  locked  saye  one,  and  you  were 
compelled  to  make  egress  by  only  one  door,  and  I  stood 
there  and  questioned  you,  and  the  G-ospel  of  Christ  had 
made  the  right  impression  upon  your  heart  to-night,  you 
would  answer  me  as  you  went  out,  one  and  all :  **  Jesus  is 
mine,  and  I  am  His."  Oh  that  this  might  be  the  night 
when  you  would  receive  HiuL 
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THE  CHRTSTIAN  AT  THE  BALLOT-BOX. 

• 

"8ome  therefore  cried  one  thing,  and  some  another  :  for  the  assembly 
was  confused ;  and  the  more  part  knew  not  wherefore  they  were  come 
together.  And  they  drew  Alexander  out  of  the  multitude,  the  Jews  put- 
ting him  forward.  And  Alexander  beckoned  with  the  hand,  aud  would 
have  made  his  defence  unto  the  people.  But  when  thev  knew  that  he 
was  a  Jew,  all  with  one  voice  about  the  space  of  two  hours  cried  oat : 
Great  is  Diana  of  the  fiphesians." — Acts  xlx.  32,  33,  34. 

EPHESXJS  was  upside  down.  A  manufactnrer  of  silver 
boxes  for  holding  heathen  images  had  called  his 
labourers  together  to  discass  the  behayiour  of  one  Paul, 
who  had  been  in  public  places  assaulting  image  worship,  and 
consequently  very  much  damaging  that  particular  business. 
There  was  great  excitement  in  the  city.  People  stood  in 
knots  along  the  streets,  violently  gesticulating  and  calling 
each  other  hard  names.  Some  of  the  people  favoured  the 
policy  of  the  silversmith ;  other  people  favoured  the  policy 
of  Paul.  There  were  great  moral  questions  involved ;  but 
these  did  not  bother  them  at  all.  The  only  question  about 
which  they  seemed  to  be  interested  was  concerning  the 
wages  and  the  salaried  positions.  The  silversmith  and  his 
compeers  had  put  up  factories  at  great  expense  for  the 
making  of  these  silver  boxes,  and  now,  if  this  new  policy  is 
to  be  inaugurated,  the  business  will  go  down,  the  labourers 
will  be  thrown  out  of  employment,  and  the  whole  city  will 
suffer.  Well,  what  is  to  be  done  P  "  Call  a  convention," 
says  some  one;  for  in  all  ages  a  convention  has  been  a 
panacea  for  public  evils.  The  convention  is  called,  and  as 
they  want  the  largest  room  in  the  city,  they  take  the  theatre. 
Having  there  assembled,  they  all  want  to  get  the  floor,  and 
they  all  want  to  talk  at  once.  You  know  what  excitement 
that  always  makes  in  a  convention  where  a  great  many 
people  want  to  talk  at  once.  Some  cried  one  thing,  some 
cried  another.  Some  wanted  to  denounce,  some  wanted  to 
resolve.    After  awhile  a  prominent  man  gets  the  floor,  and 
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he  begins  to  speak ;  bat  they  very  soon  liiss  bim  downi  and 
then  the  confasion  rises  into  worse  uproar,  and  tbej  begin 
to  shout,  all  of  them  together,  and  they  keep  on  until  they 
are  red  in  the  face  and  hoarse  in  the  throat,  for  two  long 
hours  crying  out :  ^'  G-reat  is  Diana  of  the  Ephesians !  Great 
is  Diana  of  the  Ephesians  1 " 

That  whole  scene  reminds  me  of  the  excitement  we  haye 
almost  eyery  autumn  at  the  elections.  While  that  goddess 
Diana  has  lost  her  worshippers,  and  her  temples  haye  gone 
into  the  dust,  the  American  people  want  to  set  up  a  god  in 
place  of  it,  and  they  want  us  all  to  bow  down  before  it ;  and 
that  god  is  Political  Party.  Considering  our  superior 
ciyilization,  I  haye  to  declare  to  you  that  the  Ephesian 
idolatry  was 

LESS  OFFENSrVE   IN   THE   SIGHT   OF   OOD 

than  is  this  all-absorbing  American  partizanship.  While 
there  are  honest  men,  true  men.  Christian  men,  who  stand 
in  both  political  parties,  and  who  come  into  the  autumnal 
elections  resolying  to  serye  their  city,  or  their  state, 
or  the  nation  in  the  best  possible  way,  I  haye  noticed  also 
that  with  many  it  is  a  mere  contest  between  the  ins  and  the 
outs — those  who  are  in  trying  to  stay  in  and  keep  the  outs 
out,  and  those  who  are  out  trying  to  get  in  and  thrust  the 
ins  out.  And  one  party  cries:  ''G-reat  is  Diana  of  the 
Ephesians ! "  and  the  other  party  cries :  ''  Great  is  Diana  of 
the  Ephesians ! "  neither  of  them  honest  enough  to  say : 
*  Great  is  my  pocket-book !  " 

Once  or  twice  a  year  it  is  my  custom  to  talk  to  the  people 
about  public  affairs  from  what  I  call  a  Christian  stand- 
point, and  this  morning  I  haye  chosen  for  that  daty.  I  hope 
to  say  a  practical  word.  History  tells  us  of  a  sermon  once 
preached  amid  the  highlands  of  Scotland — sl  sermon  two 
hours  long—on  the  sin  of  luzaryi  where  there  were  not  more 
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than  tHree  pairs  of  shoes  in  the  audience :  and  daring  our 
last  war  a  good  man  went  into  a  hospital  distributmg  tracts, 
and  gaye  a  tract  on  '*  The  Sin  of  Dancing  "  to  a  man  whose 
both  legs  had  been  amputated !  But  I  hope  this  morning  to 
present  an  appropriate  and  adapted  word,  as  next  Tuesday, 
at  the  ballot-box,  great  affairs  are  to  be  settled.  The  Eey. 
Dr.  Emmons,  in  the  early  history  of  our  country,  in  Massa- 
chusetts, preached  about  the  election  of  Thomas  Jefferson 
to  the  presidency.  The  Rev.  Dr.  Mayhew,  of  Boston,  in  the 
early  days  of  our  republic,  preached  about  the  repeal  of  the 
Stamp  Act.  There  are  times  when  ministers  of  Christ  must 
look  off  upon  public  affairs  and  discuss  them.  We  need  go 
back  to  no  example.  Every  man  is,  before  G-od,  responsible 
for  his  own  duty.  If  the  Norwegian  boasts  of  his  home  of 
rocks,  and  the  Siberian  is  pleased  with  his  land  of  perpetual 
snow ;  if  the  Eoman  thought  that  the  muddy  Tiber  was  the 
favoured  river  in  the  sight  of  heaven,  and  if  the  Laplander 
shivers  out  his  eulogy  of  his  native  clime ;  and  if  the  Chinese 
have  pity  for  anybody  born  outside  the  flowery  kingdom, 
shall  not  we,  bom  under  these  fair  skies,  and  standing  day 
by  day  amid  these  glorious  civil  and  religious  liberties,  be 
public-spirited  P  I  propose  to  tell  the  people  very  plainly 
what  I  consider  to  be  their  Christian  duty  at  the  ballot-box. 
First :  Set  yourselves  against  all  political  Jalsehood,  The 
most  monstrous  lies  ever  told  in  this  country  are  during  the 
elections.  I  stop  at  the  door  of  a  Democratic  meeting  and 
listen,  and  hear  that  the  Eepublicans  are  thieves.  I  stop  at 
the  door  of  a  Eepublican  meeting  and  listen,  and  hear  that 
the  Democrats  are  scoundrels.  Our  public  men  are  micro- 
scopized,  and  the  truth  distorted. 

WHO  BBLIGVBS  A   TENTH   PABT 

of  what  he  reads  or  hears  in  the  autumnal  elections  P    Men 
who,  at  other  seasons  of  the  year,  are  more  careful  in  their 
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speech,  beooine  pedlars  of  scandal.  In  the  far  east  there  is 
a  place  where,  once  a  year,  they  let  the  people  do  as  they 
please  and  say  what  they  please,  and  the  place  is  full  of 
uproar,  misrule,  and  wickedness,  and  they  call  it  tho  '*  Devil's 
day."  The  nearest  approximation  to  that  in  this  country 
has  been  the  first  Tuesday  in  November.  The  community  at 
such  times  seems  to  say :  '*  Go  to,  now ;  let  us  have  a  good 
time  at  lying."  PromiDcnt  candidates  for  office  are  denounced 
as  renegade  and  inebriate.  A  small  lie  will  start  in  the 
comer  of  a  countiy  newspaper,  and  keep  on  running  until  it 
has  captured  the  printing-presses  of  the  whole  continent. 
What  garbling  of  speeches!  What  misinterpretation  of 
motives !  What  misrepresentation  of  individual  antecedents ! 
To  capture  the  unwary,  you  shall  have  a  ticket  with  a  Demo- 
cratic heading  and  Republican  names  following,  and  then  a 
Eepublican  heading  with  Democratic  names  follo¥m3g,  and 
the  poor  man  will  stand  at  the  polls  bewildered ;  at  last,  per- 
haps, voting  for  those  whom  he  has  been  three  weeks  voci- 
ferously denouncing.  Oh,  Christian  men,  frown  upon  this 
political  falsehood.  Bemember  that  a  politioal  lie  is  as  black 
as  any  other  kind  of  a  lie.  G-od  has  recorded  all  the  false- 
hoods that  have  been  told  at  the  city,  state,  or  national  elec- 
tions since  the  foundation  of  this  government,  and,  though 
the  perpetrators  and  their  victims  may  have  gone  into  the 
dust,  in  the  last  day  judgment  will  be  awarded.  The  false- 
hoods that  Aaron  Burr  breathed  into  the  ear  of  Blenner- 
hasset,  the  slanders  that  Lieut.-Gen.  Gage  proclaimed  about 
George  Washington,  the  misrepresentations  in  regard  to 
James  Monroe,  are  as  fresh  on  God's  Book  to-day  as  the  lie 
that  was  printed  last  week  about  Samuel  J.  Tilden  or 
Gt)vemor  Dix.  And  all  liars  shall  have  their  place  in  the 
lake  which  burneth  with  fire  and  brimstone,  which  is  the 
second  death. 

Again :  I  counsel  you  a$   Christian  men  to  set  youraclres 
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against  the  miause  of  money  in  political  campaigns^  Of  tlie 
tens  of  thousands  of  dollars  already  spent  this  autumn,  how 
much  of  the  amount  do  jou  suppose  has  been  properly  used  ? 
You  have  a  right  to  spend  money  for  the  publishing  of 
political  tracts,  for  the  establishment  of  organizations  for 
the  carrying  out  of  what  you  consider  to  be  the  best ;  you 
haye  a  right  to  appeal  to  the  reason  of  men,  by  argument 
and  statistics,  and  by  facts ;  but  he  who  puts  a  bribe  into  the 
hand  of  a  voter,  or  plies  weak  men  with  mercenary  and  oor« 
rupt  motives, 

COMMITS  A   SIN  AGAINST   CK)D 

and  the  nation.  Bribery  is  one  of  the  most  appalling  sln9 
of  this  country.  G-od  says:  ^' Fires  shall  consume  the 
tabernacles  of  bribery."  Have  nothing  to  do  with  such  m 
sin,  O  Christian  man !  Fling  it  from  the  ballot-box.  Hand 
oyer  to  the  police  the  man  who  attempts  to  tamper  with 
your  vote,  and  remember  that  elections  that  cannot  )>9 
carried  without  bribes  ought  never  to  be  carried  at  all. 

Again :  I  ash  you  aa  Christian  men  to  set  yourselves  ogaMlH 
the  dissipaiions  that  hover  over  the  hatlot-hox.  Let  me  say  that 
no  man  can  afford  to  go  into  political  life  who  is  not  a 
teetotaller.  Hot  political  discussion  somehow  •  creates  an 
unnatural  thirst,  and  hundreds  of  thousands  of  men  have 
gone  down  into  drunkenness  through  political  life.  After 
an  exciting  canvass  through  the  evening  you  must  ''take 
something,"  and  rising  in  the  morning  with  less  animation 
than  usual  you  must  "  take  something,"  and  going  off  among 
your  comrades  through  the  forenoon  you  meet  political 
friends  and  you  must  ''take  something,"  and  in  the  after- 
noon you  meet  other  political  friends  and  you  must "  take 
something,"  and  before  night  has  come  something  has  taken 
you.  There  are  but  few  cases  where  men  have  been  able  to 
stand  up  against  the  dissipations  of  political  life.    Joseph 
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was  a  politician,  but  he  maintained  his  integiitj.  Daniel 
was  a  politidan,  but  he  was  a  teetotaler  to  the  last.  Abra- 
ham was  a  politician,  but  he  was  always  characterized  as  the 
father  of  the  f aithf uL 

MOSES  WAS  A  POLITICLA.K; 

the  grandest  of  them ;  but  he  honoured  Ood  more  than  he 
did  the  Pharaohs.  And  there  are  hundreds  of  Christian 
men  now  in  the  political  parties  maintaining  their  integrity, 
even  when  they  are  obliged  to  stand  amid  the  blasted,  lecher- 
ous, and  loathsome  crew  that  sometimes  surround  the  ballot- 
box;  these  Christian  men  doing  their  political  duty,  and 
then  coming  back  to  the  prayer-meetings  and  Christian 
circles  as  pure  as  when  they  went  out.  But  that  is  not  the 
ordinary  circumstance ;  that  is  the  exception.  How  often 
you  see  men  coming  back  from  the  political  conflict^  and 
their  eye  is  glazed,  and  their  cheek  has  an  unnatural  flush, 
and  they  talk  louder  than  they  usually  do,  i^nd  at  the  least 
provocation  they  will  bet,  and  you  say  they  are  convivial  or 
they  are  exceedingly  vivacious,  or  you  apply  some  other 
sweet  name  to  them ;  but  Gk>d  knows  they  are  drunk !  Some 
of  you,  a  month  or  six  weeks  ago,  had  no  more  religion  than 
you  ought  to  have,  and  after  the  elections  are  over,  to  calcu- 
late how  much  religion  you  have  left  will  be  a  sum  in  vulgar 
fractions.     Oh,  the  pressure  is  tremendous. 

How  many  mighty  intellects  have  gone  down  under  the 
dissipation  of  politics.  I  think  of  one  who  came  from  the 
West.  He  was  able  to  stand  out  against  the  whole  American 
Senate.  G-od  had  given  him  faculties  enough  to  govern  a 
kingdom,  or  to  frame  a  constitution.  His  voice  was  terrible 
to  his  country's  enemies,  and  a  mighty  inspiration  in  the 
day  of  national  penl.  He  was  in  a  fair  way  to  become  our 
president;  but  twenty  glasses  of  strong  drink  a  day  were 
his  usual  allowance,  and  he  went  down  into  the  habits  of  a 
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confirmed  inebriate.  Alas  for  HinL  Thongh  a  costly  monn- 
ment  has  been  reared  over  bis  resting-place,  and  tboogb  in 
the  presence  of  tbe  laying  of  the  comer-stone  there  stood 
military  and  ecclesiastical  dignitaries^  the  young  men  of  this 
country  shall  not  be  denied  the  lawfol  lesson  that  the 
agency  by  which  the  world  was  robbed  of  one  of  its  mightiest 
intellects,  and  our  conntry  of  one  of  its  ablest  constitutional 
defenders,  was  the  dissipation  of  political  life.  You  want 
to  know  who  I  mean  P  Yonng  man,  ask  yonr  father  when 
yon  get  home.  Oh  the  adverse  tide  is  fearful,  and  I  warn 
yon  against  it. 

You  need  not  go  far  off  to  find  the  worn-out  politician.  Here 
he  is  stumbling  along  the  highway,  his  limbs  hardly  able  to 
hold  him  up.  Bent  over  and  pale  with  exhausting  sicknesses. 
Surly  to  anybody  who  accosts  him.  His  last  decent  article 
of  apparel  pawned  for  strong  drink.  Glad  if,  when  going  by 
a  grocery,  some  low  acquaintance  invites  him  in  to  take  a  sip 
of  ale,  and  then  wiping  his  lip  with  his  greasy  sleeve, 

KICKED  OFF  TBS  8TBF8 

by  men  who  once  were  proud  to  be  his  constituents.  Man- 
hood obliterated.  Lip  blistered  with  a  curse.  Scars  of 
brutal  assault  on  cheek  and  brow.  Foul-mouthed.  A 
crouching,  staggering,  wheezing  wretch.  No  friends.  No 
Ood.  No  hope.  No  heaven.  That  is  your  worn-out  politi- 
cian. That  is  what  some  of  you  will  become  unless  by  this 
morning's  warning,  and  the  mercy  of  GK)d,  your  steps  are 
arrested.  Oh,  there  are  no  words  enough  potent,  enough 
consuming,  enough  danming  to  describe  the  horrible  dronken- 
ness  that  has  rolled  over  this  land,  and  that  has  bent 
down  the  necks  of  some  of  the  mightiest  inteUects  until  they 
have  been  compelled  to  drink  out  of  the  trough  of  bestiality 
and  abomination.  I  warn  young  men  against  political  life 
unless  thev  are  teetotalers  and  consecrated  Chiistian  men* 

s  2 
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Again :  I  counsel  you  (hat  when  fou  go  to  fke  haUoi-box  ai 
(he  cUy,  or  the  state  or  the  national  eleetionSy  fom  recognise  Crod 
amd  appeal  to  Him  for  His  blessing.  There  is  a  power  higher 
than  the  ballot-box,  than  the  gubernatorial  chair,  than  the 
presidential  White  House.  It  ia  high  time  that  we  put  less 
confidence  in  political  platforms  and  more  confidence  in  (Jod. 
See  what  a  weak  thing  is  human  foresight.  How  little  our 
wise  men  seem  to  know.  See  how,  CTery  autunm,  thousands 
of  men  who  are  claml>^ring  up  for  higher  positions  are 
turned  under.  G-od  upkecs  thenu  Every  man,  erery  i>artyy 
erery  nation,  has  a  mission  to  perform.  Failing  to  perform 
it,  down  he  goes,  down  it  goes.  God  said  to  the  House  of 
Bourbon  :  ^  Remodel  France  and  establish  equity."  House 
of  Bourbon  would  not  do  it.  Down  it  went.  Qt<A  said  to 
the  House  of  Stuart :  ^  Make  the  English  people  free,  €h>d- 
fearing,  and  happy."  House  of  Stuart  would  not  do  it. 
Down  it  went.  God  said  to  the  House  of  Hapsbnrg :  ^^  Bule 
Austria  in  righteousness,  and  open  the  prison  houses  until 
he  captiyes  shall  go  free."  House  of  Hapsburg  refuses  to 
do  it.  Down  it  goes.  God  says  to  the  political  parties  in 
this  day:  ''By  the  principles  of  Christianity,  remodel, 
goyem,  educate,  saye  the  people.''  Failing  to  do  that,  down 
they  go,  burying  in  their  ruins  their  disciples  and  adyocates. 
God  can  epare  all  the  political  intriguers  of  this  day,  and 
can  raise  up  another  generation  who  shall  do  justice  and 
loye  mercy.  If  God  could  spare  Luther  before  the  Reforma- 
tion was  done,  and  if  He  could  spare  Washington  before 
free  goyersment  had  been  fully  tested,  and  if  He  could 
spare  Howard  before  more  than  one  out  of  a  thousand 
dungeons  had  been  alleviated,  and  if  He  could  spare  Robert 
MoOheyne  just  as  Scotland  was  gathering  to  his  burning 
utterances,  and  if  He  could  spare  Thomas  Clarkson  while 
yet  millions  of  his  fellow  men  had  chains  rustiog  to  the 
bone,  then 
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HB  CAN   SPABB  ANT  MAN, 

and  He  can  spare  any  party.  That  man,  wlio  throngli 
cowardice  or  blind  idolatry  of  party  forsakes  the  cause  of 
righteoasness,  goes  down,  and  the  armed  battalions  of  Qoi 
inarch  over  him. 

Oh,  Christian  men,  take  ont  yonr  Bible  this  afternoon,  and 
in  the  light  of  that  Word,  make  up  your  mind  as  to  what 
is  your  duty  as  citizens.  Eemember  that  the  highest  kind  of 
a  patriot  is  a  Christian  patriot.  Consecrate  yourselves  first 
to  God,  then  you  will  know  how  to  consecrate  yourselyes  to 
your  country.  All  these  political  excitements  will  be  gone. 
Ballot-boxes  and  gubernatorial  chairs  and  continents  will 
smoke  in  the  final  conflagration ;  but  those  who  love  G-od 
and  do  their  best,  shall  come  to  lustrous  dominion  after  the 
stars  have  ceased  their  shining,  and  the  ocean  has  heaved  its 
last  billow,  and  the  closing  thunder  of  the  judgment-day 
shall  toll  at  the  funeral  of  a  world !  Oh,  prepare  for  that 
day  1  Next  Tuesday  questions  of  the  State  will  be  settled ; 
but  there  comes  a  day  when  the  questions  of  eternity  will 
be  decided.  You  may  vote  right  and  may  get  the  victory  at  the 
ballot-box,  and  yet  suffer  eternal  defeat.  After  you  have 
cast  your  last  vote,  where  will  you  go  to  P  In  this  country 
there  are  two  parties.  You  belong  to  the  one  or  the  other 
of  them.  Likewise  in  eternity  there  will  be  two  parties,  and 
only  two.  **  These  shall  go  away  into  everlasting  punish- 
ment ;  but  the  righteous  into  life  eternal."  To  which  party 
will  you  belong  P  Gk)d  grant  that,  while  you  look  after  the 
welfare  of  the  land  in  which  God  has  graciously  cast  your 
lot,  you  may  not  forget  to  look  after  your  soul — ^blood- 
bought,  judgment-bound,  immortal  i    God  save  the  people  I 
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"An  thj  gsnuenta  smeD  of  mynli,  and  aloes,  and  cassia,  out  of  Ilia 
iroiy  psiaces.'* — Fsalau  xIt.  8. 

AMONG  the  grand  adonnnents  of  tlie  dty  of  Paris  ia 
the  church  of  Notre  Dame,  with  its  great  towers, 
and  eLiborate  rose-windowsy  and  scnlptoring  of  the  last 
judgment,  with  the  tnunpeting  angels  and  rising  dead ;  its 
battlements  of  qnatrefoii;  its  sacristy,  with  ribbed  ceiling 
and  statoes  of  saints.  Bat  there  was  nothing  in  all  that 
bmlding  which  more  vividlj  appealed  to  mj  plain  repub- 
lican tastes  than  the  costlj  yestments  which  laid  in  oaken 
presses,  robes  that  had  been  embroidered  with  gold  and 
been  worn  bj  popes  and  archbishops  on  great  occasions. 
There  was  a  robe  in  which  Pius  YIL  had  appeared  at  the 
crowning  of  the  first  Napoleon.  There  was  also  a  yestment 
that  had  been  worn  at  the  baptism  of  Napoleon  IL  As  onr 
gnide  opened  the  oaken  presses  and  brought  out  these  yest- 
ments of  fabulous  cost,  and  lifted  them  up,  the  fragrance  of 
the  pungent  aromatics  in  which  thej  had  been  preseryed 
filled  the  place  with  a  sweetness  that  was  almost  oppressiye. 
Nothing  that  had  been  done  in  stone  more  yiyidl j  impressed 
me  than  these  things  that  had  been  done  in  doth,  and  em- 
broidery, and  perfume. 

But  now,  my  friends,  I  open  the  drawer  of  this  text,  and 
I  look  upon  the  kingly  robes  of  Christ ;  and  as  I  lift  them, 
flashing  with  eternal  jewels,  the  whole  house  is  filled  with 
the  aroma  of  these  garments,  which  **  smell  of  myrrh,  and 
aloes,  and  cassia,  out  of  the  iyory  palaces." 

In  my  text  the  King  steps  forth ;  His  robes  rustle  and 
blaze  as  He  adyances.  His  pomp,  and  power,  and  glory, 
oyermaster  the  spectator.  More  brilliant  is  He  than  Queen 
Yashti  moying  amid  the  Persian  princesses;  than  Marie 
Antoinette  on  the  day  when  Louis  XVI.  put  upon  her  the 
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necklace  of  eight  htiiidred  gems ;  than  Anne  Boleyn  tlie 
daj  when  Henry  YIII.  welcomed  her  to  his  palace.  All 
beantj  and  all  pomp  forgotten,  while  we  stand  in  the  presence 
of  this  imperial  glory.  King  of  Zion.  Eing  of  earth.  King 
of  heaven.  King  for  eyerF  His  garments  not  worn  out, 
not  dust  bedraggled,  bat  radiant,  and  jewelled,  and  redolent. 
It  seems  as  if  they  most  hare  been  pressed  a  hundred  years 
amid  the  flowers  of  heayen.  The  wardrobes  from  which 
they  have  been  taken  must  have  been  sweet  with  clusters  of 
camphire  and  frankincense,  and  aJl  manner  of  precious  wood. 
Do  you  not  inhale  the  odours  P  Aye,  aye.  They  **  smell  of 
myrrh,  and  aloes,  and  cassia,  out  of  the  ivory  palaces.'' 

Your  first  curiosity  to-night  is  to  know  why  the  rohea  of 
Christ  are  odorous  with  myrrh.  This  was  a  bright-leafed 
Abyssinian  plant.  It  was  tri-f oliated.  The  G-reeks,  Egyp- 
tians, Bomans,  and  Jews  bought  and  sold  it  at  a  high  pric6. 
The  first  present  that  was  ever  given  to  Christ  was  a  sprig 
of  myrrh,  thrown  on  His  infantile  bed  in  Bethlehem ;  and 
the  last  gift  that  Christ  ever  had  was  myrrh  pressed  into 
the  cup  of  His  crucifixion.  The  natives  would  take  a  stone 
and  bruise  the  tree,  and  then  there  would  exude  a  gum  that 
would  saturate  all  the  ground  beneath.  This  gum  was  used 
for  purposes  of  merchandise.  One  piece  of  it,  no  longer 
than  a  chesnut,  would  whelm  a  whole  room  with  odours.  It 
was  put  in  closets,  in  chests,  in  drawers,  in  rooms,  and  its 
perfume  adhered  almost  interminably  to  anything  that  was 
anywhere  near  it.  So,  when  in  my  text  I  read  that  Christ's 
garments  smell  of  myrrh,  I  immediately  conclude  the 
exquisite  sweetness  of  Jesus.  I  know  that  to  many  He  is 
only  like  any  historical  person.  Another  John  Howard. 
Another  Frederick  Oberland.    Another  Confucius.    A 

GRAND   SUBJEC^r  FOR  A   PAINTING. 

A  heroic  theme  for  a  poem.    A  beautiful  form  for  a  statue. 
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Bat  to  those  who  have  heard  His  Toice,  and  felt  His  pardooi 
and  received  His  beDediction,  He  is  masic,  and  light,  and 
warmth,  and  thrill,  and  eternal  fragrance*  Sweet  as  a 
friend  sticking  to  you  when  all  else  betray.  Lifting  you 
up  while  others  try  to  posh  you  down.  Not  so  much  like 
m'>riiing- glories,  that  bloom  only  when  the  sun  is  oomiDg 
up,  nor  like  "  four-o'clocks,"  that  bloom  onlj  when  the 
sun  is  going  down ;  but  like  myrrh,  perpetuallj  aromatic ; 
the  same  morning,  noon,  and  night,  yesterday^  to-day, 
for  ever.  It  seems  as  if  we  cannot  wear  Him  out.  We  put 
on  Him  all  our  burdens,  and  af&ict  Him  with  all  our  griefs, 
and  set  Him  foremost  in  all  our  battles,  and  yet  He  is  ready 
to  lift,  and  to  sympathize,  and  to  help.  We  have  so  imposed 
upon  Him,  that  one  would  think  in  eternal  afiEront  He  would 
quit  our  souls ;  and  yet  to-night  He  addresses  us  with  the 
same  tenderness,  dawns  upon  us  with  the  same  smile,  pities 
us  with  the  same  compassion.  There  is  no  name  like  His 
for  us.  It  is  more  imperial  than  Caesar's,  more  musical  than 
Beethoven's,  more  conquering  than  Charlemagne's,  more 
eloquent  than  Cicero's.  It  throbs  with  all  life.  It  weeps 
with  all  pathos.  It  groans  with  all  pain.  It  stoops  with 
all  condescension.  It  breathes  with  all  perfume.  Who  like 
Jesus  to  set  a  broken  bone,  to  pity  a  houseless  orphan,  to 
nurse  a  sick  man,  to  take  a  prodigal  back  without  any 
scolding,  to  illumine  a  cemetery  all  ploughed  with  graves, 
to  make  a  queen  unto  God  out  of  the  lost  woman  of  the 
street,  to  catch  the  tears  of  human  sorrow  in  a  lachrymal 
that  shall  never  be  broken  P  Who  has  such  an  eye  to  see 
our  need,  such  a  lip  to  kiss  away  our  sorrow,  such  a  hand  to 
snatch  us  out  of  the  fire,  such  a  foot  to  trample  our  enemies, 
such  a  heart  to  embrace  all  our  necessities  P  I  struggle  for 
some  metaphor  with  which  to  express  Him.  He  is  not  like 
the  bursting  forth  of  a  full  orchestra ;  that  is  too  loud.  He 
is  not  like  the  sea  when  lashed  to  rage  by  the  tempest ;  that 
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is  too  boisterous.  He  is  not  like  the  mountaiiiy  its  brow 
wreathed  with  the  lightnings ;  that  is  too  solitaiy.  Give  us 
a  softer  type,  a  gentler  comparison.  We  have  seemed  to  see 
Him  with  our  eyes,  and  to  hear  Him  with  our  ears,  and  to 
touch  Him  with  our  hands.  Oh  that  to-night  He  might 
appear  to  some  other  one  of  our  five  senses.  Aye,  the 
nostril  shall  discover  His  presence.  He  comes  upon  us  like 
spice  gales  from  heaven.  Yea,  His  garments  smell  of 
pungent,  lasting,  and  all  pervasive  myrrh. 

Oh  that  you  all  knew  His  sweetness!  How  soon  you 
would  turn  from  your  revels.  If  the  philosopher  leaped  out 
of  his  bath  in  a  frenzy  of  joy,  and  clapped  his  hands,  and 
rushed  through  the  streets  because  he  had  found  the  solution 
of  a  mathematical  problem,  how  will  you  feel,  leaping  from 
the  fountain  of  a  Saviour's  mercy  and  pardon,  washed  clean 
and  made  white  as  snow,  when  the  question  has  been 
solved :  " How  can  my  soul  be  saved?  "  Naked,  frost-bitten, 
storm-lashed  soal,  let  Jesus  this  night  throw  around  thee 
the  ''  garments  that  smell  of  myrrh,  and  aloes,  and  cassia, 
out  of  the  ivory  palaces." 

Your  second  curiosity  is  to  know  why  the  rohes  of  Jesus  are 
odorous  with  aloes.  There  is  some  difference  of  opinion  about 
where  these  aloes  grew,  what  is  the  colour  of  the  flower, 
what  is  the  particular  appearance  of  the  herb.  Suffice  it  for 
you  and  me  to  know  that  aloes  mean  bitterness  all  the  world 
over ;  and  when  Christ  comos  with  garments  bearing  that 
particular  odour,  they  suggest  to  me 

THE  BITTEBNSSS   OF  A    SAYIOTJB's   BUFFSBINa. 

Were  there  ever  such  nights  as  Jesus  lived  through — ^nights 
on  the  mountain,  nights  on  the  sea,  nights  in  the  desert  P 
Who  ever  had  such  a  hard  reception  as  Jesus  had?    A. 
hostelry  the  first,  an  unjust  trial  in    oyer   and   terminer 
another,  a  foul-mouthed,  yelling  mob  the  last.    Was  there 
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a  space  on  His  back  as  wide  as  jonr  two  fingeni  wliere  He 
was  not  whipped  P  Was  there  a  space  on  His  brow  an  indi 
square  where  He  was  not  cut  by  the  briers  P  When  the 
spike  struck  at  the  instep,  did  it  not  go  clear  through  to 
the  hollow  of  the  foot?  Oh,  long,  deep,  bitter  pilgrimage! 
Aloes!  aloes! 

John  leaned  his  head  on  Christ ;  but  who  did  Christ  lean 
on  P  Five  thousand  men  fed  by  the  Saviour ;  who  fed  Jesusf 
The  sympathy  of  a  Saviour's  heart  going  out  to  the  leper 
and  the  adulteress ;  but  who  soothed  Christ  P  Denied  both 
cradle  and  death-bed,  He  had  a  fit  place  neither  to  be  bom 
nor  to  die.  A  poor  babe,  a  poor  lad,  a  poor  young  man  I 
Not  so  much  as  a  taper  to  cheer  his  dying  hours  ;  even  the 
candle  of  the  sun  snuffed  out.  Oh,  was  it  not  all  aloes  P 
Our  sins,  sorrows,  bereavements,  losses,  and  all  the  agonies 
of  earth  and  hell  picked  up  as  in  one  cluster  and  squeezed 
into  one  cup,  and  that  pressed  to  His  lip  until  the  acrid, 
nauseating,  bitter  draught  was  swallowed  with  a  distorted 
countenance  and  a  shudder  from  head  to  foot,  and  a  gurgling 
strangulation.    Aloes,  aloes !     Nothing  but  aloes ! 

All  this  for  Himself  P  All  this  to  get  the  fame  in  the 
world  of  being  a  martyr  P  All  tlus  in  a  spirit  of  stubborn- 
ness, because  He  did  not  like  Augustus?  No,  no.  All 
this  because  He  wanted  to  pluck  you  and  me  from  helL 
Because  He  wanted  to  raise  you  and  me  to  heaven.  Because 
we  were  lost,  and  He  wanted  us  found.  Because  we  were 
blind,  and  He  wanted  us  to  see.  Because  we  were  serfs,  and 
He  wanted  us  manumitted.  Oh  ye  in  whose  cup  of  life  the 
saccharine  has  predominated;  oh  ye  who  have  had  bright 
and  sparkling  beverages,  how  do  ^ou  feel  towards  Him  who 
in  your  stead,  and  to  purchase  your  disenthralment,  took  the 
aloes,  the  imsavoury  aloes,  the  bitter  aloes  P 

Your  third  curiosity  is  to  know  why  these  garments  of  Christ 
are  odorous  with  cassia.    This  was  a  plant  that  grew  in  India 
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and  the  adjoining  islands.  You  do  not  care  to  hear  what  kind 
of  a  flower  it  had  or  what  kind  of  a  stalk.  It  is  enough  for 
me  to  tell  you  that  it  was  used  medicinally.  In  that  land 
and  in  that  age,  where  they  knew  but  little  about  pharmacy, 
cassia  was  used  to  arrest  many  forms  of  disease.  So  when 
in  my  text  we  find  Christ  coming  with  garments  that  smell 
of  cassia,  it  suggests  to  me  the  healing  and  curative  power 
of  the  Son  of  God.  "Oh,"  you  say,  "now  you  have  a 
superflous  idea.  We  are  not  sick.  Why  do  we  want  cassia  ? 
We  are  athletic  Our  respiration  is  perfect.  Our  limbs  are 
lithe,  and  in  these  autumnal  days  we  feel  we  could  bound 
like  the  roe."  I  beg  to  differ,  my  brother,  from  you.  None 
of  you  can  be  better  in  physical  health  than  I  am,  and  yet  I 
mast  say  we  are  all  sick.  I  have  taken  the  diagnosis  of 
your  case,  and  have  examined  all  the  best  authorities  on  the 
subject,  and  I  come  now  to  tell  you  that  you  are  full  of 
wounds,  and  bruises,  and  putrifying  sores,  which  have  not 
been  bound  up  or  mollified  with  ointment.  The  marasmus 
of  sin  is  on  us — ^the  palsy,  the  dropsy,  the  leprosy.  The 
man  that  is  expiring  to-night  in  Falton-street,  the  allo- 
pathic and  homoeopathic  doctors  having  given  him  up,  and 
his  friends  now  standing  around  to  take  his  last  words, 
is  no  more  certainly  dying  as  to  his  body  than  you  and  I 
are  dying,  unless  we  have  taken  the  medicine  from  Qod's 
apothecary.  All  the  leaves  of  this  Bible  are  only  so  many 
prescriptions  from  the  Divine  Physician,  written,  not  in 
Latin,  like  the  prescriptions  of  earthly  physicians,  but 
written  in  plain  English,  so  that  a  man,  though  a  fool,  need 
not  err  therein.  Thank  Gk)d  that  the  Saviour's  garments 
smeU  of  cassia.  If  you  have  not  taken  this  healing  medi- 
cine of  the  Gospel, 

YOTJ  ABE   DYINO  A   DEATH 

which  will  not,  perhaps,  put  your  body  into  the  cemetery  just 
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now,  but  you  are  dying  a  death  whicli  will  leave  the  sonl  in 
a  grave  whose  headstone  is  inscribed  with  this  epitaph :  **  In 
Memoriam :  Here  lies  a  man  who  missed  heaven.  This  is 
the  second  death.  Born  some  years  ago  on  earth;  died  last 
night  in  eternity." 

"  There  is  a  death  whose  pang 
Outlasts  the  fleeting  breath ; 
Oh,  what  eternal  horrors  hang 
Around  the  second  death ! " 

Suppose  a  man  were  sick,  and  «there  was  a  phial  on  his 
mantel-piece  with  medicine  he  knew  could  cure  him,  and  he 
refused  to  take  it.  What  would  you  say  of  him  P  He  is  a 
suicide.  And  what  do  you  say  of  that  man  who  to-night| 
sick  in  sin,  has  the  healing  medicine  of  God's  grace  offered 
him  and  refuses  to  take  it  P  If  he  dies,  he  is  a  suicide. 
People  talk  as  though  God  took  a  man  and  led  him  out  to 
darkness  and  death ;  as  though  He  brought  him  up  to  the 
cliffs  and  then  pushed  him  off.  Oh,  no.  When  a  man  is 
lost  it  is  not  because  God  pushed  him  off ;  it  is  because  he 
jumps  off.  In  olden  times  a  suicide  was  buried  at  the  cross- 
roads, and  the  people  were  accustomed  to  throw  stones  upon 
his  grave.  So  it  seems  to  me  there  may  be  in  this  house  to« 
night  a  man  who  is  destroying  his  own  soul,  and  as  though 
the  angels  of  God  were  here  to  bury  him  at  the  point  where 
the  roads  of  life  and  death  cross  each  other,  throwing  upon 
the  grave  the  broken  law  and  a  great  pile  of  misimproved 
privileges,  so  that  those  going  by  may  look  at  the  fearful 
mound  and  learn  what  a  suicide  it  is  when  an  immortal  soul, 
for  which  Jesus  died,  puts  itself  out  of  the  way. 

When  Christ  trod  this  planet  with  foot  of  flesh,  the  people 
rushed  after  Him — ^people  who  were  sick,  and  those  who, 
being  so  sick  they  could  not  walk,  were  brought  by  their 
friends.  Here  I  see  a  mother  holding  up  her  little  child, 
and  saying :  **  Cure  this  croup.  Lord  Jesus.   Core  this  scarlet 
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fever."  And  others  saying :  "  Care  this  ophthalmia.  Give 
ease  and  rest  to  this  spinal  distress.  Straighten  this  club 
foot."  Christ  made  every  house  where  He  stopped  a  dis« 
pensarjr.  I  do  not  believe  that  in  the  nineteen  centuries 
that  have  gone  hy  since  then.  His  heart  has  got  hard.  I 
feel  that  we  can  come  to-night,  with  all  our  wounds  of  soul, 
and  get  His  benediction.  Oh  Jesus,  here  we  are.  We  want 
healing.  We  want  sight.  We  want  health.  We  want  life. 
The  whole  need  not  a  physician,  but  they  that  are  sick. 
Blessed  be  God  that  Jesus  Christ  comes  through  this  assem- 
blage now,  His  **  garments  smelling  of  myrrh "  —  that 
means  fragrance — ''and  aloes" — they  mean  bitter  sacrificial 
memories  " — **  and  cassia  " — ^that  means  medicine  and  cure ; 
and  according  to  my  text.  He  comes  "out  of  the  ivory 
palaces." 

Tou  know,  or  if  you  do  not  know  I  will  tell  you  now,  that 
some  of  the  palaces  of  olden  times  were  adorned  with  ivory. 
Ahab  and  Solomon  had  their  homes  furnished  with  it.  The 
tusks  of  African  and  Asiatic  elephants  were  twisted  into  all 
manner  of  shapes,  and  there  were  stairs  of  ivory  and  chairs 
of  ivory,  and  tables  of  ivory,  and  floors  of  ivory,"  and  pillars 
of  ivory,  and  windows  of  ivory,  and  fountains  that  dropped 
into  basins  of  ivory,  and  rooms  that  had  ceilings  of  i^ory. 
Oh,  white  and  overmastering  beauty.  Green  tree  branches 
sweeping  the  white  curbs.  Tapestry  trailing  the  snowy 
floors.  Brackets  of  light^ashing  on  the  lustrous  surround* 
iogs.  Silvery  music  rippling  to  the  beach  of  the  arches* 
The  mere  thought  of  it  almost  stuns  my  brain,  and  you  say : 
"  Ob,  if  I  could  only  have  walked  over  such  floors !  If  I 
could  have  thrown  myself  in  such  a  chair !  If  I  could  have 
heard  the  drip  and  dash  of  those  fountains !" 

YOXT  SHALL  HAVE  SOMETHING  BETTER  THAN    THAT 

if  you  only  let  Christ  introduce  you.    From  that  place  He 
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came,  and  to  that  place  He  proposes  to  transport  yon ;  for 
His  **  garments  smell  of  mjrrh,  and  aloes,  and  cassia^  oiil  of 
the  ivory  palaces" 

Oh,  what  a  place  heaven  must  he !  The  Tnilleries  of  the 
French,  the  Windsor  Castle  of  the  English*  the  Spanish 
Alhambra,  the  Russian  Kremlin,  are  dungeons  compared  with 
it.  Not  so  many  castles  on  either  side  the  Rhine  as  are  ivory 
palaces  on  both  sides  of  the  river  of  God.  One  for  the 
angels,  insufferably  bright,  winged,  fire-eyed,  tempest- 
charioted.  One  for  the  martyrs,  with  blood-red  robes  from 
under  the  altar.  One  for  the  King,  the  steps  of  His  palace 
the  crowns  of  the  Church  Militant.  One  for  the  singers 
who  lead  the  one  hundred  and  forty  and  four  thousand. 
One  for  you,  ransomed  from  sin.  One  for  me,  plucked  from 
the  burnings.    Oh,  the  ivory  palaces  ! 

To-night  it  seems  to  me  as  if  the  windows  of  those  palaces 
were  illumined  for  some  great  victory,  and  I  look  in  and  see 
climbing  the  stairs  of  ivory,  and  walking  the  floors  of  ivory, 
and  looking  from  the  windows  of  ivory,  some  whom  we  knew 
and  loved  on  earth.    Yes,  I  know  them.     There  are  father 
and  mother,  not  eighty- two  years  and  seventy-nine  years,  as 
when  they  left  us,  but  blithe  and  joung  as  on  their  marriage 
day.     And  there  are  brothers  and  sisters,  merrier  than  when 
we  used  to  romp  across  the  meadows  together.     The  cough 
gone.    The  cancer  cured.    The  erysipelas  healed.     The  heart- 
break over.     Oh,  how  fair  they  are  in  the  ivory  palaces ! 
And  jour  dear  little  children  that  went    out    from   you* 
Christ  did  not  let  one  of  them  drop  as  He  lifted  them.     He 
did  not  wrench  them  from  you.     No ;  they  went  as  from  one 
they  loved  well  to  One  whom  they  loved  better.     If  I  should 
take  your  little  child  and  press  its  soft   face  against  my 
rough  cheek,  I  might  keep  it  a  little  while ;  but  v^hen  you, 
the  mother,  came  along,  it  would  struggle  to   go  v^ith  you. 
And  so  you  sat  holding  your  dying  child  when  Jesns  passed 
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by  in  the  room,  and  the  little  one  sprang  out  to  greet  Him. 
That  is  all.  Your  Cliristian  dead  did  not  go  down  into  the 
dust,  and  the  gravel,  and  the  mud.  Though  it  rained  all  that 
funeral  day,  and  the  water  came  up  to  the  wheel's  hub  as 
you  drove  out  to  the  cemetery,  it  made  no  difference  to  them, 
for  they  stepped  from  the  home  here  to  the  home  there, 
right  into  the  ivory  palaces.  All  is  well  with  them.  All  is 
well. 

When  I  was  thinking  out  this  sermon,  and  had  got  to 
about  this  point,  there  was  a  knock  at  my  door,  and  I 
received  a  telegram  from  a  very  dear  ministerial  friend.  It 
read:  "  My  wife  just  died.  Funeral  next  Tuesday.  Will 
you  be  one  of  the  pall-bearers  ? "  I  telegraphed  inime« 
diately  :  "  I  will."  Who  could  hold  back  at  such  a  time  P 
I  knew  I  could  carry  my  part  of  the  burden.  It  is  not  a 
dead  weight  that  you  lift  when  you  carry  a  Christian  out. 
Jesus  makes  the  bed  up  soft  with  velvet  promises,  and  He 
says :  "  Put  her  down  here  very  gently.  Put  that  head, 
which  will  never  ache  again,  on  this  pillow  of  hallelujahs. 
Send  up  word  that  the  procession  is  coming.  Bing  the  bells. 
£ing !  Open  your  gates,  ye  ivory  palaces."  And  so  your 
loved  ones  are  there.  They  are  just  as  certainly  there, 
having  died  in  Christ,  as  that  you  are  here.  There  is  only 
one  thing  more  they  want.  Indeed,  there  is  one  thing  in 
heaven  they  have  not  got.  They  want  it.  What  is  itP 
Your  company.    But  oh,  my  brother, 

UNLESS  TOU   GHANOB   TOUR   TACK 

you  cannot  reach  that  harbour.  You  might  as  well  take  the 
Baltimore  and  Ohio  railroad,  expecting  in  that  direction  to 
reach  Toronto,  as  to  go  in  the  way  some  of  you  are  going, 
and  yet  expect  to  reach  the  ivory  palaces.  Your  loved  ones 
are  looking  out  of  the  windows  of  heaven  to-night,  and  yet 
you  seem  to  turn  your  back  upon  them.    You  do  not  seem 
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to  know  the  sound  of  their  Yoioes  as  well  as  jon  used  to,  or 
be  moved  by  the  sight  of  their  dear  faces.  Call  loader,  je 
departed  ones !     Call  louder  from  the  ivory  palaces ! 

When  I  think  of  that  place,  and  think  of  my  enteriug  it, 
I  feel  awkward;  I  feel  as  sometimes  when  I  hare  been 
exposed  to  the  weather,  and  my  shoes  have  been  bemired, 
and  my  coat  is  soiled,  and  my  hair  is  disheTelled,  and  I  stop 
in  front  of  some  fine  residence  where  I  haTe  an  errand ;  I 
feel  not  fit  to  go  in  as  I  am,  and  sit  among  polished  guests. 
So  some  of  us  feel  about  heaven.  We  need  to  be  washed, 
we  need  to  be  rehabilitated  before  we  go  into  the  iyory 
palaces.  Eternal  God,  let  the  surges  of  Thy  pardoning 
mercy  roll  oyer  us!  I  want  not  only  to  wash  my  hands 
and  my  feet,  but,  like  some  skilful  diver  standing  on  the 
pier-head,  who  leaps  into  the  wave  and  comes  up  at  a  far- 
distant  point  from  where  he  went  in,  so  I  want  to  go  down, 
and  so  I  want  to  come  up.  O  Jesus,  wash  me  in  the  waves 
of  Thy  salvation ! 

And  here  I  ask  you  to  solve  a  mystery  that  has  been 
oppressing  me  for  twenty.five  years.  I  have  asked  it  of 
doctors  of  divinity  who  have  been  studying  theology  half  a 
century,  and  they  have  given  me  no  satisfactory  answer.  I 
have  turned  oyer  all  the  books  in  my  library,  but  got  no 
solution  to  the  question,  and  to-night  I  come  and  ask  yoa 
for  an  explanation.  By  what  logic  was  Christ  induced  to 
exchange  the  ivory  palaces  of  heaven  for  the  crucifixion 
agonies  of  earth  P  I  shall  take  the  first  thousand  million 
years  in  heayen  to  study  out  that  problem.  Meanwhile  and 
now,  taking  it  as  the  tenderest  and  mightiest  of  all  facts 
that  Christ  did  come ;  that  He  came  with  spikes  in  His  feet, 
came  with  thorns  in  His  brow,  came  with  spears  in  His 
heart,  to  saye  you  and  to  save  me.  "  God  so  loved  the  world 
that  He  gave  His  only  begotten  Son,  that  whosoeyer  be« 
lieyeth  in  Him  should  not  perish  but  have  everlasting  life." 
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0  Christ !  whelm  this  audience  with  Thy  compassion !  Mow 
them  down  like  summer  grain  with  the  harvesting  sickle  of 
Thy  grace  1  ELde  through,  to-night,  the  conqueror,  "Thy 
garments  smelling  of  myrrh,  and  aloes,  and  cassia,  out  of 
the  ivory  palaces." 


A  BASKET  OF  SUMMEE  PEUET. 

**  And  He  said,  Amos,  what  seest  thoa  T  And  I  said,  a  basket  of  sum- 
mer fruit."— ^«utf  viii.  2. 

A  STOUT-CHESTED,  swarthy-limbed,  brave-hearted 
man  was  called  out  to  rebuke  Israel.  His  name  was 
Amos.  He  had  been  brought  up  amid  sheep  and  cattle,  and 
in  addition  to  his  occupation  of  herdsman,  he  had  the  busi- 
ness of  gathering  sycamore*fruit — a  very  difficult  business, 
because,  if  the  fruit  were  not  properly  ripened,  and  just 
before  its  maturing  it  were  not  punctured  with  the  teeth  of 
an  iron  comb,  then  the  fruit  would  be  bitter  and  thoroughly 
unpalatable.  Having  al?rays  lived  in  the  country,  when 
Amos  comes  to  write  or  to  speak,  his  allusions  aare  rural — 
full  of  threshing-floors,  and  sheaf-laden'  carts,  and  grass- 
hoppers, and  mowings,  and  orchards,  and  vineyards,  and,  in 
my  text :  **  a  basket  of  summer  fruit.**  Just  what  kind  of 
fruit  this  was  I  do  not  know,  whether  sycamore-fruit,  or 
pomegranates,  or  figs ;  but  I  do  know  that  God  meant  for 
Israel,  and  means  to-night  for  us,  the  truth  that  spiritual 
blessing,  like  summer  fruit,  must  be  used  immediately,  or 
it  will  perish. 

Last  week  I  saw  farmers  out  on  Long  Island  gathering 
their  winter  apples ;  and  if  these  apples  are  carefully  put 
away,  they  will  last  until  next  spring.  You  know  there  are 
pears  which  are  better  two  or  three  months  after  they  are 
taken  from  the  orchard  than  at  the  time  they  drop.    And 

A  A 
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there  were  dasfcers  of  grapes  yesterday  that  went  in  from 
the  harbour,  that  will  next  Christmas  or  ThanksgiTing-day 
hang  above  the  banquet.  But  mj  text  compares  our  oppor- 
tunities of  repentance  and  return  to  more  perishable  pro- 
ducts. Aye,  it  sets  before  you  in  graphic  vision  a  basket  of 
iummer  fruit. 

Many  of  you  remember,  a  few  years  ago,  when  the  peach 
crop  suddenly  ripened,  and  all  the  rail  trains  and  steamers 
coming  to  our  city  were  laden  with  the  delicious  product 
The  fruit  was  dead  ripe,  and  not  able  to  wait  until  the 
glutted  markets  were  cleared,  and  so  there  were  hundreds 
of  thousands  of  dollars'  worth  of  the  fruit  thrown  into  the 
streets,  and  into  the  rivers,  and  carted  back  again  to  enrich 
the  soil.  O  the  perishable  nature  of  summer  fruit.  It 
is  so  much  like  our  spiritual  blessiugs,  which  must  be  used 
immediately,  or  never  used  at  all.  To-night^  instead  of 
having  you  wandering  around  as  through  the  stalls  of  an 
agricultural  fair,  I  would  have  you,  with  profound  and 
agitated  feelings  of  soul,  look  upon  this  text  as  depicting 
your  last  chance  for  heaven,  as  it  is  all  suggestively  set  forth. 
"  Behold,  a  basket  of  summer  fruit." 

Was  this  statement  of  the  text  the  blundering  comparison 
of  a  man  not  used  to  literary  composition  P  Do  you  think 
the  analogy  will  hold  out  ?  Is  there  any  similarity  between 
the  Gbspel  and  summer  fruit  ?  O,  yes.  They  both,  in  the 
firgt  place^  mean  health,  God  every  summer  doctors  the 
ailments  of  the  world  by  the  orchards  and  groves.  The 
failing  of  the  orchards  is  a  license  to  all  kinds  of  diseases, 
and  plenty  of  fruit  ordinarily  means  improved  sanitary 
condition.  So  this  Gospel  means  health.  It  makes  a  man 
mighty  for  work,  and  strong  for  contest.  It  cures  spiritual 
ailments.  It  helps  the  soul  that  is  decrepid,  bound  on  in 
the  road  to  heaven.  It  is  juvenescence.  It  is  convalescence. 
It  kindles  the  eyeii  with  brilliant  anticipations.    It  thrills 
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the  soul  with  glories  to  come.  It  is  not  a  weak  sentimen- 
tality.   It  helped  Paul  to  stand 

UKBLANCHBD   ON   THE   DECK 

o£  the  foimdering  com  ship,  and  it  helped  Luther  nail  his 
defiant ''  Theses  "  against  the  door  of  the  electoral  college, 
the  thumping  of  his  hammer  echoing  through  all  the  ages. 
It  has  helped  ten  thousand  souls  to  spring  through  flood 
and  fire  to  glories  immortal.  O,  it  is  a  swarthy  Gospel. 
Mighty  in  itself,  it  makes  men  mighty.  It  gives  one  over- 
mastering power  in  the  day  of  trouble.  The  Church  cries 
out  to  Christ  in  the  Canticles :  ''  Comfort  me  with  apples," 
and  so  to-night  I  shake  down  upon  you  a  whole  orchard  of 
fruit,  while  I  read  that  the  fruits  of  the  Spirit  are  love,  joy, 
peace,  patience,  brotherly  kindness,  charity.  G-ather  it  up 
from  the  ground — ^large,  round,  luscious.  Take  it  home  with 
you — "  a  basket  of  summer  fruit." 

I  notice  that  the  analogy  also  is  found  in  the  fact  that 
summer  fruit  is  pleasant  to  the  eye  and  the  taste.  So  the 
Gospel,  when  a  man  rightly  sees  it  and  tastes  it,  is  very 
pleasant.  Whether  summer  fruit  be  piled  up  in  the  orchard, 
or  on  the  barn  floor,  or  on  the  platter  of  the  table,  the 
commingling  of  green,  and  ^old,  and  red,  and  brown,  in  the 
cheek  of  the  fruit  is  very  fascinating.  You  know  that  some 
artists  deal  chiefly  with  pictures  of  fruit ;  and  while  Corregio 
delights  to  sketch  physical  beauty,  and  Turner  drops  the 
sea-foam  on  the  canvas,  and  Cuyp  drives  up  his  cattle  at 
evening  tide,  and  Eosa  Bonheur  catches  by  the  halter  the 
rearing  steeds  at  the  ''Horse  Fair,"  and  Edwin  Lnndseer 
whistles  up  the  dogs,  there  are  many  of  our  modem  painters 
who  are  putting  all  their  power  on  fruit  pieces,  and  I  do  not 
wonder  at  it.  There  is  a  beauty  in  fruit  indescribable.  So 
it  is  with  the  Gospel  of  Christ.  It  charms  the  young  and 
the  old,  the  well  and  the  sick,  the  wise  and  the  ignorant.    It 
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liM  the  glitter  of  the  waye,  the  aroma  of  flowers,  the  fasci- 
nation  of  music.  It  is  the  luxury  of  the  ages.  Bdigien  is 
not  an  abbess — ^is  not  a  cenobite.  "  Her  ways  are  ways  of 
pleasantness,  and  all  her  paths  are  peace." 

In  June,  1815,  there  was  a  very  noble  party  gathered  in 
a  house  in  St.  James's-square,  London.  The  Prince  Begent 
was  present,  and  the  occasion  was  made  fascmating  by 
music,  and  banqueting,  and  by  jewels.  While  a  quadrille 
was  being  formed,  suddenly  all  the  people  rushed  to  the 
windows.  What  is  the  matter?  Henry  Percy  had  arrired 
with  the  news  that  Waterloo  had  been  fought,  and  that 
England  had  won  the  day.  The  dance  was  abandoned ;  the 
party  dispersed;  lords,  ladies,  and  musicians  rushed  into 
the  street,  and,  in  fifteen  minutes  from  the  first  announce- 
ment of  the  good  news,  the  house  was  emptied  of  aH  its 
guests.  O  ye  who  are  seated  at  the  banquet  of  this  worid, 
or  whirling  in  its  gaieties  and  friTolities,  if  to-night  you 
could  hear  the  sweet  strains  of  the  Gospel  trumpet  an- 
nouncing Christ's  victory  over  sin,  and  death,  and  hell,  you 
would  rush  forth,  glad  in  the  eternal  deliverance.  The 
Waterloo  against  sin  has  been  fought,  and  our  Commander- 
in-chief  hath  won  the  day.    O,  the  joys  of  this  salvation  1 

I  DO   NOT   GASB 

what  metaphor,  what  comparison  you  have ;  bring  it  ix>  me 
that  I  may  use  it.  Amos  shall  bring  one  simile,  Isaiah 
another,  David  another,  John  another.  Beautiful  with  par- 
don. Beautiful  with  peace.  Beautiful  with  anticipations. 
X  spread  out  the  heaped  up,  large,  round,  luscious  "  basket 
of  summer  fruit." 

You  have  noticed  that  if  stmimer  fruit  ia  not  taken  invmb^ 
diately^  it  soon  fails.  First,  the  speck ;  then  a  multiplication 
of  defects ;  after  awhile  a  sc^tening  that  is  offensive ;  and 
then  it  is  all  flung  out.    So  I  have  to  tell  you  that  ail  fe- 
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ligioiu  advantages,  all  Gospel  opportuidtieSy  all  religious 
privileges,  while  they  are  beautiful  and  attractive,  perish 
right  speedily  if  jou  do  not  take  them.  I  suppose  you 
have  noticed  how  swiftly  the  days  and  the  years  go  by. 
Every  day  seems  to  me  like  ^  a  basket  of  summer  fruit : " 
the  morning  sky  is  vermilion,  the  noonday  is  opaline,  the 
evening  doud  is  fire- dyed.  Every  day  has  its  cluster  of 
blessings  and  its  fruity  branch  of  opportunities.  But  how 
soon  they  are  gone !  Where  is  1873?  1870?  1860?  1860? 
€h>ne  as  thoroughly  as  the  fruit  which  dropped  from  the 
trees  and  rotted  last  August.  Every  year  may  have  its 
characteristic  In  one  the  war  broke  out;  in  another  the 
locusts  made  terrible  ravages ;  in  another  the  yellow  fever 
raged :  but  I  care  not  what  be  the  characteristics,  they  axe 
all  gone  save  one.  Of  the  six  thousand  years  of  this  world's 
existence,  only  one  is  left.  Aye,  ten  months  of  that  is  gone^ 
or  nearly  gone,  and  the  tongue  in  the  dock  of  the  montha 
will  soon  strike  twelve,  and  then  this  year  will  be  as  dead  as 
all  its  predecessors.  In  your  library,  you  put  the  historical 
volumes  side  by  side,  volume  first,  volume  second,  volume 
third,  volume  fourth ;  and  the  history  of  the  past  is  made 
up  of  six  thousand  volumes,  three  hundred  and  sixty-five 
pages  in  each  of  the  volumes,  and  in  the  last  day,  at  one 
flash,  you  will  read  all  of  them.  Time,  how  swiftly  it  goes  I 
Gray  hairs  are  here  and  there  upon  you,  and  some  of  you 
know  it  not.  The  *^  crow's-foot "  is  coming  nearer  up  to wutUi 
the  comer  of  the  eye.  You  stoop  more  than  you  used  to  do. 
You  have  been  discussing  as  to  the  propriety  of  wearing 
glasses.  You  are  going  from  the  thirties  into  the  fortiesj 
and  from  the  forties  into  the  fifties,  and  from  the  fifties  into 
the  sixties,  and  from  the  sixties  into  the  seventies.  The 
oolour  is  going  out  of  the  ^'  basket  of  summer  fruit."  The 
curculio  of  trouble  hath  left  the  mark  of  its  sting.  The 
work  of  decay  has  begu%  and  the  full  basket  of  human  life 
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will  soon  be  emptied  into  the  trencli  of  the  graye.  When  I 
first  became  anxious  about  my  sonl,  there  was  a  soliloquy  I 
readinMr.Pike's'^AddresstotheTJnsaTed."  It  was  a  soliloquy 
on  this  very  subject.  It  represented  a  man  dying,  and  as  he 
was  dying,  the  dock  struck.  As  the  dock  struck,  the  man 
was  startled,  and  he  cried  out :  ^'  O  time,  it  is  fit  that  thou 
shouldst  strike  thy  murderer  to  the  heart.  How  art  thou 
gone  for  ever?  A  month  I  0  for  a  week  I  I  ask  not  for  a 
year,  though 

AN  AGE  WERE  TOO   SHOBT 

for  the  work  I  have  to  do.  Bemorse  for  the  past  throws 
my  thoughts  on  the  future.  Worse  dread  of  the  future 
throws  my  thoughts  on  the  past.  I  turn  and  turn,  and  find 
no  ray.  If  thou  didst  feel  one  half  the  mountain  that  is 
on  my  heart,  thou  wouldst  struggle  with  the  martyr  for 
his  stake,  and  bless  heayen  for  the  flame  that  is  not  an 
unquenchable  fire.  O,  Thou  blasphemed,  yet,  most  indul- 
gent Lord  God,  hell  itself  is  a  refuge,  if  it  hide  me  from 
Thy  frown ! " 

Still  further,  I  remark  upon  the  perishable  nature  of  aU 
rdigiovs  ewrroundinge.  Tou  sometimes  go  into  a  religious 
association,  and  you  say :  *'  Isn't  this  beautiful  P  How  many 
ripe,  religious  experiences.  Why,  it  is  like  'a  basket  of 
summer  fruit.' "  But  do  you  not  know,  my  brother,  that 
all  these  Christian  assodations  fade  away  from  the  soulP 
Tour  Christian  &ther  and  mother,  who  have  been  holding 
beneficent  influences  over  you,  do  you  not  realize  they  are 
going  away  from  you  P  Do  you  not  notice  that  they  do  not 
get  over  sickness  as  soon  as  they  used  to  P  Are  you  not 
aware  of  the  fact  that  they  do  not  get  oyer  a  cold  as  quickly 
as  once  P  The  fact  is  that  they  haye  made  more  prayers 
for  you  than  they  will  eyer  make  again.  They  haye  passed 
the  last  mile-stone  on  the  road  home,  and  if  you  are  going 
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to  get  any  benefit  from  that  ^  basket  of  summer  fruit/'  get 
it  now,  or  get  it  never.  Some  of  you  do  not  know  what  it 
is  to  stand  and  look  down  upon  the  still  and  rigid  features 
of  a  Christian  father  or  a  Christian  mother.  I  do.  In  fiye 
minutes  you  will  think  of  all  the  unkind  words  you  ever 
said  to  thenu  Tou  may  oover  up  the  coffin  with  wreathes, 
and  crosses,  and  crowns;  but  you  cannot  make  anything 
attractiye  out  of  it.  It  is  trouble,  and  nothing  but  trouble, 
for  those  who  sit  and  sigh  with  the  consciousness  that  those 
dear  lips  will  never  pray  for  you  again,  and  those  lips  will 
never  sympathize  with  you  again.  When  you  stoop  down 
and  kiss  for  the  last  time  the  wrinkled  brow  just  before  the 
lid  is  screwed  on,  you  will  think  of  what  I  tell  you  to-night. 
O,  if  father  and  mother  be  still  alive  with  their  Christian 
influences,  cherish  them  while  you  may.  Take  their  example. 
Be  profited  by  their  prayers.  They  are  ripe  for  heaven  and 
cannot  stay.  The  **  basket  of,  summer  fruit"  will  soon  be 
gone. 

So  also  it  is,  my  friends,  with  all  God's  offers  of  mercy 
and  salvation.  Are  you  to-night  under  the  infatuation  that 
those  privileges  are  going  to  be  continued  P  0  no.  Every 
opportunity  of  salvation  seems  to  be  restless  until  it  gets 
away  from  us.  Going  away,  the  sermons ;  going  away,  the 
songs ;  going  away,  the  strivings  of  God's  Eternal  Spi^t. 
The  fruits  of  immortal  life,  fair  and  luscious,  are  no  sooner 
set  before  the  soul  than  they  disappear.  The  Theban  legion 
consisted  of  six  thousand,  six  hundred,  and  sixty-six  men. 
Maximian  decreed  that  that  host  should  be  decimated — 
that  is,  every  tenth  man  should  be  put  to  the  sword.  So  it 
was  done;  but  the  soldiers  did  not  submit  to  the  kingly 
authority,  and  so  another  decimation  took  place,  and  the 
work  went  on  imtil  all  of  the  six  thou^nd,  six  hundred,  and 
sixty- six  men  had  perished.  Now,  I  do  not  know  how  many 
people  may  be  in  this  house  to-night^  but. 
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IT   IS   AN   ABHT. 

It  is  going  to  be  decimated.  One  out  of  every  ten  will  soofi 
be  gone,  and  after  that  the  work  will  go  on ;  and  again,  one 
oat  of  every  ten  will  be  gone,  and  again  the  decimation  will 
take  place,  imtil  not  a  single  person  in  this  house  to-night 
will  be  alive.  Oar  bodies,  some  of  them,  will  be  in  Qreen- 
wood,  in  Laarel  Hill,  in  Mount  Auburn,  in  Oaklands,  in 
Grey  Friars  churchyard,  in  the  village  cemetery ;  but  your 
souls  will  be  in  one  of  two  places,  the  names  of  which  I 
need  not  mention,  for  they  rush  upon  you  this  moment  with 
thunderous  articulation  and  emphasis. 

Many  have  missed  their  chance.  Now  there  is  no  hiding 
that  fact — ^they  have  missed  their  chance.  They  came  in 
and  looked  at  the  ''basket  of  summer  fruit."  They  admired 
the  gracefulness  of  the  wicker  work  ;  the  delicacy  of  the 
rind ;  the  greenness  of  the  leaves.  They  went  off.  They 
came  back  and  admired  again.  But  one  day  they  came,  and 
they  found  that  all  the  glory  had  faded,  and  that  the  fruit 
had  been  thrown  out.  They  came  to  a  certain  evening. 
They  saw  the  sun  set.  They  never  saw  the  sun  rise  again. 
The  pastor  pronounced  upon  them  the  benediction.  It  was 
the  last  benediction  they  ever  heard.  They  took  their  last 
step,  spoke  their  last  word,  breathed  their  last  breath,  they 
missed  their  last  chance.  Fortunately  for  us  their  voice  is 
not  strong  enough  to  ring  up  until  we  can  hear  it,  or  it 
would  make  life  on  earth  intolerable  with  the  waUinc:.  The 
wall  is  so  thick  that  we  hear  not  one  word  of  their  pang. 
Perished !  Perished  I  They  talk  no  more  about  there  being 
time  enough  yet.  They  have  no  time.  They  worry  no  longer 
about  the  inconsistencies  of  Christians;  they  are  looking 
after  their  own  condition.  They  no  more  argue  that  there 
is  no  such  a  thing  as  a  lost  soul ;  they  have  felt  the  pang 
that  comes  from  a  fall  ten  thousand  fathoms  down.  O 
sceptical  man,  go  out  and  persuade  them  that  there  is  no 
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retribation  for  a  soul  that  forgets  God.  Break  open  the 
gate,  dash  through  the  fire;  leap  the  interyening  elifE, 
and  cry  out  to  them :  **  There  is  no  hell ! "  and  ten 
thousand  voices  will  answer  back :  ^  There  is.  See  jom 
not  the  gate?  Feel  jou  not  the  sorrow?  We  have  been 
here  five  hundred  years,  and  jet  the  woe  has  just  begun. 
Go  back  and  tell  all  jou  have  seen.  Tell  them  that  we  once 
were  as  thej  are,  and  that  they,  unless  they  repent,  shall  be 
as  we  are  ourselves.  We  had  the  fruits  of  life  set  before  us, 
fair  as  ''  a  basket  of  summer  fruit/'  but  we  would  not  take 
them,  and  we  everlastingly  died.    Lost !    Lost ! " 

My  friends,  the  practical  question  is  now :  Will  you  miss 
your  chance?  The  offer  of  salvation  is  now  extended  to  us. 
It  will  not  always  be  continued.  The  day  of  grace  will  be 
past.  The  probability  is  that  there  are  some  in  this  audi- 
ence who  will  miss  their  opportunity.  I  put  my  band  on 
your  pulse,  and  I  find  that 

THE   FEVEB   HAS   BEGITN. 

I  look  upon  your  brow,  and  I  find  the  shadow  of  impending 
doom.  I  listen  to  your  breath,  and  I  find  it  is  suggestive 
of  the  last  gasp.  Some  of  you  will  be  lost  I  See !  you  are 
falling  now— -down  from  heaven,  from  life,  from  peace — 
down,  down.  I  remember  reading  how  Leonidas,  with  three 
hundred  men,  stood  in  the  pass  between  Eta  and  the  sea^ 
fighting  back  the  Persian  hosts.  The  Persian  hosts  came 
on.  They  trampled  him  down.  O  that  God,  to-night,  would 
arm  me,  a  poor,  weak  man,  with  a  supernatural  courage,  to 
stand  in  the  pass  of  this  glorious  Sabbath  hour,  and  dispute 
with  this  army  that  I  see  before  me,  the  way  to  death. 
Halt!  ye  infatuated  souls.  I  swing  the  two-edged  sword  both 
ways.  Halt !  Halt !  Take  -not  one  step  more  on  this  down- 
ward path.  Why  will  ye  die  when  there  is  no  use  in  it  ? 
Are  you  so  charmed  with  pain,  and  sin,  and  sorrow,  and  woe. 
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that  70a  will  wade  through  the  foaming  billows  of  perdition 
to  win  them  ?  Is  there  nothing  in  the  systematic  tears  ol 
friends,  nothing  in  the  sacrificial  blood  of  the  Son  of  Gk>dy 
nothing  in  the  death-bed  experiences  of  those  whom  jou 
have  loved,  nothing  in  the  crash  of  the  judgment  aTalanche^ 
to  make  yon  think. 

I  can  tell  from  the  waj  the  oountrj  sexton  rings  the  bell, 
when  he  is  about  to  stop  ringing  it.  When  he  begins  to 
ring,  the  music  comes  softlj  out  on  the  air ;  the  bell  fills  all 
the  air  with  music.  He  lays  hold  with  strong  pull;  bat 
after  awhile,  when  the  horses  have  been  tied,  and  the 
people  have  gathered,  then  there  is  some  distance  of  time 
between  the  strokes  of  the  bell.  It  gets  slower  and  slower, 
for  he  has  begun  to  toll,  and  after  a  while  it  stops.  O  sinner, 
how  swiftly  the  invitations  of  the  Gospel  came  to  you !  Gall 
after  calL  Invitation  after  invitation.  Floods  of  them« 
Floods  of  them.  How  merrily  the  bell  did  ring.  But  it 
seems  as  if  with  some  of  you  God's  patience  is  exhausted; 
as  if  His  mercy  were  almost  gone.  The  bell  rings  slower  to- 
night than  it  ever  rang  before,  and  as  if  about  to  stop.  Aye, 
it  seems  to  have  come  to  the  dying  toll.  Thrice  more  it  will 
speak — perhaps  only  thrice.    Toll !    Toll !    Toll ! 

It  was  to  set  forth  this  solemn  truth  that  religious  ad- 
vantages, while  they  last,  are  attractive,  but  very  soon  leave 
us,  that  God  let  down  to  Amos  the  herdsman,  in  vision,  the 
beautiful  but  perishable  basket  of  summer  fruit. 
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''  I  go  to  prepare  a  place  for  yon." — John  xiv.  2. 

AMONG-  the  most  startling  stories  ever  recited  are 
those  connected  with  the  adventares  of  the  Western 
emigrant.  In  the  days  before  the  rail-train  showered  its 
sparks  npon  the  darkness  of  the  wilderness^  people  put  out 
on  foot,  or  in  slow  and  cumbrous  waggons,  from  our  Eastern 
homes,  and  in  the  wild  thickets  of  the  far  West  sought  to 
clear  for  their  families  a  home.  Ofttimes  leaving  their 
tender  little  ones  in  the  New  England  village,  with  blanket, 
and  gun,  and  axe,  they  dared  the  forest,  terrible  with  bear's 
bark,  and  panther's  scream,  and  the  war-whoop  cry  of  scalp- 
ing savages.  After  awhile  the  trees  were  felled,  and  the 
onderbush  was  burned,  and  the  farm  was  cleared,  and  the 
house  was  built.  Then  word  came  back  here,  saying  that 
everything  was  ready.  The  family  would  get  into  the 
waggon  and  start  on  at  a  slow  pace  for  a  very  long 
journey.  After  awhile,  some  evening  tide,  the  shout  of 
recognition  was  heard,  and  by  the  fire  of  the  great  back 
log  the  newly-arrived  would  recount  the  exciting  experiences 
of  the  way. 

Well,  my  friends,  we  are  all  about  to  become  emig^rants  to 
a  far  country.  This  is  no  place  for  us  to  stay.  Our  older 
brother,  JesuuB,  Him  of  the  scarred  brow  and  the  blistered 
feet,  has  gone  ahead  to  build  our  mansion  and  to  dear  the 
way  for  us,  and  He  sends  a  letter  back,  saying  He  has  it  all 
ready ;  and  I  break  the  seal  of  that  letter  and  read  to  you 
these  words :  ''  I  go  to  prepare  a  place  for  you." 

I  might  put  it  in  another  shape.  A  young  man  resolves 
to  build  a  home  for  himself.  He  has  pledged  himself  in 
one  of  the  purest  of  earthly  attachments.  He  toils  no  more 
for  himself  than  for  the  one  who  will  share  with  him  the 
results  of  his  industrious  accumulation.    After  awhile  the 
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fortune  is  made,  the  bouse  is  built,  tbe  rigbt  bands  are 
joined,  tbe  blessing  is  invoked,  tbe  joy  is  consummated.  So 
Jesus,  tbe  lover  of  our  souls,  bas  been  toiling  to  make  a 
place  for  us.  He  is  fitting  up  our  mansion.  He  is  gather- 
ing around  it  everything  that  can  possibly  enchant  the  soul, 
and  after  awhile  He  will  say :  "  It  is  all  ready  now,"  SJid 
He  win  reach  down  Hia  hand  and  take  up  to  His  fair  resi> 
dence  **  the  Church,  which  is  tbe  Lamb's  wife."  ^  I  go  to 
prepare  a  place  for  you." 

**  But/'  says  some  one,  ''  that  implies  that 

HEAVEN   IS   ▲   PLACE. 

I  have  heard  a  great  many  people  say  it  was  merely  a  con- 
dition, and  that  wherever  the  souls  of  the  righteous  aiet 
there  is  Heaven."  Absurd  idea  I  Christ  ascended  to  heaven, 
and  there  must  have  been  a  heaven  to  go  to.  Elijah  went 
up  to  heaven,  and  there  must  have  been  a  heaven  for  him  to 
go  to.  The  Bible  was  not  written  merely  for  pbilologisti 
and  hair  splitters,  but  for  common-sense  people,  and  the 
plain  reading  of  my  text  implies  not  only  that  heaven  is  a 
condition,  but  that  it  is  a  glorious  locality.  "  I  go  to  prepare 
a  place  for  you." 

Where  is  heaven  P  It  is  the  question  which  every  intelli- 
gent Christian  sometimes  asks,  and  he  especially  asks  it  in 
time  of  bereavement.  When  his  loved  ones  go  away  from 
bim,  you  say  they  are  in  heaven ;  but  he  says :  **  Where  is 
heaven  ? "  You  know  there  are  a  great  many  theories  in 
regard  to  it.  The  Mahommedans  think  that  the  g^ood 
Moslems,  as  soon  as  they  leave  this  life,  come  to  a  fragrant 
pool  of  water  fed  by  streams  from  Paradise.  They  drink 
out  of  that  fragrant  pool,  and  their  thirst  is  assuaged.  Then 
they  go  into  Paradise,  and  the  trees  have  bells  hanging  on 
the  branches,  chiming  whenever  the  air  strikes  them.  They 
gaze  upon  the  tree  of  life,  which  they  say  has  so  broad  a 
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shadow  that  it  takes  a  swi£t  horse  one  hundred  years  to  race 
acro88  it.  -They  think  that  there  is  a  river  made  up  of  wine 
and  honey,  flowing  between  banks  of  camphor,  over  beds  of 
musk.  Thej  suppose  that  every  spirit  that  goes  into  the 
future  irorld  has  many  attendants,  with  baskets  and  with 
chalices  of  pure  gold.  They  suppose  that  the  inhabitant  of 
the  future  world  sits  down  to  a  great  banquet  without  any 
satiety,  so  that  after  a  hundred  years  of  eatbig  and  drinking 
the  appetite  is  as  good  as  at  the  moment  the  soul  sat  down. 
That  is  the  Mahommedan  heayen. 

The  Hindoo  thinks  that  heayen  is  all  around  about— 
merely  a  change  of  body.  A  yulture  dies  and  his  spirit 
enters  a  man.  The  man  dies  and  his  spirit  enters  the  yulture ; 
and  after  great  many  transmigrations  of  the  soul,  it  is 
absorbed  in  the  spirit  of  the  great  Brahm.  Our  forefathers 
thought  heayen  to  be  a  place  of  pastimes,  heroic  strife,  and 
great  banquetting ;  -spirits  would  flght  and  be  wounded,  and 
then  come  to  the  oelestiai  streams  and  wash  off  their  wounds, 
and  they  would  be  well  again ;  then  liiey  would  sit  down  at 
a  banquet  and  drmk  wine  out  of  the  skull  of  their  enemieSy 
and  rise  up  and  romp,  and  dance,  and  play« 

^e  aborigines  of  America  tiiink  heayen  to  be  situated 
beyond  t^e  great  mountains.  After  you  get  beyond  the 
great  mountains,  there  is  a  great  riyer,  and  after  you  haye 
passed  that  great  riyw,  there  is  a  yast  country,  and  after 
you  haye  passed  that  wide  country,  there  is  a  world  of  water, 
and  in  that  world  of  water  there  are  a  thousands  isles,  beau« 
tiful  with  streams  and  trees,  and  there  are  buffalo  and  deer 
there^  and  ail  tJie  departed  red  man  has  to  do  is  to  whistle 
up  his  dogs,  and  go  anahooting  to  all  eternity, 

I  mention  these  things  because  I  want  you  to  know  it  is 
impossible  for  a  man  to  get  any  idea  of  heayen  without  the 
BiUe,4Uid  to  kindle  in  your  soul  a  feeling  of  gratitude  to 
Qbod  .that  yon  hanra  tUn  lamp,  not  snly  for  your  pathway 
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here,  but  to  throw  its  glories  upon  the  world  that  is  to  oohm. 
There  is,  however,  among  Christian  people, 

OBBAT   DIFFBRBKOB  OV  OPIIflOH 

as  to  where  heaven  is  or  will  be.  Some  of  the  best  Ohris- 
tian  people  think  that  this  world  is  to  be  the  final  resideiioe 
of  the  righteous.  I  can  see  how  Gk>d  could  take  all  the 
rigours  out  of  our  climate,  and  all  repulsions  out  of  our 
world,  and  make  it  fair,  and  bright,  and  beautiful,  and  fit  for 
eternal  occupancy.  Bat  I  cannot  adopt  the  theory.  It 
seems  to  me  the  world  is  not  large  enough  for  heaTen.  Con- 
sidering all  the  myriads  that  have  gone,  and  all  the  myriads 
that  are  to  go,  there  would  not  be  room  enough  on  the  con- 
tinents and  on  the  seas  for  such  a  great  host.  Besides  tbat, 
heaven  is  already  in  existence.  Tens  of  thousands  of  people 
have  gone  into  it.  It  cannot  be  that  all  our  departed  friends 
are  floating  about  in  space,  waiting  for  our  world  to  get 
filled  up,  in  order  that  they  may  have  a  heaven.  O  no. 
They  are  there  now.  Christ  said :  ^  I  go  to  prepare  a  place 
for  you,"  and  if  eighteen  centuries  ago  He  began  the  work, 
I  think  it  is  done  now.  Besides  that,  the  Bible  declares  that 
the  world,  and  all  the  thing  that  are  therein,  will  be  burned 
up ;  and  it  a  thing  is  burned  up  you  cannot  repair  it,  and 
you  cannot  make  it  a  fit  residence  for  the  righteous.  If  it 
is  first  destroyed,  it  will  be  an  entirely  new  world.  Besides 
that,  the  elements  of  dissolution  are  already  in  our  world. 
I  refer  not  to  the  coal  mines  in  the  south,  which  have  been 
twenty  years  on  fire.  I  refer  not  to  the  vapours  coming  up 
from  the  hot  springs,  showing  great  heat  underneath,  but 
to  the  common  geological  idea  that  the  centre  of  this  world 
is  already  on  fire.  Besides,  there  is  all  about  a  subtle  fluid 
which,  if  decomposed  or  set  loose  from  other  combinations, 
would  shatter  this  world  into  pieces  so  small  that  nothing 
but  the  eye  of  the  Infinite  God  could  find  the  splinters  U 
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the  wreck.  It  would  destroy  mountains,  and  seas,  and  air. 
So  it  will  require  no  omnipotent  prj  to  lift  up  the  moun- 
tains in  the  last  day.  It  will  not  require  the  blast  of  the 
red-hot  furnace  of  God's  indignation  to  set  the  sea  on  fire. 
Ifc  will  not  require  the  grip  of  almightiness  to  pull  down  the 
pillar  of  this  world.  God  has  only  to  take  His  hands  off  it, 
and  it  is  gone.  The  mere  cessation  of  operation  on  God's 
part  would  be  the  cause  of  the  wreck.  Besides  that,  other 
worlds  have  burned.  Fifteen  hundred  stars  have  disap- 
peared. The  astronomer,  through  his  telescope,  again  and 
again  has  seen  the  conflagration  of  a  world.  Why  not  our 
world  bum  up  ?    Aje^ 

I  ADOPT   THE   THEOBT 

that  Peter  declares  in  his  epistle  when  he  says :  **  The  world 
and  all  that  is  therein  shall  be  burned  up." 

There  are  other  Christian  people  who  suppose  that  each 
sun  is  to  be  the  heaven  of  the  surrounding  system.  You 
know  that  there  are  sisterhoods  of  worlds  that  join  each 
other  in  bands  of  light  around  some  great  central  orb,  and 
Christian  people  have  supposed  that  these  surrounding 
worlds  were  merely  schools  in  which  souls  went  to  be  pre- 
pared for  the  central  light,  the  central  sun^  and  there  is  a 
Bible  intimation  that  is  not  at  all  inconsistent  with  that 
idea ;  for,  while  planets  have  day  and  night,  and  heat  and 
cold,  showing  the  possibility  of  growth  and  dissolution,  the 
sun  has  no  night,  and  that  corresponds  with  the  Bible  state- 
ment about  heaven :  ''  There  shall  be  no  night  there."  Still 
I  reject  the  idea,  because  if  the  sun  of  each  system  were  the 
heaven  of  the  system  we  should  have  a  multitude  of  Paradises, 
and  the  words  of  my  text  could  not  be  true :  ''  I  go  to  pre- 
pare a  place  " — ^that  is,  one  place — "  for  you." 

There  is  one  other  theory  consonant  with  the  Bible  and 
Gop^nant  with  science,  and  I  Uke  anything  that  is  proved 
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by  both  tbose  books,  or  k  not  inbannonioiui  with  either  ol 
them.  Modem  discoverj  shows  that  the  planets  go  vroond 
the  snn,  and  that  the  san  and  the  planets — indeed  all  the 
celestial  systems — go  in  one  direction  and  in  one  drdey  all 
going  around  about  some  one  great  central  world ;  a  world 
yast  beyond  all  astronomical  calculation;  a  world  Tast 
enough,  by  power  of  gravitation,  to  wheel  the  whole  universe 
around  it.  As  our  sun,  our  little  sun,  is  five  hundred  times 
larger  than  the  earth  and  the  planets,  thus  wheeling  them 
around  it,  so  then,  I  suppose,  the  great  central  world  of 
which  I  speak  is  five  hundred  times  larger  than  all  the  other 
worlds  put  together,  so  as  to  wheel  them  around  it.  Ton 
must  believe  in  the  existence  of  such  a  central  world,  unless 
you  reject  all  scientific  exploration  and  deduction.  That 
world,  stupendous  beyond  arithmetic,  beyond  words,  beyond 
imagination,  I  believe  is  heaven.  From  all  parts  of  the 
universe  the  souls  of  the  dead  will  fly  to  that  centre.  That 
shall  gather  up  all  the  resources,  and  splendours,  and  glories 
that  God  ever  created  or  redeeming  love  ever  achieved. 
Gradually  the  worlds  will  expire ;  not  only  ours  but  those 
and  these,  and  finally  all  save  two — ^the  one  great  central 
world  of  which  I  speak,  and  a  world  of  darkness ;  the  first 
the  residence  of  the  righteous,  the  other  the  abode  of  the 
wicked.    You  say  this  theory  makes 

HBAVSN  ▲  OBEAT  W^T  OFV. 

No!     No!     We  calculate  distance  by  the  time  taken  to 

traverse  it,  and  the  departed  spirit  will  not  take  the  millionth 

part  of  a  second  to  get  there. 

But  here  I  have  to  tell  you  that  I  do  not  much  care  where 

heaven  is.    All  I  want  is  to  get  there  myself,  and  get  these 

people  there.  Christ  is  there,  and  the  angels  of  God  are  there, 

and  all  my  Christian  kindred  who  have  departed  are  there. 

"  No  grief  can  tain  that  day  to  night. 
The  darkneai  of  that  land  is  light  I  ** 
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Into  that  world  how  many  of  our  loved  ones  have  gone^ 
We  have  sent  delegations  into  it.  This  morning  I  wish  to 
speak  more  especially  of  one  who  went  out  from  amongst 
ns, — a  Christian  woman  known  all  the  world  over.  She  has 
just  entered  into  that  glorious  world  that  yast  world  where 
Christ  is.  Among  the  Hannah  Mores,  and  Charlotte 
Elizabeths,  and  the  Mrs.  Adoniram  Judsons,  and  the  Mrs. 
Flet<}hers,  Phebe  Palmer  has  taken  her  place,  radiant  as  anj 
of  them — perhaps  more  radiant  than  them  all.  It  seems  to 
me  she  must  have  had  a  very  easj  entrance.  She  did  not 
have  to  crowd  through.  When  half-and-half  Christians 
come  up  to  the  gate  of  heaven  methinks  they  have  to  squeeze 
in,  that  the  gate  grazes  them  on  both  sides,  or  closes  behind 
them,  catching  the  skirts  of  their  garment.  Not  so  with 
her.  An  abundant  entrance  was  administered  unto  her. 
I  think  a  mandate  went  forth:  ''Lift  up  jour  heads,  je 
everlasting  gates,  and  let  her  come  through."  O,  I  should 
have  liked  to  have  stood  somewhere  near  the  gate,  to  have 
heard  the  multitudinous  shout  that  greeted  her  from  all  the 
armies  of  the  saved. 

I  cannot,  as  a  minister  of  the  most  high  God,  allow  such  a 
life  to  be  passed,  and  such  a  death  to  be  witnessed,  without, 
as  far  as  I  may,  prolonging  the  echo. 

I  admired  her  as  the  discoverer  of  what  is  called,  rightly 
or  wrongly,  "  the  higher  life."  Columbus  no  more  certainly 
discovered  our  new  world  than  Phebe  Palmer  discovered 
that  new  world  of  light,  and  love,  and  joy,  and  peace  which 
she  spoke  of.  Columbus  did  not  create  this  new  world ;  he 
only  pointed  it  out.  Phebe  Palmer  did  not  create  "the 
higher  life;"  she  only  exhibited  it.  She  showed  to  the 
Church  of  God  that  there  were 

MOUNTAIN    PEAKS   OF   OHBISTIAN   SATISFACTION 

that  it  had  never  attained,  and  created  in  the  souls  of  us 

B  B 
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who  have  not  reached  that  eleyation  a  longing  for  the 
glorious  ascent.  Fur  thirty-seven  years — ^longer  than  the 
life,  perhaps,  of  the  majority  of  people  present  to-day— 
every  Tuesday  she  had  a  meeting,  the  sole  object  of  which 
was  the  elevation  of  the  standard  of  Christian  holiness; 
and  there  were  hundreds  of  Christian  ministers  who  came 
in  and  sat  down  at  her  feet  and  got  her  blessing,  and  went 
out  stronger  for  Christian  combat.  It  was  no  rare  thing,  in 
her  evangelibtic  meetings  in  the  United  States  and  Europe, 
to  have  ministers  of  the  Presbyterian  Church,  and  the 
Baptist  Church,  and  the  Methodist  Church,  and  the  Episco- 
pal Church,  and  all  the  Churches,  coming  and  kneeling  down 
at  the  altar,  bemoaning  their  unbelief  and  their  coldness, 
and  then  rising  up,  saying :  ''  I  have  g^t  it — the  blessing." 
Some  caricatured  and  said  there  was  no  such  thing  as  "  a 
higher  life"  of  peace  and  Christian  satisfaction;  but  she 
lived  long  enough  to  see  the  whole  ChrLstian  Church  waking 
up  to  this  doctrine,  and  thousands,  and  tens  of  thousands, 
coming  on  the  high  table-land  where  once  she  stood,  she 
herself  having  passed  on  now,  higher  up,  that  she  may  still 
beckon  us  on,  crjing:  ''Up  this  way!  Up  this  way!" 
Glorious  soul  of  Phebe  Palmer !  Synonym  of  holiness  unto 
the  Lord ! 

I  am  also  amazed  at  the  number  of  conversions  under  her 
ministry.  She  was  as  far  removed  as  posbible  from  those 
females  who  go  through  the  land  bawling  about  their  rights, 
neglecting  their  home  duties,  having  their  husbands  hold 
their  hats  and  shawls  while  they  make  speeches  in  behalf  of 
their  rights  of  buffrage,  or  in  behalf  of  a  seat  in  Con- 
gressional halls—those  restless  women,  marriage  to  whom 
would  be  paudemonium.  As  far  as  the  north  pole  is  from 
the  south  pole,  Phebe  Palmer  was  from  all  them.  Alwajs 
accompanied  by  her  husband,  she  went  out  to  serve  Christ, 
and  she  wanted  no  higher  right  than  this,  the  grandest  righl 
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ever  giyen  to  man  t>r  woman — ^the  light  to  commend  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ  to  a  djing  world.  Modestly  and  in 
Christian  consecration  she  went  forth  to  serve  God.  It  will 
take  eternal  ages  to  tell  the  story  of  her  evangelistic  labours. 
Newcastle,  Sunderland,  Penrith,  Macclesfield,  Dj.rlington, 
Isle  of  Wight,  still  feel 

HEB  OVEBMASTEBINa  INFLUBKCB. 

In  her  Christian  meetings  a  young  man  rose  up  and  said : 
'^  Why,  I  have  got  a  new  nature ;"  and  the  timid  woman 
exclaimed :  "  Do  you  think  Christ  will  have  me  P "  and  the 
evangelist  put  her  arms  around  her  neck,  and  said  :  ''  Yes, 
Jesus  will  have  yon."  And  another  cried  out :  **  O,  what  a 
fool  I  have  been  all  my  days  to  reject  Christ."  And  the 
Duke  of  Wellington's  blind  soldier,  seventy  years  of  age, 
both  eyes  put  out  in  battle,  was  led  by  a  little  child  to  the 
communion  rail,  and  while  prayer  was  being  offered,  on  his 
blasted  visicm  eternal  light  broke  in.  And  the  soldier  in  the 
Queen's  employ,  drafted  for  India,  stood  up  in  the  meeting, 
in  the  red  jacket  uniform,  and  said :  ''  Pray  for  me  wherever 
I  go,  that  I  may  be  faithful.  You  look  at  my  red  jacket, 
but  if  you  could  see  under  it  you  would  see  a  white  and 
blood-washed  robe."  At  Windsor  the  musicians  of  the 
Queen's  band,  instruments  under  arm,  stopped  and  looked 
and  listened,  and  then  and  there  heard  the  voice  of  Christ 
from  this  woman's  lips,  and  took  Christ  with  them  back  to 
the  palace.  And  the  police  that  stood  at  the  door  too, 
listening,  even  they  surrendered  themselves  to  the  Lord  who 
bought  them.  Places  of  iniquity  cowered  before  her.  At 
North  Shields,  a  man  who  kept  intoxicating  liquors  for  sale 
said :  **  1  don't  know  why  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Palmer  came  here  to 
bother  me.  Before  they  came  to  this  place,  I  used  to  draw 
off  half  a  barrel  of  beer  every  night  for  my  customers.  Now 
I  scarcely  draw  off  a  quart."    Sixty  souls  saved  one  night 
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in  Sanderland  under  ber  work,  Sizhiisdred  sovls  brouglitto 
God  at  her  call  in  Manchester.  One  thoosand  bouIb,  through 
her,  finding  redeeming  love  at  Madelej.  Three  thousand 
four  hundred  and  fortj-four  brought  to  Ood  in  the  district 
of  Newcastle.  Twentj-fiye  thousand  souls  aayed  under  the 
inBtrumcntalitj  of  Phebe  Palmer !  What  a  record  for  earth 
and  heaven !  What  an  array  for  the  judgment-daj !  What 
a  doxologj  for  the  one  hundred  and  forty  and  four  thousand! 
What  a  mountain  of  coronets  flung  down  at  the  feet  <A 
Jesus!  I  am  amazed  also  at  her  power  of  prayer.  We 
dabble  in  it  once  in  awhile,  but  do  not  know  much  about 
tbe  art.  Phebe  Palmer  got  what  she  asked  for  because  she 
hnew  how  to  ask.  Sailing  up  towards  Liyerpool,  with  ha 
husband,  she  prays  God  that  some  one  may  meet  them  on 
the  beach,  and  welcome  them  to  England.  Coming  up  bj 
the  shore  there  is  a  man  in  the  garb  of  a  minister,  standing. 
She  says :  "  There  is  a  man  who  has  come  to  welcome  us  to 
England."  The  boat  strikes  the  dock,  and  the  mimster 
sWps  on  board  and  says:  "Is  this  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Palmer f 
Welcome  to  the  shores  of  old  England  I "  Worn  out  phy- 
sically with  her  Christian  exertions,  she  asks  for  strengtb. 

aOD    GIYBS   IT   TO   HEB. 

Labouring  in  some  place  amid  great  obstacles^  she  asks  tbst 
that  night  a  great  multitude  may  be  saved ;  and  a  multi- 
tude press  into  the  side-room,  repenting,  praying,  belief- 
ing,  rejoicing.  On  the  way  home  from  England  a  man  falls 
overboard.  She  sees  him  floating  almost  a  mile  awaj.  She 
cries  mightily  unto  Q-od  for  that  man's  rescue,  saying: 
^*  Save  him,  and  I  will  point  him  to  Christ,  and  I  will  try  to 
have  him  become  a  Christian."  And  she  prayed  in  an  agonj 
that  he  might  be  saved,  and,  by  what  seemed  a  miracnlons 
effort,  he  was  saved  and  brought  on  deck,  and  the  evange- 
list did  her  work  with  him.     Starting  with  the  safe  promise 
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that  the  Lord  never  lies,  she  found  ont  the  secret  of  all- 
prevailing  and  all-conquering  prayer.  O  Thou  who  hearest 
prayer,  teach  us  how  to  pray !  I  believe  that  one  hundred 
Fhebe  Palmers  would  bring  the  millennium  to-morrow 
moming. 

But  the  shepherdess,  crook  in  hand,  has  gone  home  to  rest 
by  the  still  waters.  The  loving  wife,  the  gentle  sister,  the 
Christian  mother,  the  flaming  evangelist,  is  dead.  One 
would  have  supposed  that,  after  so  useful  a  life,  the  Lord 
would  have  allowed  her  to  pass  off  easily.  No.  Ten  weeks 
of  great  anguish,  a  complication  of  diseases  adding  pang  to 
pang.  It  seemed  as  if  Christ  had  sai<l:  ''Now,  on  this 
death-bed,  I  will  demonstrate  that  my  grace  is  sufficient  for 
everything  and  can  bear  up  under  everything."  It  seemed  as 
if  Christ  had  said :  ''Now  here  is  a  royal  gem  for  a  royal  place. 
I  have  been  fifty  years  busy  with  it,  polishing  it  and  polish- 
ing it,  and  now  only  a  few  more  cuttings  of  the  chisel  and  a 
few  more  raspings  of  the  file,  and  it  will  be  as  rare  a  gem 
as  was  ever  prepared  in  all  the  centuries.  Ten  weeks  of 
pain  are  nothing  before  an  eternity  of  jubilation ! "  At 
half -past  two  o'clock  on  the  afternoon  of  November  the 
second,  God  put  up  His  tools,  and  said:  "The  work  of 
polishing  is  done.     Let  her  go  now,** 

Her  life  was  a  song;  her  death  a  " Hallelujah  Chorus.'* 
In  her  last  sickness  she  said :  "  I  am  fully  saved.  I  have 
not  a  single  doubt.  Hallelujah  to  God  and  the  Lamb! 
When  a  daughter  said :  "  Do  you  see  me,  ma  P  "  she  said : 
<<  I  see  no  one  but  Jesus,  but  I  shall  soon 

SEE   THE   KING  IN   HIS   BEAUTY. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father !  Glory  be  to  the  Son !  Glory  be 
the  Holy  Ghost ! "  When  they  bathed  her  fevered  hands 
she  said :  ''  I  shall  soon  bathe  my  hands  in  the  life-giving 
waters."    On  the  last  morning,  as  she  woke  up,  she  said: 
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^'O  death!  wbere  ia  Thy  ifing?  O  graTel  where  is  flij 
f  ictory  ?  Thea  she  prononnced  the  apoetolio  benediction, » 
(benediction  for  her  hatband,  for  her  ehiidien,  for  the  Chaidi 
aniversal,  and  for  the  world  whoae  redempti(m  ehe  had  tried 
to  hasten :  "  May  the  grace  of  oar  Lord  Jeeus  Christi  and 
The  loTC  of  God,  and  the  fellowship  of  the  Holj  Ohoit  be 
with  you  all  for  ever.  Amen."  And  Phebe  Palmer  was  desdl 
No,  no,  no ;  not  dead.  She  lives  1  she  lives  I  It  seems  to 
me  as  if  I  could  almost  see  her  standing  this  momiDg  <« 
the  battlements  of  heayen,  waving  the  triumph,  calling  dowa 
to  US  through  the  sweet  S<fcbbath  air ;  and  I  wave  back  to 
ber.    Hail!  ransomed  spirit.    Hallelujah  I  Hallelujah  I 


THE    OVERFLOWING    CUP. 

"  Mj  cap  rQniieth  oTer."— Aa/^M  xxiii.  Bm 

EVEEY  few  years  we  have  people  critical  of  the  Thanln. 
giving  proclamation.  They  say :  **  We  haTe  nothing 
to  be  thankful  for.  Commerce  down ;  manufactures  dull ;  com- 
mercial prospects  blasted.  Better  haye  a  day  for  fitstang  than 
a  day  for  feasting."  Indeed,  have  you  nothing  to  be  thankful 
for  P  Does  your  heart  beat  P  Do  your  eyes  see  P  Do  your  ears 
hear  P  Did  you  breakfast  this  morning  P  Did  you  sleep  last 
night  P  Are  the  glorious  heavens  above  your  head  P  Is  the 
solid  earth  beneath  your  feet  i  Have  you  a  Bible,  a  Christ,  a 
proffered  heaven  ?  Aye,  those  of  us  who  are  the  worst  off,  have 
more  blessings  than  we  appreciate,  and  "our  cup  runneth  over." 
There  is  a  table  spread  to-day  across  the  top  of  the  two 

great  ranges  of  mountains  which  ridge  this  continent a 

table  which  reaches  from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Ptidfio  seas. 
It  is  the  Thanksgiving  table  of  the  nation.  They  come  from 
the  east,  and  the  west,  and  the  north,  and  the  south,  and 
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sit  at  it.  Oq  it  are  smokiiig  the  products  of  all  lands,  birds 
of  every  aviary,  cattle  from  every  pasture,  fish  from  every 
lake,  feathered  spoils  from  every  farm.  The  fruit  baskets 
bend  down  und^^r  the  products  plucked  from  the  peach  fields 
of  New  Jersey,  the  apple  orchards  of  Western  New  York, 
the  orange  groves  of  Florida,  the  vineyards  of  Ohio,  and 
the  nuts  threshed  from  New  England  woods.  The  bread  is 
white  from  the  wheat  fields  of  Illinois  and  Michigan,  the 
banqueters  are  adorned  with  California  gold,  and  the  table 
is  agleam  with  Nevada  silver,  and  the  feast  is  warmed  with 
the  fire  grates  heaped  up  with  Pennsylvania  coal.  The  hall 
is  spread  with  caipets  from  Lowell  mills,  and  to-night  the 
lights  will  fldUBh  from  bronzed  brackets  of  Philadelphia 
manufacture.  The  fingers  of  Massachusetts  girls  have  hung 
the  embroidery ;  the  music  is  the  drumming  of  ten  thousand 
mills  accompanied  by  the  shout  of  children  let  loose  for  play, 
and  the  gladness  of  harvesters  driving  barnward  the  loads 
of  sheaves,  and  the  thanksgivings  of  the  nation  which  crowd 
the  celestial  g^tes  with  doxologies,  until  the  oldest  harper  of 
heaven  cannot  tell  where  the  terrestrial  song  ends  and  the 
celestial  song  begins. 

Welcome,  Thanksgiving-day!  Whatever  we  may  think 
of  New  England  theology,  we  all  like  New  England  Thanks- 
giving-day. What  meant  the  rush  last  night  to  the  depots 
and  the  long  rail  trains  darting  their  lanterns  along  the 
tracks  of  the  Stonington  and  Providence,  Boston  and  Lowell, 
New  Haven  and  Springfield,  Plymouth  and  South  Braintree 
railroads  ?  Ask  the  happy  group  in  the  New  England  farm- 
house. Ask  the  rustics  in  the  cabin  among  the  Green 
MoQiitains.  Ask  thfi  New  England  villagers  whose  song  of 
praise  this  morning  comes  over  the  Berkshire  hills.  O,  it  is 
a  great  day  of  national  festivity.  Olap  your  hands,  ye 
people,  and  shout  aloud  for  joy.  Through  the  organ  pipes 
let  there  come  down  the  thunder  of  a  nation's  rejoicing. 
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Blow  the  cornet !  Wave  the  palm  branches  !  O,  that  men 
would  praise  the  Lord  for  His  goodness  and  for  His  wonder- 
ful works  to  the  children  of  men.  **  Mj  cap  runneth  over/' 
I  propose  to  t>peak  to  jou  this  morning  about  Thanks- 
giying  in  the  house,  Tbanksgiying  in  the  hoyels  of  the  poor, 
Thanksgiving  in  the  Church,  Thanksgiving  in  the  city, 
Thanksgiving  in  the  nation.  Without  stopping  to  ring  jonr 
door-bell,  I  come  into  jour  house,  and  I  look  around  and 
see  what  God  has  been  doing  for  jou  daring  the  past  year. 
You  say :  ''  Come  in.    I  am 

VEBT   GLAD   TO   SEE  TOU. 

Sit  down  in  this  arm-chair,  or  on  this  sofa,  and  make  your- 
self at  home."  O  no,  my  friends,  I  cannot  stop.  I  just 
want  to  look  around  and  see  what  God  has  been  doing  for 
you  in  your  home.  "O,"  you  say,  "  our  house  is  not  so  large 
now  as  the  one  we  used  to  have."  I  answer,  what  of  that? 
It  is  a  great  deal  of  trouble  to  keep  a  large  house  clean. 
Besides  that,  a  small  house  is  so  cozy.  Besides  that,  it  is.  a 
bad  thing  for  children  to  have  a  luxuriant  starting,  for  when 
they  get  out  into  the  world  and  are  married,  they  then  begin 
to  talk  about  the  way  they  used  to  have  it,  and  say :  ''  I 
haven't  been  accustomed  to  such  cramped  up  apartments." 
Bless  God  if  you  have  a  snug,  cozy  home.  But  I  step  into  your 
parlour,  and  I  find  there  the  evidences  of  refinement,  and  cul- 
ture, and  friendship.  The  sofas  and  chairs  are  not  always 
empty.  Sympathizing  friends  sit  here  when  you  have  trouble. 
Mirthful  friends  sit  here  when  you  are  in  good  cheer. 
This  chandelier  will  flash  down  upon  social  gathering,  and 
upon  Christmas  tree,  and  upon  merry-making.  These  keys 
have  often  been  thrummed  by  your  children,  and  there  is  in 
the  portfolio  on  the  music  rack  many  a  well- worn  song  of 
"  Old  Oaken  Bucket "  and  "  Old  Arm  Chair ;"  and  whUe 
your  grandfathers   entertained  their  guests  under  rough 
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hewn  rafters  and  on  bare  floors,  you  have  a  parlour  in  whicli 
are  tlie  evidences  of  painter's  pencil,  and  engraver's  knife, 
and  sculptor's  chisel,  and  I  stand  in  the  midst  of  all  this 
reflnement  and  elegance  of  your  parlour  and  demand  your 
thanksgiving  unto  the  Lord. 

I  go  on  to  the  next  room  and  step  into  your  nursery,  and 
I  am  greeted  with  the  shout  and  laughter  of  your  children. 
They  romp ;  they  hide  ;  they  clap  their  hands.  I  get  down 
on  the  floor  and  play  with  them.  What  bright  eyes !  What 
merry  hearts  !  What  swift  feet !  God  bless  them  !  Their 
little  troubles  dissolve  in  a  tear.  Their  little  enmities  are 
gone  after  a  minute's  pouting.  Busy  all  day,  without 
fatigues,  they  fall  asleep  chattering  and  wake  up  Binging. 
And  the  little  baby  has  its  realm,  waving  its  sceptre  over 
the  parental  heart,  and  you  look  down  in  its  wondering  eyes 
and  see  whole  worlds  of  promise  there,  and  think  to  yourself, 
"  Those  little  hands  will  smooth  my  locks  when  they  get 
gray,  and  those  little  feet  will  run  for  me  when  I  am  sick, 
and  those  eyes  will  weep  for  me  when  I  am  gone."  0,  hush 
him  to  sleep  with  a  holy  song.  Let  him  know  the  name  of 
Jesus  long  before  he  can  pronounce  it.  Thank  God  to-day 
that  upon  your  home  has  come  the  brightness  of  childhood, 
and  drop  a  tear  of  grief  for  those  who  weep  over  a  despoiled 
cradle  and  toys  that  never  will  be  caught  up  again  by  little 
hands  now  still,  alas,  for  ever. 

I  step  from  this  room  into  the  dining-hall.  You  have  not 
invited  me  to  dine  with  you,  but  I  come  right  in  without 
invitation  and  sit  down  at  your  table  to-day.  I  do  not  see 
any  signs  of  starving  aroimd  here,  although  you  talk  so 
much  about  hard  times.  Besides  that,  it  seems  to  me  you 
have  all  the  world  waiting  upon  you.  The  cabinet  makers 
have  prepared  with  great  toil  the  furniture;  the  farmers 
worried  themselves  almost  to  death  in  raising  the  wheat 
from  which  this  bread  was  made ;  the  sailor  was  lashed  to 
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the  mast  to  bring  jon  those  foreign  luxaries;  whole  herds 
and  flocks  at  different  times  hare  fallen  under  the  knife  of 
the  bntcher  to  please  your  palate ;  the  miners  toiled  in  damp 
and  darkness  to  get  the  coal  that  warms  jour  dining-room 
to-daj.  Summer  sun,  and  driying  snow,  and  howling  tempest 
have  bent  their  contributions  to  your  table  to-day.  None  of 
your  children  are  crying  for  bread  in  vain.  The  barrel  of 
meal  has  not  wasted  ;  the  cruise  of  oil  has  not  failed. 

BBVAD  ENOUGH  AND  TO  8PABE, 

while  many  have  perished  with  hunger.  O  do  not,  to-day, 
draw^  your  knife  across  the  sharpening  steel  until  you  haye  sent 
up  one  word  of  thanksgiving  to  the  Lord  who  has  given  you  all 
these  mercies ;  and  if  you  are  not  accustomed  to  asking  a 
blessing  at  the  table,  I  think  this  day  will  be  a  good  one  in 
which  to  begin,  and  if  you  cannot  think  of  anything  else  to 
feay,  then  take  the  words  of  my  text :  •*  My  cup  runneth  over." 
I  step  out  from  the  dining- hall  into  your  library,  and  see 
your  table  covered  with  books,  and  magazines,  and  newspapers 
fresh  from  the  publishing  houses.  It  seems  to  me  really  as 
if  the  historians,  and  the  fabulists,  and  the  pamphleteers,  and 
the  philosophers  of  the  world  were  waiting  your  bidding. 
Here,  on  this  historic  shelf  of  your  library,  you  have 
Bancroft,  and  Prescott,  and  Macaulay  to  tell  you  the  rude 
story  of  early  America,  or  describe  the  wonders  of  Mexican 
scenery,  or  call  back  the  eloquence  of  the  old  Parliaments 
that  death  long  ago  dissolved  with  more  than  the  imperious- 
ness  of  Cromwell.  And  here  is  your  poetic  shelf,  on  which 
stand  Dr.  Young  with  his  weeping  harp,  and  Walter  Scott 
sounding  the  Highland  bagpipe,  and  Longfellow  ringing  out 
the  war-whoop  through  "Hiawatha,"  and  William  Gollen 
Bryant  mingling  the  moan  of  the  wild  woods  with  the  call 
of  the  brown  thresher.  And  here  is  the  shelf  that  Dickens 
has  all  to  himself,  from  "  OUver  Twist "  to  "  Edwin  Drood," 
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avengiDg  tlie  world's  sorrows,  weeping  tlie  world's  sias,  ez- 
posiDg  the  world's  hjpocrisiesy  winDing  the  world's  applause. 
Thank  God  for  books — plenty  of  them — ^books  to  make  jou 
stud  J,  books  to  waft  you  into  reyerie,  books  to  make  you 
weep,  books  to  make  you  laugh,  books  in  cloth,  books  in 
morocco,  in  satin,  in  gold ;  books  oft  travel,  of  anecdote,  of 
memoir,  of  legend ;  books  scrolled,  and  starred,  and  wreathed 
and  columned;  books  about  insects,  about  birds,  about 
shells,  about  everything.  Books  for  the  young,  books  for 
the  old.  **  O,"  says  some  one,  **  I  have  not  all  these  luxuries; 
I  have  not  all  these  comforts  of  the  parlour,  of  the  nursery, 
of  the  dining-hall,  of  the  library.  But,  my  brother,  most 
certainly  you  know  something  of  the  height,  and  depth, 
and  length,  and  breadth  of  that  sweet,  tender,  joyous, 
triumphant  word,  **  Home  !  *'  Do  not  look  at  it  as  a  place 
merely  to  stay  in,  as  the  lion  looks  at  the  lair,  or  the  fox 
his  burrow,  or  the  eagle  his  eyrie.  Do  not  call  it  your 
apartments,  or  your  lodgings,  or  your  domicile,  but — ^by  all 
the  memory  of  those  who  are  gone ;  by  the  memory  of  the 
old  people,  whether  here  or  there;  for  the  sake  of  childhood; 
for  the  sake  of  all  that  is  good,  and  pure,  and  true,  and 
blessed-— call  it  Jtome. 

0  gather  your  families  together  to-day.  If  you  have 
a  musical  instrument,  open  it;  if  you  have  not,  open 
your  heart — ^the  best  of  all  musical  instruments  —  and 
while  the  Lord  listens,  and  the  memory  of  the  past  rushes 
through  your  soul :  **  0  give  thanks  unto  the  Lord ;  for 
He  is  good ;  for  His  mercy  endureth  for  ever ; "  and 
let  each  one  clap  his  hands,  and  say  for  himself :  ''  My  cup 
runneth  over." 

1  pass  on  now  to  look  at  Thanksgiving  in  the  hovels  of 
{he  poor.  No  banquet  smoking  on  their  table.  It  is  a 
sad  thing  to  see  a  poor  man,  the  evening  before  Thanks- 
giving, looking  into  a  full  grocery  window,  while  he  thinks 
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of  biagdestitute  home.  O  it  u  liard  to  be  bongry  in  a  world 
'with  ri|)e  orcliard«,  and  luxariant  barreatSy  and  berd%  ol 
cattle  driven  to  the  slaughtering.  It  is  bard  to  be  cold  is 
a  world  where  the  forests  are  waiting  tor  the  axe- man,  and 
the  mines  are  waiting  for  the  miners.  It  is  a  bard  thing  to 
be  unclad  in  a  world  where  there  are  so  manj  swift  cjlinders 
in  motion,  so  many  manufactories  of  goods,  and  where  the  fox, 
and  the  beaver,  and  the  Arctic  bear,  and  the  Siberian  squirrel 
are  dying  in  order  that  men  maj  bare  their  furs.     To-daj 

DO   NOT   STUFF  TOUB8ELF 

to  surfeiting  without  thinking  of  those  who  are  gannt  with 
hunger;  do  not  put  your  feet  up  by  the  warm  register  without 
thinking,  at  least  once,  of  those  whose  last  scuttle  of  coal  is 
gone.  When,  to-night,  you  turn  on  the  gas  full  bead,  and 
it  glitters  along  the  wall  in  bubbles  of  fire,  do  not  forget  to 
tbiiik  of  those  whose  last  candle  has  hissed  in  the  socket 
If  you  have  nothing  better  than  an  old  jacket,  or  a 
worn-out  pair  of  shoes,  or  a  coat  that  has  been  patched 
until  it  his  become  ''  a  coat  of  many  colours,"  give  some- 
thing this  day  to  the  poor.  There  are  two  things  that 
I  should  like  to  have  my  Lord  Jesus  Christ  say  to  me  in  the 
last  day  :  "  I  was  hungry,  and  ye  fed  me."  •*  I  was  naked, 
and  ye  clothed  me."    God  help  the  poor ! 

But  I  pass  on  now,  and  look  at  Thanksgiving  in  the 
church.  Last  Thanksgiving  we  were  churchless.  We  had 
a  wall  partly  up,  a  pile  of  bricks,  a  heap  of  lumber.  That 
was  about  our  position.  It  was  a  doleful  day  to  me.  I 
wandered  about  with  my  coat  collar  up,  and  rubbing  my 
frost-biten  right  ear,  and  there  was  not,  in  all  the  day,  any- 
thing that  looked  like  Thanksgiving  save  the  dinner,  and 
that  was  not  as  good  as  usual.  We  felt  like  the  Israelites 
in  captivity,  and  would,  like  them,  have  hung  our  harps  on 
the  willows,  but  for  the  reason  our  organ  was   burned  up, 
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and  we  had  no  harp,  and  no  willows  to  hang  it  on.  Bat 
where  are  we  to-daj  ?  Is  this  our  roof  ?  Are  these  our 
altars  ?  Js  this  our  spiritual  home  ?  How  goodlj  are  thj 
tents,  O  Jacob  ?  ''  Walk  about  Zion,  and  go  round  about 
her ;  tell  the  towers  thereof.  Mark  ye  well  her  bulwarks, 
consider  her  palaces ;  that  je  may  tell  it  to  the  generation 
following.  For  this  God  is  our  God  for  ever  and  ever:  He 
will  be  our  guide  even  unto  death."  With  organ,  with  cornet, 
with  multitudinous  shout  of  great  congregation,  express  this 
day  your  praise  to  God:  "Our  cup  ruuneth  over."  But 
better  than  all  material  structure  is  the  spiritual  blessing 
that  descended,  and  the  six  hundred  souls  who,  during  these 
nine  months,  have  stood  up  at  this  altar,  connecting  them- 
selves with  our  membership — the  blessing  still  hovering — 
and  at  every  service  immortal  souls  saved.  "  Bless  the  Lord, 
O  my  soul."  I  know  there  are  those  who  think  the  church  is 
a  museum  of  antediluvian  fossils.  They  think  it  did  very 
well  once,  but  it  is  behind  the  times.  That  is  not  your 
opinion.  You  love,  first,  your  home,  and  next,  your  church. 
O  ye  descendants  of  the  men  who  were  hounded  amid  the 
Highlands  of  Scotland,  and  who  fell  at  Both  well- bridge ;  0 
ye  sons  and  daughters  of  the  men  who  came  across  wintry 
seas  to  build  their  log  churches  in  the  American  wilderness  ; 
O  ye  sons  and  daughters  of  those  who  stood  in  the  awful 
siege  of  Leyden,  and  shouted  the  martyr's  triumph  in  the 
horrors  of  the  Brussels  market-place  ;  0  ye  descendants  of 
the  men  whose  garments  were  dyed  in  the  wine-press  of 
Saint  Bartholomew  Massacre ;  ye  sons  and  daughters  of  the 
fire,  what  do  you  think,  to-daj,  of  a  quiet  church,  and  a  free 
pulpit,  and  a  Gospel  winged  with  mercy  and  salvation? 
What  imperial  edict  forbids  our  convocation  ?  What  sword 
thirsts  for  our  blood  ?  What  fires  are  kindled  for  our  tor- 
ture ?  None.  Defended  by  the  law,  invited  by  the  Gospel, 
baptized  by  the  Spirit,  we  aire  here  to-day  free  men  of  the 
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Stat^,  free  men  of  God.  Glorious  Charch  1  **  Twelve  welb 
of  water,  and  three  score  and  ten  palm-trees/'  ''  Mj  cap 
ronDeth  oyer."  O  this  day  briog  the  richest  thanksgiTing 
garland,  and  put  it  upon  the  brow  of  Him  who  bought  the 
Church,  died  for  your  sinsi  and  prepared  for  jou  a  grand 
and  glorious  inheritance.  Thanks  be  unto  God  for  the 
unspeakable  gift  of  a  Saviour. 
But  I  pass  on  and  consider 

THANKSGIVING   IN   THE   CITT. 

It  is  five  years  since  I  came  to  live  in  this  city.  I  have  seen 
many  cities  on  both  sides  the  sea,  but  I  have  never  seen  any 
I  like  quite  so  well  as  this.  What  quiet  Sabbaths.  What 
large  and  beautiful  churches.  What  a  costly  and  magnificent 
Mercantile  Library.  What  a  glory  our  Academy  of  Music 
What  institutions  of  learning — Packer,  the  Polytechnic,  the 
Adelphi,  and  our  glorious  common  schools,  with  the  Bible  in 
them.  Our  long  lines  of  streets,  beautifully  shaded.  Our 
Pork,  with  its  arborescent  drives,  and  its  affluence  of  flowers, 
and  its  sculptured  bridges,  and  its  exquisite  lake.  Prospered 
city.  Our  Mayor  honourable.  Our  judges  just.  Our  police 
efficient.  Beautiful  Brooklyn.  Blessed  for  ever  be  her 
great  population.  When  we  get  the  bridge  done,  we  will  go 
over  and  make  New  York  just  like  it.  But  after  all,  I  think 
New  York  is  as  moral  a  city  as  there  is  under  the  sun,  oon- 
sideriug  the  number  of  its  population.  We  are  one  city 
after  al),  on  both  sides  of  the  East  Elver.  There  are  a  great 
many  people  who  think  that  the  worst  city  on  earth  is  the 
combined  city  of  New  York  and  Brooklyn;  and  I  don't 
know  but  that  some  people,  from  the  exaggeration  in  regard 
to  it,  may  land  at  the  foot  of  Oortlandt-street,  and  rush  up 
to  the  Hudson  Biver  Bailroad  Dep6t,  telling  the  hackman 
all  the  way  to  whip  up  the  horses,  lest  some  scourge  come 
upon  them   before  they  get  through  the  town.     I  don't 
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know  but  that  some  countrymen  coming  to  our  city,  from 
the  stories  that  have  been  told  about  us,  may  keep  looking 
over  both  shoulders  lest  thej  be  garroted  somewhere  between 
Fulton  Ferry  and  the  City  Hall.  I  think  the  politicians  are 
responsible  for  that  exaggerated  statement  of  the  way  things 
are  in  this  city*  I  really  think  it  is  a  grand  city,  a  beautiful 
city  to  live  in.  Under  different  administrations  of  politics  it 
is.  We  have  tried  all  kinds,  the  one  perhaps  as  good  as  the 
other ;  the  chief  difference  between  the  two  parties,  I  have 
found  out,  being  that  that  one  steals  most  which  has  the 
longest  opportunity  to  steal.  The  change  of  administration 
often  being  the  relief  which  a  man  gets  when  he  changes 
from  rheumatism  to  neuralgia !  Sdil,  notwithstanding  all 
these  things,  I  think  this  a  fair  dty  to  live  in ;  I  don't  think 
there  is  a  better  city  under  the  sun.  Thank  God  you  live 
here,  and  that  you  can  to-day  boast,  as  Paul  did,  that  you 
are  the  inhabitant  of  no  mean  city. 

I  pass  on  once  more  to  look  at  Thanksgiving  in  the  nation. 
Peace  all  through  the  land.  The  Indians  quiet  in  the  plains. 
No  foreign  guns  coming  up  through  the  Narrows.  Insur- 
rection in  New  Orleans  conquered  by  a  revolution  at  the 
ballot-box.  The  South  at  last  satisfied  that  the  wrongs  of 
the  last  six  years  will  be  righted.  No  American  slavery  to 
fight  about.  By  a  revolution  in  national  politics,  both 
^lolitical  parties  put  upon  their  good  behaviour ;  that  party 
which  does  the  most  for  the  people  in  the  next  year  and 
a-half.  winning  the  Presidential  chair  and  the  national 
supremacy.  In  1857  there  were  four  thousand  two  hundred 
and  fifty-seven  failures,  to  the  amount  of  two  hundred 
and  sixty-five  million,  eight  hundred  and  eighteen 
thousand  dollars.  People  said :  ''  We'll  never  get  out  of 
it.''  Yet  in  two  years  there  was  not  a  vestige  left  of  that 
great  commercial  disaster.  The  wheels  flew,  and  the  feet 
of  American  enterprise  tramped  on,  and  we  soon  got  over  it. 
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THEN   CAME   THE    DARK   DATS 

of  1801,  when  there  were  fiv^e  thousand  nine  hundred  and 
thirtj-fiye  busiDess  failares,  amounting  to  one  hundred  and 
seventy-eight  million,  six  hundred  and  thirty-two  thousand, 
one  hundred  and  seventy  dollars.  Then  people  threw  up 
their  hands  and  said :  "  We  shall  never  get  over  this."  And 
yet  the  largest  fortunes  of  the  country  have  been  made  since 
then,  and  our  national  prosperity  has  increased  beyond  the 
capacity  of  any  arithmetic  to  state  it.  If  G-od  brought  as 
out  of  the  trouble  of  1857,  and  out  of  the  misfortunes  of 
1861,  is  He  not  strong  enough  to  bring  us  out  of  the  troubles 
of  1874?  He  will.  He  will.  I  believe  the  prosperities  that 
are  yet  to  oome  will  soon  put  out  of  sight  all  our  past  national 
accumulations.  Our  national  debt  is  rapidly  dwindling. 
Added  to  all,  the  fact  that  we  have  one  hundred  and  sixty- 
two  thousand  square  miles  of  coal,  and  another  one  hundred 
and  sixty- two  thousand  square  miles  of  iron,  it  seems  to  me 
that  the  metals  of  the  earth  are  to-day,  as  with  the  golden 
lips  of  California,  and  the  silver  tongue  of  Nevada,  pro- 
mising the  fact  that  there  shall  be  no  end  to  our  national 
resources. 

But  look  at  the  harvests.  I  do  not  suppose  that  for  more 
than  three  or  four  times  within  the  memory  of  anybody  here 
there  have  been  such  harvests  as  we  have  had  this  year.  The 
grain  fields  have  passed  their  harvests  above  the  veto  of 
drought  and  deluge.  The  freight  cars  are  not  large  enough 
to  bring  down  the  grain  to  the  seaboard.  The  canal  boats 
are  crowded  with  bread  stuffs.  Hark  to  the  rushing  of  the 
wheat  through  the  great  Chicago  corn  "elevators."  Hark 
to  the  rolling  of  the  hogsheads  to  the  Cincinnati  pork 
packers.  Enough  to  eat  and  at  cheap  prices.  Enough  to 
wear  and  of  home  manufacture.  If  some  have  and  some 
have  not,  then  may  God  help  those  who  have  to  hand  over 
somethiner  to  those  who  have  not.     Clear  the  track  for  the 
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rail- trains  that  come  down,  bringing  the  wheat,  and  the 
barley,  and  the  oats,  and  the  hops,  and  the  leather,  and 
everything  for  man,  and  every  thing  for  beast. 

I  cannot,  I  dare  not,  detain  you  any  longer  from  the  home 
group.  The  housekeepers  will  be  angry  with  me  if  I  keep 
you  until  the  viands  are  cold.  Set  the  chairs  to  the  table — 
the  easy  chairs  for  grandfather  and  grandmother,  if  they  be 
still  alive ;  the  high  chair  for  the  youngest  and  the  least. 
Then  put  out  your  hand  to  take  the  full  cup  of  thanks- 
giving ;  bring  it  towards  your  lips,  your  hands  trembling 
with  emotion,  and  if  the  chalice  shall  spill  on  the  cloth,  do 
not  be  chagrined,  but  look  up  thankfully  to  heaven  and  say : 
"  My  cup  runneth  over." 


INVASION    OF    THE    SABBATH. 
'' Terily  my  Sabbaths  ye  shall  keep.'* — Exodm  xzxi.  13. 

THE  wisdom  of  cessation  from  hard  labour  one  day  out 
of  the  seven  is  almost  universally  acknowledged.  The 
world  has  found  out  that  it  can  do  less  work  in  seven  days 
than  in  six,  and  that  the  fifty-two  days  of  the  year  devoted 
to  rest  are  an  addition  rather  than  a  subtraction.  Experi- 
ments have  been  made  in  all  departments.  The  great 
Castlereagh  thought  he  could  work  his  brain  three  hundred 
and  sixty-five  days  in  the  year,  but  after  awhile  broke  down 
and  committed  suicide ;  and  Wilberforce  said  of  him:  ''Poor 
Castlereagh!  This  is  the  result  of  the  non-observance  of 
the  Sabbath."  A  celebrated  merchant  declared :  ''  I  should 
have  been  a  maniac  long  ago  but  for  the  Sabbath."  The 
nerves,  the  brain,  the  musdes,  the  bones,  the  entire  physical, 
intellectual,  and  moral  nature,  cry  out  for  the  Sabbatic  rest. 
What  is  true  of  man  is,  for  the  most  part,  true  of  the  brute. 
Travellers  have  found  out  that  they  come  to  their  place  of 

o  o 
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destination  sooner  when  thej  let  thdr  lioraei  mi  hf  the 
way  on  the  Sabbath.  What  is  the  matter  with  those  forlorn 
creatures  harnessed  to  some  of  oar  oitj  oara  P  Whj  do  they 
stnmble,  and  stagger,  and  fall  P  It  is  for  the  lack  of  tiJM 
Sdbbbatic  rest.  In  other  days,  when  the  herdsmen  drore 
their  sheep  and  cattle  from  the  far  West  down  to  the  sea- 
board, it  was  found  ont  by  experiment  that  those  herdsmen 
and  drovers  who  halted  over  the  serenth  day  got  down 
sooner  to  the  seaboard  than  those  who  passed  on  without 
the  obsenrance  of  the  holy  Sabbath.  The  fishermen  off  the 
coast  of  Newfoundland  declared  that  those  men  daring  the 
year  catch  the  most  fish  who  stop  daring  the  Lord's-dayi. 
When  I  asked  the  Bocky  Mountain  locomotive  engineer 
why  he  changed  locomotives  when  it  seemed  to  be  a  straight 
route,  he  said :  ''  We  have  to  let  the  locomotive  stop  and 
cool  off,  or  the  machinery  would  soon  break  down."  Hen 
who  made  large  quantities  of  salt  were  told  that  if  they 
allowed  their  kettles  to  cool  over  Sunday  they  would  submit 
themselves  to  a  great  deal  of  damage.  The  experiment  wis 
made,  some  observing  the  Sabbath,  and  some  not  observing 
the  Sabbath.  Those  who  allowed  the  fires  to  go  down,  and 
the  kettles  to  cool  once  a  week,  were  compelled  to  spend  only 
a  few  pennies  in  the  way  of  repairs ;  while  in  the  cases  where 
no  Sabbath  was  observed,  many  dollars  were  demanded  for 
repairs.  In  other  words:  intelligent  man,  and  dumb  beasti 
and  dead  machinery 

CRT  OUT  FOB  THE  LOBD*S-DAT, 

While  the  attempt  to  kill  the  Sabbath  by  the  stroke  of 
axe,  and  flail,  and  the  yardstick  has  beaatifully  failed,  it  is 
proposed  in  our  day  to  drown  the  Sabbath  by  flooding  it 
with  secular  amusements.  They  would  bury  it  very  decently 
under  the  wreath  of  the  target  company,  and  to  the  mosio 
of  all  Strakosch's  brazen  instruments.    There  are  to«4a|y9  in 
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the  different  diieSy  ten  thonsand  hands  and  ten  thousand 
pens  busy  in  attempting  to  cat  out  the  heart  of  our  Christian 
Sabbath,  and  leave  it  a  bleeding  skeleton  of  what  it  once  was. 
The  effort  is  organized  and  tremendous;  and  unless  the 
friends  of  Christy  and  the  lovers  of  good  order,  shall  rouse 
up  right  speedily,  their  sermons  and  their  protests  will  be 
uttered  after  the  castle  is  taken.  There  are  cities  in  the 
land  where  the  Sabbath  has  almost  perished;  and  last 
Sabbath  night  New  Tork  was  in  full  blaze  of  theatric  and 
operatic  entertainment ;  and  it  is  becoming  a  practical  ques- 
tion whether  we,  who  received  a  pore  Sabbath  from  the 
hands  of  our  fathers,  shall  have  piety  and  pluck  enough  to 
give  to  our  children  the  same  blessed  inheritance.  The 
eternal  God  helping  us,  we  will ! 

I  protest  against  this  invasion  of  the  holy  Sabbath,  in^ 
the  first  place,  because  it  is  a  war  on  Divine  enudment,  Gk)d 
says,  in  Isaiah:  ''If  thou  turn  away  thy  foot  from  doing 
thy  pleasure  on  my  holy  day,  thou  Bhalt  walk  upon  the  high 
places."  What  did  He  mean  by  "doing  thy  pleasure?" 
He  referred  to  secular  and  worldly  amusements.  A'tnan  told 
me  he  was  never  so  much  frightened  as  in  the  midst  of  an 
earthquake,  when  the  beasts  of  the  field  bellowed  in  fear,  and 
even  the  barn-yard  fowls  screamed  in  terror.  Well,  it  was 
when  the  earth  was  shaking  and  the  sky  was  all  full  of 
fire  that  Gk>d  made  the  great  announcement :  "  Bemember 
the  Sabbath-day  to  keep  it  holy."  Go  along  through  the 
streets  where  the  theatres  are  open  on  a  Sabbath  night ;  go 
up  on  the  steps ;  enter  the  boxes  of  those  places  of  enter- 
tainmenty  and  tell  me  if  that  is  keeping  the  Sabbath  holy. 
''  O,"  says  some  one:  "  God  won't  be  displeased  with  a  grand 
sacred  concert."  A  gentleman  who  was  present  at  a ''  grand 
sacred  concert"  last  Sabbath  night  in  one  of  the  theatres  of 
our  great  cities,  said,  that  during  the  exercises,  there  were 
comic  and  sentimental  songs,  interspersed  with  coarse  jokes ; 
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and  there  were  dancers,  and  a  farce,  and  tight-rope  walkingy 
and  a  trapeze  performance.  I  suppose  it  was  a  holy  dance, 
and  a  consecrated  tight-rope.  I  am  not  certain,  howeyer, 
about  that ;  but  this  I  know,  it  was  a 

"gsakd  sacked  concebt.'* 

We  hear  a  great  deal  of  talk  about ''  the  rights  of  the 
people  "to  have  just  such  amusements  on  Sunday  as  they 
want  to  have.  I  wonder  if  the  Lord  has  any  rights.  You 
rule  your  family,  the  governor  rules  the  State,  the  President 
rules  the  whole  land ;  I  wonder  if  the  Lord  has  a  right  to  rule  the 
nations  and  make  the  enactment :  *^  Bemember  the  Sabbath- 
day  to  keep  it  holy,"  and  if  there  is  any  appeal  to  a  higher 
court  from  that  decision,  and  if  the  men  who  are  warring 
against  that  enactment  are  not  guilty  of  high  treason  against 
the  Maker  of  heaven  and  earth.  They  have  in  our  cities  put 
Ood  on  trial.  It  has  been  the  theatres  and  the  opera-houses 
of  the  land,  plantiffs,  versvs  the  Lord  Almighty,  defendant, 
and  the  suit  has  been  begun,  and  who  shall  come  out  ahead, 
you  know.  Whether  it  be  popular  or  unpopular,  I  now 
announce  it  as  my  opinion  that  the  people  have  no  rights  save 
those  which  the  great  Jehovah  gives  them.  He  has  never  given 
the  right  to  man  to  break  His  holy  Sabbath,  and  as  long  as 
His  throne  stands  He  never  will  give  that  right. 
.  The  prophet  asks  a  question  which  I  can  easily  answer : 
"  Will  a  man  rob  God  ?  "  Yes.  They  robbed  Him  last 
Sunday  night  at  the  theatres  and  the  opera-houses,  and  I 
charge  upon  them  the  Lofamous  and  high-handed  larceny. 
1  believe  with  the  sailor.  The  crew  had  been  discharged 
from  the  vessel  because  they  would  not  work  while  they 
were  in  port  on  the  Lord's-day.  The  captain  went  out  to 
get  sailors.  ,  He  found  one  man,  and  he  said  to  him: 
"Will  you  serve  me  on  the  Sabbath?"  "No."  "Why 
not  ?  "    "  WeU,"  replied  the  old  saUor,  «  a  man  who  will 
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rob  Gtod.  Almighty  of  His  Sabbath,  would  rob  me  of  my 
wages  if  he  got  a  chance."  O,  it  is  dastardly  mean  when 
we  break  the  Sabbath.  Sappose  you  had  seven  oranges, 
and  you  gave  to  your  child  six  of  them,  putting  the  other 
orange  in  your  pocket  for  yourself,  and  you  should  find 
that  the  child  had  not  been  satisfied  with  the  six  oranges, 
and  had  come  and  stolen  your  seyenth.  That  is  precisely 
what  men  do  when  they  break  the  Sabbath.  Sappose  you 
were  poor,  and  you  came  to  a  dry-goods  merchant,  and 
asked  for  some  cloth  for  garments,  and  he  should  say :  ''  I'll 
giTC  you  six  yards ;"  and  while  he  was  off  from  the  counter 
binding  up  the  six  yards  you  should  go  behind  the  counter 
and  steal  one  additional  yard.  That  is  what  every  man  does 
when  he  breaks  the  Lord's  Sabbath.  God  gives  us  six  days 
out  of  seven,  reserving  one  for  Himself,  and  you  will  not  let 
Him  have  it.    It  is  mean  beyond  all  computation. 

Again :  I  am  opposed  to  this  desecration  of  the  Sabbath 
by  secular  entertainments  hecatiae  Uia  a  war  on  (he  stcUutes  of 
our  State.    The  law  sajs : 

*'  It  shall  not  be  lawful  to  exhibit,  on  the  first  day  of  the 
week,  commonly  called  Sunday,  to  the  public,  in  any  build- 
ing, garden,  grounds,  concert-room,  or  other  room  or  place 
within  the  city  and  county  of  New  York,  any  interlude! 
tragedy,  comedy,  opera,  ballet,  play,  farce,  negro  minstrelsy, 
negro  or  other  dancing,  or  any  other  entertainment  of  the 
stage,  or  any  part  or  parts  therein,  or  any  equestrian  circus, 
or  dramatic  performance  of  jugglers,  acrobats,  or  rope- 
dancing." 

Was  there  ever  a  plainer  enactment  than  that?  Who 
made  the  law  P  You,  who  at  the  ballot-boxes  decide^  who 
should  go  to  Albany  and  sit  in  the  Legislature.  They  made 
the  law  for  you  and  for  your  families,  and  now  I  say  that 
any  man  who  attempts  to  override  that  law  insults  you,  and 
mCi  and  every  man  who  has  the  right  of  suffrage  in  the  State 


890  IVTABIOK  OV  TflS  8ASBATH. 

of  New  York.  What  Iiare  been  the  circamstanees  P  The 
low  manager  of  a  low  theatre  in  New  York  had  an  enter- 
tainment on  a  Sabbath  night.  The  police  came  in  and 
arrested  him.  The  District  Attorney  did  not,  howeyeri 
pursue  the  case.  After  awhile  the  prominent  leader  of  a 
prominent  opera  company  adrertises  his  entertainment. 
People  of  all  professions  and  occupations  protest  against  it 
Judge  Donohue  comes  along  and  issues  an  injunction  for- 
bidding the  police  in  any  wise  to  interfere  with  these  Sabbath 
amusements.    Judge  Donohue  says : 

^'  I  hereby  order  that  the  defendants,  and  each  of  thenii 
their  agents  and  serrantSy  as  well  as  the  captains,  sergeantSi 
and  officers  of  the  Police  Department  of  the  city  of  New 
York,  refrain  from  interruptiiig,  or  in  any  way  inter- 
fering with,  any  dramatic  or  operatic  performance  that 
plaintiff  may  arrange,  giro,  or  conduct  at  any  of  the 
theatres  [in  the  dty  of  New  York,  during  any  Sunday, 
and  from  arresting  the  plaintifE,  or  any  other  person 
or  employ^  of  the  plaintiff  aiding  in  such  dramatic  or 
operatic  performance  on  Sunday  for  participating  in  such 
performance,  and  from  interfering  in  any  way  or  manner 
with  the  plaintiff's  business  as  director  of  the  Strakosch 
Italian  Opera  Company,  an  orchestral  company,  and  a  dra- 
matic and  operatic  company  performing  on  Sundays." 

That  injunction  hoTcred  oyer  the  dty  for  three  weeks, 
Judge  Donohue,  meanwhile,  standing  in  defiance  of  the 
voters  of  New  York,  and  of  the  State  legislature.  Some 
say,  as  by  quibble,  it  was  necessary  for  him  to  entertain  the 
motion,  and  to  issue  the  injunction.  Was  it  necessary  for 
him  for  three  weeks  to  be  deciding  this  question?  On 
Wednesday  or  Thursday  the  injunction  was  lifted.  Alas  ! 
that  it  was  not  lifted  sooner.  What  a  pity  it  was  that  it 
took  three  whole  weeks,  during  which  secular  amusements 
were  trampmg  upon  G-od's  holy  day,  to  find  out  that  the 


mYABlOS  or  THB   SABBATH.  391 

legislature  of  the  State  of  New  York  liaye  a  riglit  to  forbid 
the  opening  of  the  theatres  on  the  Lord's-daj. 

Still  further :  I  protest  against  this  recent  invasion  of  the 
Sabbath,  because  it  is  a  foreign  war.  Now,  if  yon  heard  at 
this  moment  the  booming  of  a  gon  in  the  harbour,  or  a 
shell  from  some  foreign  frigate  should  drop  into  our  streets, 
how  long  would  you  keep  your  seats  in  the  TabemadeP  You 
would  want  to  face  the  foe,  and  every  gun  that  could  be 
managed  would  be  brought  in  use,  and  every  ship  that 
could  be  brought  out  of  the  Navy  Yard  would  swing  from 
her  anchorage,  and  the  question  would  be  decided.  You  do 
not  want  a  foreign  war,  and  yet  I  have  to  tell  you  that  this 
invasion  of  GK>d*s  holy  day  is  a  foreign  war.  As  among  our 
own  native-bom  population  there  are  two  classes — ^the  good 
and  the  bad ;  so  it  is  with  the  people  who  come  from  other 
shores — ^there  are  the  law-abiding  and  the  lawless.  The 
former  are  welcome  here.  The  more  of  them  the  better  we 
like  it.  In  this  particular  Church  there  are  representatives 
of  all  lands.  I  believe  God  intended  our  national  heart  to 
throb  with  blood  of  all  people !  But  let  not  the  lawless  come 
from  other  shores,  expecting  to  break  down  our  Sabbath, 
and  institute  in  the  place  of  it  a  foreign  Sabbath. 

HOW  DO   YOU  FEBJ^ 

ye  who  have  been  brought  up  amid  the  hills  of  New  Eng- 
land, about  giving  up  the  American  Sabbath  P  Ye  who  spent 
your  childhood  under  the  shadow  of  the  Adirondacks  or  the 
Oatskills ;  ye  who  were  bom  on  the  banks  of  the  Tennessee, 
or  CHiio,  or  Cumberland,  how  do  you  feel  about  giving  up 
the  American  Sabbath  P  You  say :  ^^  We  shall  not  give  it  up. 
We  mean  to  defend  it,  as  long  as  there  is  left  any  strength 
in  our  arm  or  any  blood  in  our  heart ! ''  Do  not  bring  your 
Spanish  Sabbath  here.  Do  not  bring  your  Italian  Sabbath 
here.    Do  not  bring  your  French  Sabbath  here.    Do  not 
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bring  your  Oerman  Sabbath  bere.  It  sball  be  for  us  and 
our  children  for  erer  a  pure,  consecrated.  Christian,  Ameri- 
can Sabbath. 

I  will  make  a  comparison  between  the  Sabbath  as  some  of 
you  have  known  it,  and  the  Sabbath  of  Paris.  I  speak  from 
observation.  On  Sabbath  morning  I  was  aroused  in  Paris 
by  a  great  sound  in  the  street.  I  said :  "  What  is  this  f  " 
"O,"  they  said,  'Hhis  is  Sanday.''  Ah  unusual  rattle  of 
Tehicles  of  all  sorts.  The  Toices  seemed  more  boisterous 
than  on  other  days.  People  running  to  and  fro,  with 
baskets  and  bundles,  to  get  to  the  rail-trains  or  gardens. 
It  seemed  as  if  all  the  Tehicles  in  Paris,  of  whatever  sort, 
had  turned  out  for  the  holiday.  The  Champs  Elys^ea  one 
great  mob  of  pleasure-seeking  people.  Balloons  flying. 
Parrots  chattering.  Foot-balls  rolling.  Pedlars  hawking 
their  knick-knacks  through  the  streets.  Punch  and  Judy 
shows  in  a  score  of  places,  each  one  with  a  shouting 
audience.  Hand  organs,  cymbals,  and  eyery  kind  of  racket, 
musical  and  unmusical.  When  the  evening  came  down  all 
the  theatres  were  in  full  blaze  of  music  and  full  blaze  of 
light.  The  wine  stores  and  saloons  were  thronged  with  an 
unusual  number  of  customers.  At  even-tide  I  stood  and 
watched  the  excursionists  coming  home — ^fagged-out  men, 
women,  and  children,  a  gulf-stream  of  fatigue,  irritability, 
and  wretchedness ;  for  I  should  think  it  would  take  three 
or  four  days  to  get  over  that  miserable  way  of  Sundaying. 
It  seemed  more  like  an  American  Fourth  of  July  than  a 
Christian  Sabbath. 

Now,  in  contrast,  I  present  one  of  the  Sabbaths  in  one  of 
our  best  American  cities.  Holy  silence  coming  down  with 
the  day  dawn.  Business  men  more  deliberately  looking 
into  the  faces  of  their  children,  and  talking  to  them  about 
their  present  and  future  welfare.  Men  sit  longer  at  the 
table  in  the  morning,  because  the  stores  are  not  to  be  opened 
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and  the  mecHanical  tools  are  not  to  be  talcen  np.  A  bjmn 
is  sung.  There  are  congratulation  and  good  cheer  all  through 
the  house.  The  streets  silent  until  ten  o'clock,  when  there 
is  a  regular,  orderly  tramp  churchward.  Houses  of  God, 
vocal  with  thanksgivings  for  mercies  received,  with  prayers 
for  comfort,  with  charities  for  the  poor.  Best  for  the  body. 
Best  for  the  soul.  The  nerves  quieted,  the  temples  cooled, 
the  mind  cleared,  the  soul  strengthened,  and  our  entire 
population  turned  out  on  Monday  morning  ten  years  younger, 
better  prepared  for  the  duties  of  this  life,  better  prepared 
for  the  life  that  is  to  come. 

WHICH   DO  YOU   LIES  BIST, 

the  American  Sabbath  or  the  Parisian  Sabbath  P  Do  you 
know  in  what  boat  the  Sabbath  came  across  the  seas  and 
landed  on  our  shores  ?  It  was  in  the  Mayflower,  Do  you 
know  in  what  boat  the  Sabbath  will  leave  us,  if  it  ever  goes  ? 
It  will  be  in  the  ark  that  floats  over  a  deluge  of  national 
iniquity. 

Still  further :  I  protest  against  this  recent  invasion  of  the 
Lord's  day,  heeause  it  wrongs  a  vest  multitude  of  employes  of 
their  rest.  The  play  actors  and  actresses  can  have  their  rest 
between  their  engagements ;  but  how  about  the  scene- 
shifters,  the  ballet-dancers,  the  call-boys,  the  innumerable 
attendants  and  supernumeraries  of  the  American  theatre? 
Where  is  their  Sunday  to  come  from  p  They  are  paid  small 
salaries  at  the  best.  Alas  for  them !  You  see  them  on  the 
stage  in  tinsel  and  tassel  with  halberds,  or  you  see  them  in 
gauze  whirling  in  toe-tortures,  and  you  mistake  them  for 
fairies  or  queens ;  but  after  twelve  o'clock  at  night  you  may 
see  them  trudging  through  the  streets  in  faded  dress, 
shivering  and  tired,  a  bundle  under  their  arms,  seeking  their 
homes  in  the  garrets  and  cellars  of  the  city.  Now,  you 
propose  to  take  from  thousands  of  these  employes  through- 
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Ottt  ibk  ootmirjy  not  only  all  aypoftmity  dt 
but  *11  opportomtj  of  phjfie»l  rest, 
ernabiog  Juggenuuit  stop  At  lesst  one  daj 

Agfun :  I  oppOM  this  modem  mwuSkm,  of  tke 
Sftbbftih  heea/iue  U  is  a  tear  <m  fhe  </iij  Mmid  mdfaMm  sf  Ai 
peopU,  Yon  bare  a  bod  J?  Yes.  Yoabavea^md?  Ysa 
You  hare  a  soul?  Yes.  Whidi  of  the  theaftras  on  tk 
8al>batb-daj  will  gire  that  soul  any  enltaie?  I  Iwaid  of 
a  lad  J  who  came  to  enact  a  plaj  on  the  boaxda  of  a  Fhil»> 
delpbia  theatre.  Her  conscienoe  so  wrought  i^on  her  lAib 
she  stood  there,  that  instead  of  attending  to  the  plaj  ihe 

saDgs 

**  Bock  of  agei^  deft  for  me, 

let  me  hide  mjaelf  in  TheflL** 

It  was  a  rare  occurrence.  Sach  thiogs  are  not  often  wit* 
nessed  or  heard  in  the  American  theatre.  Now,  admittiif 
that  a  man  bai  a  spiritual  and  immortal  natare,  whidi  oae 
of  the  theatres  will  culture  it  ?  Which  one  of  the  SabbaA 
performances  in  a  theatre  will  remind  men  of  the  fact  that 
unless  thej  are  bom  again  thej  cannot  see  the  kingdom  of 
OodF  Will  the  music  of  the  Gfrand  Ducheue  help  people  it 
last  to  ling  the  song  of  the  one  hundred  and  forty  ui 
four  thousand?  Let  the  theatres  of  the  countrj  go  on 
Uabbath  after  Sabbath  for  years,  and  in  all  that  number 
of  years  bow  many  Christians  will  they,  under  God, 
produce?  Not  one.  Besides  that,  if  you  gentlemflB 
of  the  theatre  and  the  opera  haye  six  days  in  the  week 
in  which  to  exercise  your  eyangelical  and  heayenly  in^ 
fluence,  ought  you  not  to  allow  Christian  institutions  to 
have  twenty-four  hours  P  Is  it  unreasonable  to  demand  that 
if  you  have  six  days  for  the  body  and  the  intellect,  we  hate 
one  day  at  least  for  our  immortal  soul  ?  Or,  to  put  it  in 
another  shape,  do  you  not  really  think  that  our  imperishable 
soul  is  worth  at  least  one-seyenth  as  much  as  our  perishaUe 
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bodjP  An  artist  has  three  gems — a  cornelian,  an  amethjsti 
and  a  diamond.  He  has  to  cat  them  and  to  set  them.  Which 
one  is  he  most  particular  about  P  Now,  the  cornelian  is  the 
bodj,  the  amethyst  is  the  intellect,  the  diamond  is  the  soul. 
For  the  two  former  you  propose  six  days  of  opportunity, 
while  you  offer  no  opportunity  at  all  for  the  last,  which  is  in 
value  as  compared  with  the  others  like  one  hundred  thousand 
million  dollars  to  one  farthing.  Besides  that,  you  must  not 
forget  that  nine-tenths,  aye,  ninety-nine  one-hundredths  of 
all  the  Christian  effort  of  this  country  is  put  forth  on  the 
Lord's-day.  That  is  the  day  in  which  the  asylums,  and  the 
hospitals,  and  the  prisons,  are  visited  by  Christian  men. 
That  is  the  day  when  the  youth  of  our  country  get  their  chief 
religious  information.  That  is  the  day  when  the  most  of 
the  charities  are  collected.  That  is  the  day  whcD,  under 
the  blast  of  fifty  thousand  American  pulpits,  the  sin  of  the 
land  is  assaulted,  and  men  are  summoned  to  repent.  When 
you  make  war  upon  any  part  of  God's  day,  you  make  war 
upon  the  asylums,  and  the  penitentiaries,  and  the  hospitals, 
and  the  reform  associations,  and  the  homes  of  the  destitute, 
and  the  Church  of  the  living  God,  which  is  the  pillar  and 
the  g^und  of  the  truth. 

I  am  opposed  to  the  invasion  of  the  Sabbath,  hecatue  it 
is  a  war  an  our  polUicdl  instUvMona,  When  the  Sabbath  goes 
down,  the  Bepublic  goes  down.  Men  who  are  not  willing  to 
obey  God's  law  in  regard  to  Sabbath  observance  are  not  fit 
to  govern  themselves.  Sabbath-breaking  means  dissolute- 
ness, and  dissoluteness  is  incompatible  with  self-government. 
What  is  the  matter  with  Bepublicanism  in  Italy  and  in 
Spain  9  No  Sabbath.  For  ages  they  wanted  a  Eepublic  in 
France.  After  awhile  they  got  a  Bepublic;  but  one  day 
Napoleon  III.,  with  his  cavalry,  rode  through  the  streets, 
and  down  went  the  Bepublic  under  the  clatteriiig  hoofs. 
They  have  a  Bepublic  there  again ;  but  every  time  a  sick 
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young  man  at  Chitelbont  looks  across  the  Engluh  Chumeli 
the  French  goyemment  qnakei  from  the  ToiUeries  to  Ver- 
sailles. France  neyer  will  hare  a  permanent  Bepublic  imtil 
she  quits  her  roystering  Sabbaths,  and  derotes  one  dayia 
every  week  to  the  recognition  of  Gh>d  and  sacred  institntuHS. 

▲BOLISH   THS   SABBATH 

and  you  abolish  your  religious  privileges.  Let  the  bad  work 
go  on,  and  you  have  ''  the  Commune,'*  and  you  have  "  tha 
Revolution/'  and  you  have  the  sun  of  national  prosperity 
going  down  in  darkness  and  blood.  From  that  reign  of 
terror  may  the  God  of  Lexington  and  Gettjsborgh  deliver  ml 
Still  further :  I  am  opposed  to  this  invasion  of  the  Sabbath 
because  it  is  unfair,  and  it  %$  partidL  Why  has  it  been,  during 
the  past  few  weeks,  that  some  of  the  theatres  have  been 
allowed  to  be  open  and  others  not  P  Why  not  hare  all  open? 
While  some  of  the  operas  and  theatres  were  open,  some  of 
our  friends  in  the  other  theatres,  although  they  were  willing 
to  bless  society  on  Sunday  with  their  dances  and  their  farcesi 
had  to  sit  in  their  "  green-rooms,"  chewing  their  beards  and 
"  wasting  their  sweetness  on  the  desert  air/'  Oo  further 
and  see  how  unfair  it  is.  While  operas  and  theatres  in 
different  cities  are  allowed  to  be  open  on  the  Sabbath  day, 
dry-goods  establishments  must  be  closed,  and  plumbing 
establishments,  and  the  butcher's,  and  the  baker's,  and  the 
shoemaker's,  and  the  hardware  stores.  Now  tell  me  by 
what  law  of  justice  you  compel  me  to  shut  the  doer  of  my 
store  while  you  keep  open  the  door  of  your  theatre  P  Are 
the  men  and  women  connected  with  the  theatrical  profession 
so  much  better  than  other  people,  that  you  give  them 
especial  privilege  P  Are  the  ballet  girls  better  than  the 
milliners  P  Are  these  men  who  stalk  the  stage,  clutching 
bloody  daggers  and  writing  death-warrants  with  quills  that 
have  no  ink  in  them,  and  manufacturing  thunder  with  a 
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Chinese  gong — are  tliej  better  than  people  who  sell  silks, 
and  harness,  and  cutlery?  Ladies  and  gentlemen  of 
the  theatre  and  opera,  in  what  school  did  you  get  morals  so 
far  superior  to  all  the  rest  of  the  people  P  May  it  please 
your  honours,  Judges  of  the  Supreme  Court,  when  you  give 
to  the  opera  and  the  theatre  the  right  to  open  on  the  Sabbath 
day,  you  ought  to  give,  at  the  same  time,  the  right  to  all 
commercial  establishments  to  be  open,  and  to  all  mechanical 
establishments  to  be  open.  What  is  right  in  the  one  case  is 
right  in  all  the  cases.  But  come  now  and  be  honest, 
you  men  who  manage  theatres  and  operas,  and  confess 
that  you  do  not  care  anything  at  all  about  the  moral 
welfare  of  the  people,  but  you  only  want  more  dollars. 
Indeed,  the  leader  of  one  of  the  operas  says  in  the  public 
prints  that  unless  he  can  have  the  theatre  open  on 
tbe  Lord's  day  he  cannot  afford  to  keep  it  running.  We 
are  told  by  the  operatic  and  theatrical  leaders  that  they 
must  get  money  on  Sabbath  nights  in  order  to  pay  the 
deficits  of  the  other  nights  of  the  week.  Now,  in  answer  to 
that  I  say,  that  if  men  cannot  manage  our  theatres  without 
breaking  the  Lord's  day,  they  had  better  all 

aO   INTO  BANKBUPTCT 

together.  We  will  neyer  surrender  our  Christian  Sabbath 
f  01  the  purpose  of  helping  these  violators  pay  their  expenses. 
While  there  may  be  a  difference  of  opinion  among  some 
people  about  the  propriety  of  having  theatricals  during  the 
week,  I  think  all  lovers  of  good  order  must  unite  in  one 
solid,  unanimous  resistance  to  this  infernal  attempt  to 
massacre  the  Christian  Sabbath. 

I  congratulate  our  city  that,  so  far,  we  have  almost  entirely 
escaped  the  invasion,  and  my  confidence  is  in  our  mayor,  and 
our  judges,  and  our  police  oificers  that  the  laws  of  the  Skate 
of  New  York  will  be  executed.    Above  all,  my  confidence  is 
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young  man  at  Chitelhont  looki  tuertmm  the  Engliah  Cbuad^ 
the  French  gOTemment  quakes  from  the  Toilleries  toYo^ 
sallies.  France  neTer  will  hare  a  permaDent  Bepablic  imlal 
she  quits  her  roystering  Sabbaths,  and  derotes  one  dftjii 
every  week  to  the  recognition  of  Ood  and  sacred  instifcatuiii. 

▲BOLISH   THB   SABBATH 

and  you  abolish  your  religious  priyileges.    Let  the  bad  wA 
go  on,  and  you  have  "  the  Commune,"  and  jou  have  ''th* 
devolution,"  and  you  hare  the  sun  of  national  proiperitj 
going  down  in  darkness  and  blood.     From  that  reign  of 
terror  may  the  God  of  Lexington  and  Gettjsburgh  deliver  u! 
Still  further :  I  am  opposed  to  this  invasion  of  the  SabbiA 
hecause  it  is  unfair ,  and  it  %$  partidL  Why  has  it  been,  doiiog 
the  past  few  weeks,  that  some  of  the  theatres  have  been 
allowed  to  be  open  and  others  not  P  Why  not  hare  sll  openF 
While  some  of  the  operas  and  theatres  were  open,  some  d 
our  friends  in  the  other  theatres,  although  they  were  willing 
to  bless  society  on  Sunday  with  their  dances  and  their  faioeii 
had  to  sit  in  their  "  green-rooms,"  chewing  their  beards  and 
**  wasting  their  sweetness  on  the  desert  air/'     Ge  furtliff 
and  see  how  unfair  it  is.    While  operas  and  theatres  in 
different  cities  are  allowed  to  be  open  on  the  Sabbath  iijt 
dry-goods  establishments  must   be  closed,  and    plumbing 
establishments,  and  the  butcher's,  and  the  baker*s,  and  the 
shoemaker's,  and  the  hardware  stores.     Now  tell   me  bj 
what  law  of  justice  you  compel  me  to  shut  the  door  of  mj 
store  while  you  keep  open  the  door  of  your  theatre  P    Are 
the  men  and  women  connected  with  the  theatrical  profession 
so  much    better  than  other  people,  that  you    give  them 
especial  privilege  P     Are  the  ballet   girls  better  than  the 
milliners  P    Are  these  men  who  stalk  the  stage,  clutching 
bloody  daggers  and  writing  death-warrants  with  quills  that 
have  no  ink  in  them,  and  manufacturing  thunder  with  a 


INVASION   OF  THE   SABBATH,  897 

Chinese  gong — ^are  thej  better  than  people  who  sell  silksy 
and  harness,  and  cutlery?  Ladies  and  gentlemen  of 
the  theatre  and  opera,  in  what  school  did  you  get  morals  so 
far  superior  to  all  the  rest  of  the  people  P  Maj  it  please 
your  honours,  Judges  of  the  Supreme  Court,  when  you  give 
to  the  opera  and  the  theatre  the  right  to  open  on  the  Sabbath 
day,  you  ought  to  give,  at  the  same  time,  the  right  to  all 
commercial  establishments  to  be  of>en,  and  to  all  mechanical 
establishments  to  be  open.  What  is  right  in  the  one  case  is 
right  in  all  the  cases.  But  come  now  and  be  honest, 
you  men  who  manage  theatres  and  operas,  and  confess 
that  you  do  not  care  anything  at  all  about  the  moral 
welfare  of  the  people,  but  you  only  want  more  dollars. 
Indeed,  the  leader  of  one  of  the  operas  says  in  the  public 
prints  that  unless  he  can  have  the  theatre  open  on 
tbe  Lord's  day  he  cannot  afford  to  keep  it  running.  We 
are  told  by  the  operatic  and  theatrical  leaders  that  they 
must  get  money  on  Sabbath  nights  in  order  to  pay  the 
deficits  of  the  other  nights  of  the  week.  Now,  in  answer  to 
that  I  say,  that  if  men  cannot  manage  our  theatres  without 
breaking  the  Lord's  day,  they  had  better  all 

OO   INTO  BANKEUPTCT 

together.  We  will  never  surrender  our  Christian  Sabbath 
foi  the  purpose  of  helping  these  violators  pay  their  expenses. 
While  there  may  be  a  difference  of  opinion  among  some 
people  about  the  propriety  of  having  theatricals  during  the 
week,  I  think  all  lovers  of  good  order  must  unite  in  one 
solid,  unanimous  resistance  to  this  infernal  attempt  to 
massacre  the  Christian  Sabbath. 

I  congratulate  our  city  that,  so  far,  we  have  almost  entirely 
escaped  the  invasion,  and  my  confidence  is  in  our  mayor,  and 
our  judges,  and  our  police  oificers  that  the  laws  of  the  State 
of  New  York  will  be  executed.    Above  all,  my  confidence  is 
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young  man  at  Chiielhant  looki  acroM  the  Engliih  Chundi 
the  French  goTerament  quakes  from  the  Tuilleriei  toYfl* 
sailles.  France  nerer  will  hare  a  penmuient  BepabUeniti 
she  quits  her  roystering  Sabbaths,  and  derotes  one  dsjii 
every  week  to  the  reoognition  of  Ood  and  sacred  uutifcntioDi. 

ABOLISH   THI   SABBATH 

and  you  abolish  your  religious  priTileges.    Let  the  badmA 
go  on,  and  you  have  **  the  Commone/'  and  you  have'titf 
li^volution,"  and  you  have  the  sun  of  national  proiperitf 
going  down  in  darkness  and  blood.     From  that  reign  t' 
terror  may  the  Gk>d  of  Lexington  and  G^ttjsburgh  deliver  u! 
Still  further :  I  am  opposed  to  this  invasion  of  the  SablsA 
because  it  is  unfair ,  and  it  is  partidL  Why  has  it  been,  dariig 
the  past  few  weeks,  that  some  of  the  theatres  have  bett 
allowed  to  be  open  and  others  not  P  Why  not  haresll  opeif 
While  some  of  the  operas  and  theatres  were  open,  some  of 
our  friends  in  the  other  theatres,  although  they  were  willing    | 
to  bless  society  on  Sunday  with  their  dances  and  their  fszoeii 
had  to  sit  in  their  **  green-rooms/'  chewing  their  beards  and 
'*  wasting  their  sweetness  on  the  desert  air."     Go  forihtf 
and  see  how  unfair  it  is.    While  operas  and  theatres  in 
different  cities  are  allowed  to  be  open  on  the  Sabbath  diji 
dry-goods  establishments  must   be  closed,  and    plumlufig 
establishments,  and  the  butcher's,  and  the  baker's,  and  th6 
shoemaker's,  and  the  haidware  stores.     Now  tell   me  bj 
what  law  of  justice  you  compel  me  to  shut  the  door  of  mf 
store  while  you  keep  open  the  door  of  your  theatre  P    Are 
the  men  and  women  connected  with  the  theatrical  profession 
so  much    better  than  other  people,  that  you    giro  them 
especial  privilege?     Are  the  ballet   girls  better  than  the 
milliners?    Are  these  men  who  stalk  the  stage,  clutching 
bloody  daggers  and  writing  death-warrants  with  quills  that 
have  no  ink  in  them,  and  manufacturing  thunder  with  a 
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Chinese  gong — ^are  thej  better  than  people  who  sell  silks, 
and  harness,  and  cutlery?  Ladies  and  gentlemen  of 
the  theatre  and  opera,  in  what  school  did  you  get  morals  so 
far  superior  to  all  the  rest  of  the  people  ?  May  it  please 
your  honours,  Judges  of  the  Supreme  Court,  when  you  give 
to  the  opera  and  the  theatre  the  right  to  open  on  the  Sabbath 
day,  you  ought  to  give,  at  the  same  time,  the  right  to  all 
commercial  establishments  to  be  open,  and  to  all  mechanical 
establishments  to  be  open.  What  is  right  in  the  one  case  is 
right  in  all  the  cases.  But  come  now  and  be  honest, 
you  men  who  manage  theatres  and  operas,  and  confess 
that  you  do  not  care  anything  at  all  about  the  moral 
welfare  of  the  people,  but  you  only  want  more  dollars. 
Indeed,  the  leader  of  one  of  the  operas  says  in  the  public 
prints  that  unless  he  can  have  the  theatre  open  on 
tbe  Lord's  day  he  cannot  afford  to  keep  it  running.  We 
are  told  by  the  operatic  and  theatrical  leaders  that  they 
must  get  money  on  Sabbath  nights  in  order  to  pay  the 
deficits  of  the  other  nights  of  the  week.  Now,  in  answer  to 
that  I  say,  that  if  men  cannot  manage  our  theatres  without 
breaking  the  Lord's  day,  they  had  better  all 

aO   INTO  BANKBUPTCT 

together.  We  will  never  surrender  our  Christian  Sabbath 
f  oi  the  purpose  of  helping  these  violators  pay  their  expenses. 
While  there  may  be  a  difference  of  opinion  among  some 
people  about  the  propriety  of  having  theatricals  during  the 
week,  I  think  all  lovers  of  good  order  must  unite  in  one 
solid,  unanimous  resistance  to  this  infernal  attempt  to 
massacre  the  Christian  Sabbath. 

I  congratulate  our  city  that,  so  far,  we  have  almost  entirely 
escaped  the  invasion,  and  my  confidence  is  in  our  mayor,  and 
our  judges,  and  our  police  officers  that  the  laws  of  the  Skate 
of  New  York  will  be  executed.    Above  all,  my  confidence  is 
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young  man  at  Chitelhunt  looks  across  the  English  Chanaely 
the  French  goTemment  quakes  from  the  ToiUeries  to  Yer- 
sailles.  France  neTer  will  hsTe  a  perxnaDent  Bepublicimtil 
she  quits  her  roystering  Sabbaths,  and  doTotes  one  day  in 
every  week  to  the  recognition  of  Gt>d  and  sacred  inatitiituHii. 

ABOLISH   THS   SABBATH 

and  you  abolish  your  religious  privileges.  Iiet  the  bad  woik 
go  on,  and  you  have  **  the  Commone,"  and  you  have  ^  tih« 
Revolution/'  and  you  have  the  son  of  national  prosperity 
going  down  in  darkness  and  blood.  From  that  reign  ot 
terror  may  the  God  of  Lexington  and  Gettjsbargh  deliveriul 
Still  further :  I  am  opposed  to  this  inrasion  of  the  Sabbstk 
because  it  is  unfair,  and  it  iipartioL  Why  has  it  been,  dmiBg 
the  past  few  weeks,  that  some  of  the  theatres  have  been 
allowed  to  be  open  and  others  not  P  Why  not  hare  all  openF 
While  some  of  the  operas  and  theatres  were  open,  some  of 
our  friends  in  the  other  theatres,  although  they  were  willing 
to  bless  society  on  Sunday  with  their  dances  and  their  faroeSi 
had  to  sit  in  their  "  green-rooms,"  chewing  their  beards  sod 
"  wasting  their  sweetness  on  the  desert  air."  Oo  further 
and  see  how  unfair  it  is.  While  operas  and  theatres  in 
different  cities  are  allowed  to  be  open  on  the  Sabbath  daj, 
dry-goods  establishments  must  be  closed,  and  plumbing 
establishments,  and  the  butcher's,  and  the  baker*s,  and  the 
shoemaker's,  and  the  haidware  stores.  Now  tell  me  by 
what  law  of  justice  you  compel  me  to  shut  the  door  of  mj 
store  while  you  keep  open  the  door  of  your  theatre  ?  Are 
the  men  and  women  connected  with  the  theatrical  profession 
so  much  better  than  other  people,  that  you  give  them 
especial  privilege?  Are  the  ballet  girls  better  than  the 
milliners  P  Are  these  men  who  staJk  the  stage,  clutching 
bloody  daggers  and  writing  death-warrants  with  quills  that 
have  no  ink  in  them,  and  manufacturing  thunder  with  a 
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Chinese  gong — are  tliej  better  than  people  who  sell  silksy 
and  harness,  and  cutlery?  Ladies  and  gentlemen  of 
the  theatre  and  opera,  in  what  school  did  you  get  morals  so 
far  superior  to  all  the  rest  of  the  people  ?  May  it  please 
your  honours,  Judges  of  the  Supreme  Court,  when  you  give 
to  the  opera  and  the  theatre  the  rigM  to  open  on  the  Sabbath 
day,  you  ought  to  give,  at  the  same  time,  the  right  to  all 
commercial  establishments  to  be  open,  and  to  all  mechanical 
establishments  to  be  open.  What  is  right  in  the  one  case  is 
right  in  all  the  cases.  But  come  now  and  be  honest, 
you  men  who  manage  theatres  and  operas,  and  confess 
that  you  do  not  care  anything  at  all  about  the  moral 
welfare  of  the  people,  but  you  only  want  more  dollars. 
Indeed,  the  leader  of  one  of  the  operas  says  in  the  public 
prints  that  unless  he  can  have  the  theatre  open  on 
the  Lord's  day  he  cannot  afford  to  keep  it  running.  We 
are  told  by  the  operatic  and  theatrical  leaders  that  they 
must  get  money  on  Sabbath  nights  in  order  to  pay  the 
deficits  of  the  other  nights  of  the  week.  Now,  in  answer  to 
that  I  say,  that  if  men  cannot  manage  our  theatres  without 
breaking  the  Lord's  day,  they  had  better  all 

OO   INTO  BANKBUPTCT 

together.  We  will  neyer  surrender  our  Christian  Sabbath 
f  01  the  purpose  of  helping  these  violators  pay  their  expenses. 
While  there  may  be  a  difference  of  opinion  among  some 
people 'about  the  propriety  of  having  theatricals  during  the 
week,  I  think  all  lovers  of  good  order  must  unite  in  one 
solid,  unanimous  resistance  to  this  infernal  attempt  to 
massacre  the  Christian  Sabbath. 

I  congratulate  our  city  that,  so  far,  we  have  almost  entirely 
escaped  the  invasion,  and  my  confidence  is  in  our  mayor,  and 
our  judges,  and  our  police  officers  that  the  laws  of  the  Skate 
of  New  York  will  be  executed.    Above  all,  my  confidence  is 
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in  the  good  hand  of  G-od  tHat  has  been  oyer  thia  oitj  Binoe 
its  foundation.  Bat  I  call  this  day  upon  all  those  who 
befriend  Christian  principles,  and  those  who  lore  our  politic 
cal  freedom,  to  stand  in  solid  phalanx  in  this  ThermopyUo 
of  our  American  history ;  for  I  beUere  as  certainly  as  I 
stand  here  that  the  triamph  or  overthrow  of  Amerioan 
institutions  depends  upon  this  Sabbatic  contest.  Bring 
your  Toices,  your  pens,  your  printing-presses^  and  your 
pulpits  into  the  Lord's  artillery  corps  for  the  defence  of  our 
holy  day.  To-day,  in  your  families  and  in  your  Sabbath- 
schools,  recite ;  **  Bemember  the  Sabbath  day  to  keep  it 
holy."  Decree  before  high  heaven  that  this  war  onyoor 
religious  rights  and  the  cradles  of  your  children  shall  l»ing 
ignominious  defeat  to  the  enemies  of  God  and  the  publifl 
weal.  For  those  who  die  in  the  contest  battling  for  the 
right  we  shall  chisel  the  epitaph:  ''These  are  they  who 
came  out  of  great  tribulation,  and  had  their  robes  washed 
and  made  white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb."  But  for  that 
one  who  shall  prove  in  this  moral  crisis  recreant  to  G^  and 
the  Church  there  shall  be  no  honourable  epitaph.  He  shall 
not  be  worthy  even  of  a  burial-place  in  all  this  free  land; 
but  perhaps  some  steam-tug,  at  midnight,  may  carry  out  his 
poor  remains  and  drop  them  in  the  sea,  where  the  lawless 
winds  which  keep  no  Sunday  will  gallop  over  the  grave  of 
him  who  lived  and  died  a  traitor  to  God,  the  Church,  and 
the  free  institutions  of  America.  Long  live  the  Ohristian 
Sabbath!  (Voices:  ''Amen,  amen.")  Perish  for  ever  all 
attempt  to  overthrow  it ! 
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OHEISTI^lN  GYMN^lSTICS, 
"  They  that  nae  this  world,  as  not  abasing  it.'*— 1  Ctn',  yli.  31. 

MY  text  implies  tkat  tbere  is  a  lawfal  use  of  tlie  world 
as  well  as  an  niilawfal  abase  of  it,  and  the  difference 
between  tbe  man  Christian  and  the  man  nn-Christian  is  that 
in  the  former  case  the  man  masters  the  world,  while  in  the 
latter  case  the  world  masters  him.  For  whom  did  God 
make  this  grand  and  beautiful  world  ?  For  whom  this 
wonderful  expenditure  of  colour,  this  gracefulness  of  line, 
this  mosaic  of  the  ground,  this  fresco  of  the  sky,  this  glow- 
ing fruitage  of  orchard  and  vinejard,  this  f uU  orchestra  of 
the  tempest,  in  which  the  tree  branches  flute,  and  the  winds 
trumpet,  and  the  thunders  drum,  and  all  the  splendours  of 
earth  and  skj  come  clashing  their  cymbals  P  For  whom 
did  God  spring  the  arched  bridge  of  colours  resting  upon 
buttresses  of  broken  stormcloud?  For  whom  did  He 
gather  the  upholstery  of  fire  around  the  window  of  the 
setting  sun  ?  For  all  men ;  but  more  especially  for  His  own 
dear  children. 

If  you  build  a  large  mansion,  and  spread  a  great  feast 
after  it  to  celebrate  the  completion  of  the  dtructure,  do  you 
allow  strangers  to  come  in  and  occupy  the  place  while  you 
thrust  your  own  children  in  the  kitchen,  or  the  bams,  or  the 
fields  ?  Oh,  no.  You  say :  ^'I  am  very  glad  to  see  strangers 
in  my  mansion,  but  my  own  sons  and  daughters  shall  have 
the  first  right  there."  Now,  G^d  has  built  this  grand  man- 
sion of  a  world,  and  He  has  spread  a  glorious  feast  in  it, 
and  while  those  who  are  strangers  to  His  grace  may  come 
in,  I  think  that  God  especially  intends  to  give  the  advantage 
to  His  own  children,  those  who  are  the  sons  and  the  daugh- 
ters of  the  Lord  Almighty,  those  who  through  grace  can 
l6ok  up  and  say:  ''Abba  Father.^  You  cannot  make  me 
believe  that  God  gires  more  advantages  to  the  worlds  than 
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He  gives  to  the  Church  bought  by  Bis  own  blood.  B, 
therefore,  people  of  the  world  hare  looked  with  dolorous 
8 jmpathj  upon  this  host  who  haiwe  this  daj  united  with  the 
Church,  and  have  said:  ^' Those  new  oonYerts  are  going 
down  into  privation  and  into  hardship.  Whj  did  not  they 
tarry  a  little  longer  in  the  world  and  have  some  of  iti 
enjoyments,  and  amusements^  and  recreations  P '' — ^I  say  to 
such  men  of  the  world :  "  You  are  greatly  mistaken/'  and 
before  I  get  through  I  will  show  that  those  x>eople  who  stey 
out  of  the  kingdom  of  Gk>d  have  the  hardships  and  self- 
denialsy  while  those  who  come  in  have  the  joys  and  satisfaO" 
tions. 

This  morning,  in  the  name  of  the  King  of  Heaven  and 
earth,  I  serve  a  writ  of  ejectment  upon  all  the  sinful  and 
polluted  who  have  squatted  on  the  domain  of  earthly  plea- 
sure as  though  it  belonged  to  them,  while  I  daim,  in  behali 
of  the  good  and  the  pure,  and  the  true,  the  eternal  inheri- 
tance which  God  has  given  them. 

Hitherto  Christian  philanthropists,  clerical  and  lay,  hate 
busied  themselves  chiefly  in  denouncing  sinful  amusementi; 
but  I  feel  we  have  no  right  to  stand  before  men  and  women 
in  whose  hearts  there  is  a  desire  for  recreation,  amounting 
to  positive  necessity,  denoxmcing  this  and  that,  and  the  other 
thing,  when  we  do  not  propose  to  give  them  something 
better.  God  helping  me  this  morning,  and  with  reference  to 
my  last  account,  I  shall  enter  upon  a  sphere  not  usual  in 
sermonizing,  but  a  subject  which  I  think  ought  to  be  pre- 
sented at  this  time.  I  propose  now  to  lay  before  you  some  of 

THB  AMUSBMBNTS   AND   BECBBATIONS 

which  are  not  only  innocent  but  positively  helpful  and 
advantageous. 

In  the  first  place,  I  commend,  among  in-door  recreations, 
musicy  vocal  and  instrumental.    Among  things  created  was 
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the  bird,  so  tliat  the  earth  miglit  Have  music  at  tbe  start. 
This  world,  which  began  with  so  sweet  a  serenade,  is  finallj 
to  be  demolished  amid  the  ringing  blast  of  the  archangeFs 
trumpet,  so  that  as  there  was  music  at  the  start  so  there 
shall  be  music  at  the  close.  WhUe  this  heavenly  art  has 
often  been  dragged  into  the  uses  of  superstition  and  dissi- 
pation, we  all  know  it  maj  be  the  means  of  high  moral 
culture.  0,  it  is  a  grand  thing  to  have  our  children  brought 
up  amid  the  sound  of  cultured  voices  and  amid  the  melodj 
of  musical  instruments.  There  is  in  this  art  an  inde-* 
scribable  fascination  for  the  household.  Let  aU  those  fami- 
lies who  have  the  means  to  afford  it,  have  flute,  or  harp,  or 
piano,  or  organ.  As  soon  as  the  hand  is  large  enough  to 
compass  the  kejs,  teach  it  how  to  pick  out  the  melodj.  Let 
all  our  young  men  try  this  heavenly  art  upon  their  nature. 
Those  who  have  gone  into  it  fully  have  found  it  illimitable 
recreation  and  amusement.  Dark  days,  stormy  nights, 
seasons  of  sickness,  business  disasters,  will  do  little  towards 
depressing  the  soul  which  can  gallop  off  over  musical  keys 
or  soar  in  jubilant  lay.  It  will  cure  pain.  It  will  rest 
fatigue.  It  will  quell  passion.  It  will  revive  health.  It  will 
reclaim  dissipation.  It  will  strengthen  the  immortal  soul. 
In  the  battle  of  Waterloo,  Wellington  saw  that  the  High- 
landers were  falling  back.  He  said :  ^'  What  is  the  matter 
there  ?  "  He  was  told  that  the  band  of  music  had  ceased 
playing,  and  he  called  up  the  pipers  and  ordered  them  to 
strike  up  an  inspiriting  air,  and  no  sooner  did  they  strike 
the  air  than  the  Highlanders  were  rallied  and  helped  win 
the  day.  0,  ye  who  have  been  routed  in  the  conflicts  of  life, 
try  by  the  force  of  music  to  rally  your  scattered  battalions. 

I  am  glad  to  know  that  in  our  great  cities  there  is  hardly 
a  night  in  which  there  are  not  concerts,  where,  with  the  best 
musical  instruments,  and  the  sweetest  voices,  people  may 
find  entertainment.    Patronize  such  entertainments  when 
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they  are  afforded  yon.  Buy  season  tickets,  if  you  oaiii  for 
the  **  Philharmooic  *'  and  the  **  Handel  and  Haydn  Societies." 
Feel  that  the  dollar  and  a  half  or  two  dollars  that  yon  spend 
for  the  purpose  of  hearing  an  artist  play  or  sing  is  a  pro« 
fitable  investment.  Let  yonr  Steinway  Halls  and  your 
Academies  of  Music  roar  with  the  acclamation  of  appredatiTS 
audiences  assembled  at  the  concert  or  the  oratorio. 
Still  farther :  I  commend  as  worthy  of  your  support 

THI   aYMNASIUM, 

This  institution  is  gaining  in  favour  every  year,  and  I  know 
of  nothing  more  free  from  dissipation,  or  more  calculated 
to  recuperate  the  physical  and  mental  energies.  While  there 
are  a  good  many  people  who  have  employed  this  institution, 
there  is  a  vast  number  who  are  ignorant  of  its  excellencies. 
There  are  men  with  cramped  chests,  and  weak  sides,  and 
despondent  spirits,  who,  through  that  institution,  might  be 
roused  up  to  exuberance  and  exhilaration  of  life.  There  are 
many  Christian  people  despondent  from  year  to  year  who 
might,  through  such  an  institution,  be  benefited  in  their 
spiritual  relations.  There  are  Christian  men  who  write  hard 
things  against  their  immortal  souls  when  there  is  nothing 
the  matter  with  them  but  an  incompetent  liver.  There  are. 
Christian  people  who  seem  to  think  that  it  is  a  good  sign  to 
be  poorly,  and  because  Bichard  Baxter  and  Robert  Hall  were 
invalids,  they  think  that  by  the  same  sickliness  they  may 
come  to  the  same  grandeur  of  character.  I  want  to  tell  the 
Christian  people  of  my  congregation  that  God  will  hold  yon 
responsible  for  your  invalidism  if  it  is  your  fault,  and  when 
through  right  exercise  and  prudence  you  might  be  athletic 
and  well.  The  effect  of  the  body  upon  the  soul  you  acknow- 
ledge. Put  a  man  of  mild  disposition  upon  the  Aninr^al  diet 
of  which  the  Indian  partakes,  and  in  a  little  while  his  blood 
will  change  its  chemical  proportions.    It  will  become  like 
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unto  the  blood  of  the  lion,  or  the  tiger,  or  the  bear,  while 
his  disposition  will  diange  and  become  fierce,  cmel,  and  un- 
relenting.   The  body  has  a  powerful  effect  upon  the  sooL 

There  are  good  people  whose  ideas  of  heaven  are  all  shut 
out  with  donds  of  tobacco  smoke.  There  are  people  who 
dare  to  shatter  the  physical  vase  in  which  GK>d  has  pat  the 
jewel  of  eternity.  There  are  men  with  great  hearts  and  in^ 
tellects  in  bodies  worn  ont  by  their  own  neglects — ^magni-* 
ficent  machinery,  capable  of  propelling  a  Oreat  Eastern  across 
the  Atlantic,  yet  fastened  in  a  racketty  North  Biver  pro- 
peller. Martin  Luther  was  so  mighty  for  God,  first,  because 
he  had  a  noble  soul,  and  secondly,  because  ho  had  a  muscular 
development  which  would  hare  enabled  him  to  thrash  any 
five  of  his  persecutors,  if  it  had  been  Christian  so  to  do. 
Physical  development,  which  merely  shows  itself  in  ^bulous 
lifting,  or  in  perilous  rope-waUdng,  or  in  pugilistic  encounteri 
excites  only  our  contempt ;  but  we  confess  to  great  admira- 
tion for  the  man  who  has  a  great  soul  in  an  athletic  body, 
every  nerve,  muscle,  and  bone  of  which  is  consecrated  to 
right  uses.  O,  it  seems  to  me  outrageous  that  men,  through 
neglect,  should  allow  their  physical  health  to  go  down  beyond 
repair,  spendiog  the  rest  of  their  life,  not  in  some  great 
enterprise  for  God  and  the  world,  but  in  studying  what  is 
the  best  thing  to  take  for  dyspepsia !  A  ship  which  ought^ 
with  all  sails  set  and  every  man  at  his  post^  be  carrying  a 
rich  cargo  for  eternity,  employing  all  its  men  in  stopping  up 
leakages.  When  you  may,  through  the  gymnasium,  work 
ofE  your  spleen  and  your  querulousness,  and  one-half  of  your 
physical  and  mental  ailments,  do  not  turn  your  back  upon 
such  a  grand  medicament. 

Still  further:  I  commend  to  you  a  large  class  of 

PABLOUB  QAHSS  AHD  BSOBSATIOKB. 


There  is  a  way  of  making  our  homes  a  hundredfold  more 
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attractlTe  tban  tliey  are  now.  Thoie  paientB  oannot  expeefc 
to  keep  their  children  away  from  oatside  duaipationi  nnlen 
they  make  the  domestic  circle  brighter  tban  anything  they 
can  find  outside  of  it.  Do  not,  then,  ait  in  your  home  snrij 
and  unsympathetic  and  with  a  half-oondemnatoiy  look, 
because  of  the  sportf  alness  of  your  children.  You  weie 
young  once  yourself ;  let  your  children  be  young*  BecaoM 
your  eyes  are  dim  and  your  ankles  are  itif^  do  not  denounce 
sportfulness  in  those  upon  whose  eyes  there  ia  the  first 
lustre,  and  in  whose  foot  there  is  the  bounding  joy  of  rohmt 
health.  I  thank  Qod  that  in  our  drawing-roome  and  in  oor 
parlours  there  are  innumerable  games  and  sports  which  have 
not  upon  them  the  least  taint  of  iniquity.  Light  up  all 
your  homes  with  innocent  hilarities.  Do  not  sit  down  with 
the  rheumatism,  wondering  how  children  could  go  on  so  I 
Rjbther  thank  God  that  their  hearts  are  so  light,  and  their 
laughter  is  so  free,  and  that  their  cheeks  are  ao  ruddy,  and 
that  their  expectations  are  so  radiant.  The  night  will  come 
soon  enough,  and  the  heart-break,  and  the  pang,  and  the 
desolation — it  will  come  soon  enough  for  the  dear  children. 
But  when  the  storm  actually  clouds  the  sky  it  will  be  time 
enough  for  you  to  haul  out  your  reef  tackles.  Oarry,  then, 
into  your  homes  not  only  the  innocent  sports  and  gamei 
which  are  the  inventions  of  our  own  day,  but  the  games 
which  come  down  with  the  sportfulness  of  all  the  past  ages. 
Chess,  and  charades,  and  tableaux,  and  battledore^  and 
calisthenics,  and  all  those  amusements  which  the  young 
people  of  our  homes  know  so  well  how  to  contrive.  Then 
there  will  be  the  parlour  socialities — groups  of  people  assem- 
bled in  your  homes,  with  wit,  and  mimicry,  and  joviality, 
filling  the  room  with  joy  from  the  door  to  the  mantel,  and 
from  the  carpet  to  the  ceiling.  Ob,  is  there  any  exhilaration 
like  a  score  of  genial  souls  in  one  room,  each  one  adding  a 
contribution  of  his  own  individual  merriment  to  the  aggre- 
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gation  of  general  Hilaritj.  Suppose  you  want  to  go  abroad 
in  the  city,  then  you  will  find  the  panorama  and  the  art  g^- 
lery — Schaus's,  and  Snedecor's,  and  Av^ery's  exquisite  collec- 
tions of  pictures.  You  will  find  the  Metropolitan  Museum 
and  the  Historical  Society  rooms  full  of  rare  curiosities, 
and  scores  of  places  which  can  stand  plainly  the  test  of  the 
principles  I  have  laid  down  in  former  discourses  as  to  what 
is  right  and  wrong  in  amusements.  You  will  fiad  the  lec- 
turing hall  which  has  been  honoured  by  the  names  of 
Agassiz  in  natural  historyi  Doremus  in  chemistry,  Boynton 
in  geology,  Dr.  Mitchell  in  astronomy,  John  B.  Gough  in 
moral  reform,  and  scores  and  hundreds  of  men  who  have 
poured  their  wit,  and  genius,  and  ingenuity  through  that 
particular  channel  upon  the  hearts,  and  consciences,  and 
imaginations  of  men,  setting  this  country  fifty  years  further 
in  advance  than  it  would  have  been  without  the  lecture 
platform. 

I  rejoice  in  the  popularization  of  outdoor  sports.  I  hail 
the  croquet  ground,  and  the  fisherman's  rod,  and  the  sports- 
man's gun.  In  our  cities  life  is  so  unhealthy  and  unnatural : 
when  the  census-taker  represents  a  city  as  having  four  hun- 
dred thousand  inhabitants  there  are  only  two  hundred  thou- 
sand, since  it  takes  at  least  two  men  to  amount  to  one  man, 
so  depleting,  and  unnerving,  and  exhausting  is  this  metro- 
politan life. 

WB  WANT   MOBE   FBESH  AIB, 

more  sunlight,  more  of  the  abandon  of  field  sports.  I  ery 
out  for  it  in  behalf  of  the  Church  of  God  as  well  as  in 
behalf  of  secular  interests.  I  wish  that  this  winter  our 
ponds,  and  our  rivers,  and  our  Capitoline  Grounds  might  be 
all  a-quake  with  the  heel  and  the  shout  of  the  swift  skater. 
I  wish  that  when  the  warm  weather  comes  the  graceful  oar 
might  dip  the  stream,  and  the  evening  tide  be  resonant  of 
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the  boatman's  long,  the  bright  prow  splitting  the  erystal- 
line  billow.  We  shall  have  the  smooth  and  grassj  lawn,  and 
we  will  call  out  people  of  all  occupations  and  professionsi  and 
ask  them  to  join  in  the  ball  plajer's  sport.  You  will  come 
back  from  these  out-door  exercises  and  recreations  with 
strength  in  your  arm,  and  colour  in  your  cheek,  and  a  flash 
in  your  eye,  and  courage  in  your  heart.  In  this  great  battk 
that  is  opening  against  the  kingdom  of  darkness  we  want 
not  only  a  consecrated  soul,  but  a  strong  arm,  and  stout 
lungs,  and  mighty  muscle.  I  bless  God  that  there  are  so 
many  recreations  that  have  not  on  them  any  taint  of  iniquity ; 
recreations  in  which  we  may  engage  for  the  strengthening  of 
the  body,  for  the  clearing  of  the  intellect^  for  the  illumination 
of  the  soul. 

There  is  still  another  form  of  recreation  which  I  commend 
to  you,  and  that  is  the  pleasure  of  doing  good.  I  hare  seen 
young  men,  weak,  and  cross,  and  sour,  and  repelling  in  their 
disposition,  who  by  one  heayenly  touch  have  wakened  up  and 
become  blessed  and  buoyant,  the  ground  under  their  feet 
and  the  sky  over  their  heads  breaking  forth  into  musia 
**  0,"  says  some  young  man  in  the  house  to-day,  **  I  should 
like  that  recreation  above  aU  others,  but  I  have  not  the 
means."  My  dear  brother,  let  us  take  an  account  of  stock 
this  morning.  You  have  a  large  estate,  if  you  only  realised 
it.  Two  hands.  Two  feet.  You  wUl  have,  perhaps,  during 
the  next  year  at  least  ten  dollars  for  charitable  contribution. 
You  will  have  twenty-fire  hundred  cheerful  looks,  if  yoa 
want  to  employ  them.  You  will  have  five  thousand  pleasant 
words  if  you  want  to  speak  them.  Now,  what  an  amount 
that  is  to  start  with.  You  go  out  to-morrow  morning  and . 
you  see  a  c9.se  of  real  destitution  by  the  wayside.  You  give 
him  two  cents.  The  blind  man  hears  the  pennies  rattle  in 
his  hat,  and  he  says:  ^' Thank  you,  sir;  God  bless  you." 
You  pass  down  the  street,  trying  to  look  indifferent ;  but 


PHBI8TIAN   QYMNASTICS*  ^07 

you  feel  from  the  very  depth  of  jour  soul  a  profound  satis- 
faction that  you  made  that  man  happy.  You  go  on  still 
farther,  and  find  a  poor  boy  with  a  wheel-barrow,  trying  to 
get  it  up  on  the  carbstone.  He  fails  in  the  attempt.  You 
say :  ^'  Stand  back,  my  lad ;  let  me  try.'*  You  push  it  up 
on  the  carbstone  for  him,  and  pass  on.  He  wonders  who 
that  well-dressed  man  was  that  helped  him.  You  did  a 
kindness  to  the  boy,  but  you  did  a  great  joy  to  your  own 
soul.  You  will  not  get  over  it  all  the  week.  On  the  street, 
to-morrow  morning,  you  will  see  a  sick  man  passing 
along.  **  Ah,"  you  say,  '^  what  can  I  do  to  make  this  man 
happy  P  He  certainly  does  not  want  money ;  he  is  not  poor, 
but  he  is  sick."  Give  him  one  of  those  twenty-fire  hundred 
cheerful  looks  that  you  hare  garnered  up  for  the  whole  year* 
Look  joy  and  hopefulness  into  his  soul.    It 

WILL  THBILL   HIM   THBOUGH, 

and  there  will  be  a  reaction  upon  your  own  soul.  Going 
a  little  further  on,  you  will  come  to  the  store  of  a  friend 
who  is  embarrassed  in  business  matters.  You  will  go  in 
and  say :  ''  What  a  fine  store  you  have.  I  think  business 
will  brighten  up,  and  you  will  have  more  custom  after 
awhile.  I  think  next  spring  will  bring  more  prosperity  to 
the  country.  Good  morning."  You  pass  out.  You  have 
helped  that  young  man,  and  you  have  helped  yourself. 
And  that  night  you  go  home,  you  sit  by  the  fire,  you  talk 
a  little,  you  sing  a  little,  you  laugh  a  little;  you  say :  **  I 
really  don't  know  what  is  the  matter  with  me.  I  never 
felt  so  splendidly  in  my  life."  I  will  tell  what  is  the 
matter  with  you.  You  spent  only  two  cents  out  of  the 
ten  dollars;  you  haye  contributed  one  out  of  twenty-fire 
hundred  cheerful  looks;  you  hare  given  ten,  fifteen,  or 
twenty  of  the  five  thousand  pleasant  words  you  are  going 
to  speak  during  the  year ;  you  have  with  your  own  hands 
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helped  the  boj  with  the  wheelbarrow^  and  joa  fed  it 
body,  mind,  and  soul  the  thrill  of  that  recreation.  Wbidi 
do  you  think  was  the  happier — Colonel  G-ardinery  who  nft 
with  his  elbow  on  a  table  spread  with  all  eztraTagut 
▼lands,  looking  off  at  a  dog  on  the  mg,  saying:  ''How  I 
would  like  to  change  places  with  him ;  I  be  the  dog  and  lie 
be  Colonel  Gardiner ; "  or  those  two  Moravian  missionariei 
who  wanted  to  go  into  the  lazaretto  for  the  sake  of  attend- 
ing the  sick,  and  they  were  told :  ^  If  yon  go  in  there  yon 
will  never  come  out.  We  never  allow  anyone  to  oome  oat| 
for  they  would  bring  the  contagion.'*  Then  they  made  their 
wills  and  went  in,  first  to  help  the  sick  and  then  to  dia 
Which  was  the  happier — Colonel  Gardiner  or  the  Morarian 
missionaries  dying  for  others  P  Was  it  all  sacrifice  when  the 
missionaries  wanted  to  bring  the  Gospel  to  the  negroes  at 
the  Barbadoes,  and,  being  denied  the  privilege,  sold  them- 
selves into  slavery,  standing  side  by  side,  and  lying  side  by 
side  down  in  the  very  ditch  of  suffering,  in  order  that  they 
might  bring  those  men  up  to  life,  and  God,  and  heaven?  0 
there  is  a  thrill  in  the  joy  of  doing  good.  It  is  the  most 
magnificent  recreation  to  which  a  man  ever  puts  his  hand, 
or  his  head,  or  his  heart. 

But  before  closing,  I  want  to  impress  upon  yon  that  mere 
secular  amusement  and  entertainment  are  not  a  fit  founda- 
tion for  your  soul  to  build  on.  Have  you  never  had  in  your 
own  life  illustrations  of  the  fact  that  worldly  amusements 
are  not  sufficient,  and  that  the  pleasures  of  this  life  are, 
after  all,  evanescent,  and  the  morning  that  opens  most 
brightly  may  end  in  the  darkest  night  ?  I  know  there  are 
those  in  this  audience  who  seek  in  the  pleasures  of  this 
^orld  their  chief  satisfaction ;  and  I  want  to  tell  them  of 
the  mistake  they  are  making  before  they  wake  up  in 
everlasting  disappointment.  I  had  an  illustration  in  my 
own  life  of 
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HOW  EYANESCBNT   IS   B4BTHLY   FLBASITBE, 

and  how  that  which  opens  verj  brightly  may  end  in  dark- 
ness, and  gloom,  and  tronble.  I  had  read  in  books  illustra- 
tions of  the  kind,  but  I  never  saw  any  that  was  as  powerful 
as  that  which  I  had  in  my  own  life.  Just  after  going  to 
Philadelphia,  and  while  I  was  yet  ignorant  of  all  the  snr 
roundings  of  that  city,  one  Monday  morning,  fatigaed  some- 
what with  the  duties  of  the  previous  Sdibbath,  I  went  out  for 
the  purpose  of  recreation,  taking  in  all,  my  wife,  my  only 
daughter,  my  elder  sister  Sarah  and  her  daughter,  who  was 
a  young  lady.  It  was  a  beautiful  June  morning.  Pass- 
ing along  by  the  Schuylkill  river  we  saw  some  plea- 
sure-boats waiting  for  excursionists;  and  oAe  of  our 
party  said:  ''Suppose  we  take  a  row  on  the  river."  I 
said :  ''  Well,"  and  in  two  minutes  were  all  aboard — five  of 
us  in  all.  There  had  been  a  freshet  some  days  before,  and 
the  stream  was  very  violent.  I  laid  hold  of  the  oars  and 
pulled  away,  and  there  was  laughter,  and  shout,  and  joy. 
O,  it  was  a  very  gay  party.  I  was  pulling  away  with  all  my 
strength,  when  I  heard  a  shout  from  the  shore,  and  I  saw  a 
waving  of  the  han49  as  much  as  to  say :  "  Stop  I  stop  I "  I 
looked  back,  and  I  saw  we  were  within  a  few  yards  of  the 
awful  plunge  over  the  dam — ^the  dam  that  reaches  across 
the  Schuylkill.  With  a  cry  to  €K>d  for  help  and  an  agony 
that  I  can  never  describe,  I  laid  on  to  the  oars  and  tried  to 
put  back.  It  was  too  late !  We  went  over  with  an  awful 
plunge,  the  boat  capsizing  as  we  went.  None  of  us  being 
able  to  swim,  we  dung  to  the  rim  of  the  upset  boat,  save 
two— my  wife,  who  was  drawn  under  the  dam  instantly,  and 
my  child,  who  sank.  From  the  shore,  very  soon  boats  came, 
but  it  seemed  like  many  hours.  The  survivors  of  the  party 
got  into  the  boat,  and  we  looked  around  for  the  fairest  and 
the  best  in  all  the  group,  but  she  was  gone.  And  then  I 
saw  under  the  wave  the  straw  hat  of  my  little  c^d,  and  I 
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clutclied  for  it  as  wkh  a  death  grip,  and  I  banled  lier  in 
black  with  Btrangulation.  There  were  fiTe  of  us  who  first 
got  into  the  boat,  bat  there  were  onlj  four  of  lu  who  knded. 
For  six  dajs  and  nights  the  gunners  stood  firing  the  cannon 
across  that  riyer,  the  artillerymen  expecting  bj  the  dis- 
turbance of  the  air  to  raise  the  body  from  the  bottom  of  the 
river.  They  succeeded;  bat  O!  what  a  change  between 
that  bright  June  morning  when  we  went  out  with  laughter 
and  song,  and  that  afternoon  when  we  came  across  the 
Schuylkill  bridge  in  a  dose  carriage,  four  of  us ;  my  ball- 
dead  and  motherless  child,  wrapped  in  flanneLs,  lying  on  my 
lap.  O  Gh>d  upon  such  a  bright  morning,  did  there  ever 
drop  such  a  horrible  night  P 

I  learned  a  lesson  that  day  which  I  teach  this  day  to  joOf 
and  that  is,  you  cannot  depend  too  much  upon  the  pleasurei 
and  the  amusements  of  this  life.  O  people  of  the  world} 
learn  this :  that  while  the  stream  of  earthlj  pleasure  maj 
break  down  into  darkness  and  into  death,  the  riyer  of  €K>d*s 
comfort  and  salvation  flows  on  all  through  this  world,  empty- 
ing at  last  into  the  boundless,  fathomless  ocean  of  eternal  joy. 
May  God  bring  you  this  day  into  the  soft  and  beautiful  current 
Only  a  few  strokes  of  the  oar  and  you  will  be  landed. 


STBERINa  BETWEEN  THE  ROOKS. 

"They  shall  teach  my  people  the  difference  between  the  holy  and 
profane,  and  cause  them  to  discern  between  the  unclean  and  the  dean." 


IN  pursuance  of  that  authority,  I  come  to-day  to  draw  the 
line  between  right  and  wrong  amusements.  Indeed  it 
is  a  Hue  drawn  by  the  hand  of  God,  and  reaching  from 
eternity  to  eternity.  On  one  side  of  the  line  it  is  all  right 
and  on  the  other  side  of  the  line  it  is  all  wrong.  I  have  for 
three  or  four  Sabbaths  been  arguing  against  thait  monster  of 
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iniquitj,  tlie  average  American  theatre,  as  it  was  and  is* 
The  nine  arguments  I  have  brought  against  it  have  in  no- 
wise been  answered,  save  bj  scurrilitj,  and  Tulgarism, 
and  low  abuse,  which,  instead  of  overthrowing  the  posi- 
tion I  have  taken,  only  strongly  illustrate  the  depraving 
influence  of  the  American  theatre  upon  its  retainers  and  em- 
phye^a.  This  morning  I  pass  on  to  lay  down  certain  prin- 
ciples by  which  you  may  judge  in  regard  to  any  amusement 
or  recreation,  finding  out  for  yourself  whether  it  is  right  or 
whether  it  is  wrong. 

I  remark,  in  the  first  place,  that  you  can  judge  of  the 
moral  character  of  any  amusement  by  its  healthful  remU^  ct 
by  Ua  baleful  reaction.  There  are  people  who  seem  made  up 
of  hard  facts.  They  are  a  combination  of  multiplication  tables 
and  statistics.  If  you  show  them  an  exquisite  picture,  they 
will  begin  to  discuss  the  pigments  involved  in  the  colouring. 
If  you  show  them  a  beautiful  rose,  they  will  submit  it  to  a 
botanical  analysis,  which  is  only  the  post  mortem  examination 
of  a  flower.  They  have  no  rebound  in  their  nature.  They  never 
do]anything  more  than  smile.  There  are  no  great  tides  of  feeling 
surging  up  from  the  depths  of  their  soul,  in  billow  after  billow 
of  reverberating  laughter.  They  seem  as  if  nature  had  built 
them  by  contract,  and  made  a  bungling  job  of  it.  But,  blessed 
be  God,  there  are  people  in  the  world  who  have  bright  faces, 
and  whose  life  is  a  song,  an  anthem,  a  psean  of  victory.  Even 
their  troubles  are  like  the  vines  that  crawl  up  the  side  of  a 
great  tower,  on  the  top  of  which  the  sunlight  sits,  and  the 
soft  airs  of  summer  hold  perpetual  carnival.  They  are  the 
I>eople  you  like  to  have  come  to  your  house ;  they  are  the 
people  I  like  to  have  come  to  my  house.  If  you  but  touch 
the  hem  of  their  garments, 

TOU  ABB  HBALBD. 

Now,  it  is  these  exhilaranty  and  sympathetiC|  and  warm- 
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hearted  people  that  are  the  most  tempted  to  pemiciaaf 
amusements.  In  proportion  as  a  ship  is  swift^  it  wants  a 
strong  helmsman ;  in  proportion  as  a  horse  is  gaj,  it  wants  a 
stout  driver ;  and  these  people  of  exuberant  nature  will  do 
well  to  look  at  the  reaction  of  all  their  amusements.  If  an 
amusement  sends  you  home  at  night  neryous,  so  that  yon 
cannot  sleep,  and  you  rise  up  in  the  morning,  not  becauae 
you  are  slept  out,  but  because  your  duty  drags  you  from  your 
slumbers,  you  have  been  where  you  ought  not  to  have  been. 
There  are  amusements  that  send  a  man  next  day  to  his  work 
bloodshot,  yawning,  stupid,  nauseated ;  and  they  are  wrong 
kinds  of  amusement.  There  are  entertainments  that  give  a 
man  disgust  with  the  drudgery  of  life,  with  tools  because  they 
are  not  swords,  with  working  aprons  because  they  are  not 
robes,  with  cattle  because  they  are  not  infuriated  bulls  of  the 
arena.  If  any  amusement  sends  you  home  longing  for  a  life 
of  romance  and  thrilling  adventure,  love  that  takes  pois<m 
and  shoots  itself  moonlight  adventures  and  hair- breadth 
escapes,  you  may  depend  upon  it  that  you  are  the  sacrificed 
yictim  of  unsanctified  pleasure.  Our  recreations  are  intended 
to  build  us  up ;  and  if  they  pull  us  down  as  to  our  moral  or 
as  to  our  physical  strength,  you  may  come  to  the  conclusion 
that  they  are  in  the  class  spoken  of  by  my  text  as  obnoxious. 
Still  further:  those  amusements  are  wrong  which  lead 
you  into  expendUwre  beyond  yowr  means.  Money  spent  in 
recreation  is  not  thrown  away.  It  is  all  folly  for  us  to 
come  from  a  place  of  amusement  feeling  that  we  have 
wasted  our  money  and  time.  You  may  by  it  hare  made 
an  investment  worth  more  than  the  transaction  that 
yielded  you  a  hundred  or  a  thousand  dollars.  But  how 
many  properties  have  been  riddled  by  costly  amusements  f 
The  table  has  been  robbed  to  pay  the  club.  The  champagne 
has  cheated  the  children's  wardrobe.  The  carousing  party 
has  burned  up  the  boy's  primer.    The  table-cloth  of  the 
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corner  saloon  is  in  debt  to  the  wife's  faded  dress.  Excur- 
sions that  in  a  day  make  a  tour  around  a  whole  month's 
wages ;  ladies  whose  lifetime  business  it  is  to  ''  go  shop- 
ping ;  **  bets  on  horses  and  a  box  at  the  theatre  have  their 
counterparts  in  uneducated  children,  bankruptcies  that  shock 
the  money  market  and  appal  the  Church,  and  that  send 
druukenness  staggering  across  the  richly  figured  carpet  of 
the  mansion,  and  dashing  into  the  mirrori  and  drowning  oat 
the  carol  of  music  with 

THE  WHOOPING  OF   BLOATBB   SONS 

come  home  to  break  their  old  mother's  heart. 

I  saw  a  beautiful  home,  where  the  bell  rang  violently 
late  at  night.  The  son  had  been  off  in  sinful  indulgences. 
His  comrades  were  bringing  him  home.  They  carried  him 
to  the  door.  They  rang  the  bell  at  one  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing. Father  and  mother  came  down.  They  were  waiting 
for  the  wandering  son,  and  then  the  comrades,  as  soon  as  the 
door  was  opened,  threw  the  prodigal  headlong  into  the  door- 
wayi  crying:  ^' There  he  is,  drunk  as  a  fool.  Ha,  ha!" 
When  men  go  into  amusements  that  they  cannot  afford,  they 
first  borrow  what  they  cannot  earn,  and  then  they  steal  what 
they  cannot  borrow.  First,  they  go  into  embarassment,  and 
then  into  lying,  and  then  into  theft ;  and  when  a  man  gets 
as  far  on  as  that,  he  does  not  stop  short  of  the  penitentiary. 
There  is  not  a  prison  in  the  land  where  there  are  not  victims 
of  unsanctified  amusements. 

How  often  I  have  had  parents  come  to  me  and  ask  me 
to  go  over  to  New  York  and  beg  their  boy  off  from  crimes 
that  he  had  committed  against  his  employer — ^the  taking  of 
funds  out  of  his  employer's  till,  or  the  disarrangement  of 
the  accounts.  Why,  he  had  salary  enough  to  pay  all  lawful 
expenditure,  but  not  enough  salary  to  meet  his  sinful 
amusements.      And    again    and  again  I  have  gone  and 


414  BTsnturo  Bsrwnv  tbi  bocks. 

implored  for  the  jonng  man,  eometimes,  alas  1  the  petition 
all  unayailing.  Merchant  of  New  York,  is  there  a  disar- 
rangement in  jour  accoantsP  Is  there  a  leakage  in  your 
money-drawer P  Did  not  the  cash  aoooontcome  outright 
last  night  P  I  will  teU  yon.  There  is  a  young  man  in  your 
store  wandering  off  into  bad  amusements.  The  salary  yon 
give  him  may  meet  lawful  expenditures,  but  not  the  sinful 
indulgences  in  which  he  has  entered,  and  he  takes  by  ^leffc 
that  which  you  do  not  give  him  in  la?rful  salary. 

How  brightly  the  path  of  unrestrained  amusement  opens. 
The  young  man  says :  **  Now  I  am  off  for  a  good  time.  Never 
mind  economy.  I*U  get  money  somehow.  What  splendid 
acting  in  this  theatre  to-night  I  What  a  fine  road !  What 
a  beautiful  day  for  a  ride  I  Crack  the  whip,  and  oyer  the 
turnpike!  Gome,  boys,  fill  high  your  glasses  I  Drink  I 
Long  life,  health,  plenty  of  rides  just  like  this  i "  Hard- 
working men  hear  the  clatter  of  the  hoofs,  and  look  up,  and 
say :  '*  Why,  I  wonder  where  these  fellows  get  their  money 
from.  We  have  to  toil  and  drudge.  They  do  nothing."  To 
these  gay  men  life  is  a  thrill  and  an  excitement.  They  stare 
at  other  people,  and  in  turn  are  stared  at.  The  watch-chain 
jingles.  The  cup  foams.  The  cheeks  flash.  The  eyes  flash. 
The  midnight  hears  their  guffaw.  They  swagger.  They 
jostle  decent  men  off  the  sidewalk.  They  take  the  name  of 
God  in  vain.  They  parody  the  hynm  they  learned  at  their 
mother's  knee ;  and  to  all  pictures  of  coming  disaster  they 
cry  out 

"who  cases  I" 

and  to  the  counsel  of  some  Christian  friend:  ''  Who  are  you  I" 
Passing  along  the  street  some  night,  you  hear  a  shriek  in  a 
grog-shop,  the  rattle  of  the  watchman's  dub,  the  rush  of  the 
police.  What  is  the  matter  now  P  O,  this  reckless  young 
man  has  been  killed  in  a  grog-shop  fight.    Garry  him  home 
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to  his  father's  house.  Parents  will  come  down  and  wash  his 
wounds,  and  dose  his  eyes  in  death.  Thej  forgive  him  all 
he  ever  did,  though  he  cannot  in  his  silence  ask  it.  The 
prodigal  has  got  home  at  last.  Mother  will  go  to  her  little 
garden,  and  get  the  sweetest  flowers,  and  twist  them  into  a 
chaplet  for  the  silent  heart  of  the  wayward  boy,  and  push 
back  from  the  bloated  brow  the  long  locks  that  were  once  her 
pride :  And  the  air  will  be  rent  with  the  father's  cry:  "  O,  my 
son,  my  son,  my  poor  son  I  Would  Gbd  I  had  died  for  thee, 
O,  my  son,  my  son !  '* 

I  go  further,  and  say  those  are  unchristian  amusements 
which  become  the  chief  htisiness  of  a  man*8  life.  Life  is  an 
earnest  thing.  Whether  we  were  bom  in  a  palace  or  a  hovel ; 
whether  we  are  affluent  or  pinched,  we  have  to  work.  If  you 
do  not  sweat  with  toil,  you  will  sweat  with  disease.  Yeu  have 
a  soul  that  is  to  be  transfigured  amidst  the  pomp  of  a  judg- 
ment-day :  and  after  the  sea  has  sung  its  last  chant,  and  the 
mountain  shall  have  come  down  in  an  avalanche  of  rock,  you 
will  live,  and  think,  and  act,  high  on  a  throne  where  seraphs 
sing,  or  deep  in  a  dungeon  where  demons  howl.  In  a  world 
where  there  is  so  much  to  do  for  yourselves,  and  so  much  to 
do  for  others,  God  pity  that  man  who  has  nothing  to  do. 

Your  sports  are  merely  means  to  an  end.  They  are  alle- 
viations and  helps.  The  arm  of  toil  is  the  only  arm  strong 
enough  to  bring  up  the  bucket  out  of  the  deep  well  of  plea- 
sure. Amusement  is  only  the  bower  where  business  and 
philanthropy  rest  while  on  their  way  to  stirring  achieve- 
ments. Amusements  are  merely  the  vines  that  grow  about 
the  anvil  of  toil,  and  the  blossoming  of  the  hammers.  Alas 
for  the  man  who  spends  his  life  in  labouriously  doing 
nothing,  his  days  in  hunting  up  lounging-places  and 
loungers,  his  nights  in  seeking  out  some  gas-lighted  foolery ! 
The  man  who  always  has  on  his  sporting -jacket,  ready  to 
hunt  for  game  in  the  mountain  or  flsh  in  the  brook  with 


416  BTBIBINO  BBTWBSH   THE   KOCXS. 

no  time  to  praj,  or  work,  or  read,  ia  not  so  well  off  as  tlie 
greyhound  that  runs  bj  his  side,  or  the  flj-bait  with,  nhich 
he  whips  the  stream.     A  man  who  does  not  work 

D0S8  NOT  KNOW  HOW  TO  PLAT. 

It  Ood  had  intended  us  to  do  nothing  but  laugh,  we  would 
have  been  all  mouth ;  but  He  has  given  us  shoulders  with 
which  to  lift,  and  hands  with  which  to  work,  and  brains  with 
which  to  think.  The  amusements  of  life  are  merely  the 
orchestra  playing  while  the  great  tragedy  of  life  plunges 
through  its  five  acts — ^infancy,  childhood,  manhood,  M 
age,  and  death.  Then  exit  the  last  chance  for  mercy.  Enter 
the  overwhelming  realities  of  an  eternal  world  I 

I  go  further,  and  say  that  all  those  amusements  are  wrong 
which  lead  into  had  company.  If  you  belong  to  an  organisa- 
tion where  you  have  to  associate  with  the  intemperate,  with 
the  unclean,  with  the  abandoned,  however  well  they  may  be 
dressed,  in  the  name  of  God  quit  it  They  wiU  despoil  your 
nature.  They  will  undermine  your  moral  character.  They 
will  drop  you  when  you  are  destroyed.  They  will  give  n^ 
one  cent  to  support  your  children  when  you  are  dead.  They 
will  weep  not  one  tear  at  your  buriaL  They  will  chuckle 
over  your  damnation. 

I  had  a  friend  at  the  West — a  rare  friend.  He  was  one 
of  the  first  to  welcome  me  to  my  new  home.  To  fine  per- 
sonal appearance,  he  added  a  generosity,  frankness,  and 
ardour  of  nature  that  made  me  love  him  like  a  brother. 
But  I  saw  evil  people  gathering  around  him.  They  came 
up  from  the  saloons,  from  the  theatres,  from  the  gambling- 
hells.  They  plied  him  with  a  thousand  arts.  They  seized 
upon  his  social  nature,  and  he  could  not  stand  the  charm. 
They  drove  him  on  the  rock^a,  like  a  ship  full-winged,  shiver- 
ing on  the  breakers.  I  used  to  admonish  him.  I  would 
say :  **  Now  I  wish  you  would  quit  these  bad  habits,  and 
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1)ecome  a  Christian."  "  O/*  he  would  reply :  "  I  would  like 
to ;  I  would  like  to ;  but  I  have  gone  so  far  I  don't  think 
there  is  any  way  back."  In  his  moments  of  repentance,  he 
would  go  home  and  take  his  little  girl  of  eight  years,  and 
embrace  her  oonyulsiTely,  and  cover  her  with  adornments, 
and  strew  around  her  pictures  and  toys,  and  everything  that 
could  make  her  happy ;  and  then,  as  though  hounded  by  an 
evil  spirit,  he  would  go  out  to  the  inflaming  cup  and  the 
house  of  shame,  like  a  fool  to  the  correction  of  stocks. 

I  was  summoned  to  his  death-bed.  I  hastened.  I  entered 
the  room.  I  found  him,  to  my  surprise,  lying  in  full  every- 
day dress  on  the  top  of  the  couch.  I  put  out  my  hand.  He 
grasped  it  excitedly,  and  said:  ''Sit  down,  Mr.  Talmage, 
right  there."  I  sat  down.  He  said :  "  Last  night  I  saw  my 
mother,  who  has  been  dead  twenty  years,  and  she  sat  just 
where  you  sit  now.    It  was  no  dream.     I  was  wide  awake. 

THESE  WAS  NO   DELUSION   IN   THE   MATTEB. 

I  saw  her  just  as  plainly  as  I  see  you.  Wife,  I  wish  you 
would  take  these  strings  off  of  me.  There  are  strings  spun 
all  around  my  body.  I  wish  you  would  take  them  oft  of 
me."  I  saw  it  was  delirium.  "  O,"  replied  his  wife :  "  my 
dear,  there  is  nothing  there,  there  is  nothiag  there."  He 
•went  on  and  said:  "Just  where  you  sit,  Mr.  Talmage,  my 
mother  sat.  She  said  to  me:  'Bos well,  I  do  wish  you  would 
do  better.'  I  got  out  of  bed,  put  my  arms  around  her,  and 
said :  '  Mother,  I  want  to  do  better.  I  have  been  trying  to 
do  better.  Won't  you  help  me  to  do  better  P  You  used  to 
help  me.'  No  mistake  about  it,  no  delusion.  I  saw  her — 
the  cap,  and  the  apron,  and  the  spectacles,  just  as  she  used 
to  look  twenty  years  ago.  But  I  do  wish  you  would  take 
these  strings  away.  They  annoy  me  so.  I  can  hardly  talk. 
Won't  you  take  them  away  ?  "  I  knelt  down  and  prayed, 
conscious  of  the  fact  that  he  did  not  realize  what  I  was 
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saying.    I  got  up.    I  said :  *'  Gh>od-bje ;  I  hope  jon  will  be 
better  soon."    He  said :  "  Good-bje,  good-bje." 

That  night  his  soul  went  to  the  God  who  gave  it.  Arrange- 
ments were  made  for  the  obsequies.  Sjme  said:  ''Don't 
bring  him  in  the  church;  he  was  too  dissolate.''  *'0"  I 
said:  ''bring  him.  He  was  a  good  friend  of  mine  while 
he  was  aliye,  and  I  shall  stand  bj  him  now  that  he  is  dead. 
Bring  him  to  the  church." 

As  I  stood  in  the  pulpit,  and  saw  his  body  coming  np 
throngh  the  aisle,  I  felt  as  if  I  conld  weep  tears  of  blood. 
I  told  the  people  that  day:  "  This  man  had  his  yirtues,  and 
a  good  many  of  them.  He  had  his  faults,  and  a  good  many 
of  them.  But  if  there  is  any  man  in  this  audience  who  is 
without  sin,  let  him  cast  the  first  stone  at  this  coffin- lid." 
On  one  side  the  pulpit  sat  that  little  child,  rosy,  sweet-faced, 
as  beautif  al  as  any  little  child  that  sat  at  your  table  this 
morning,  I  warrant  you.  She  looked  up  wistfully,  not 
knowing  the  full  sorrows  of  an  orphan  child.  O,  her  counte- 
nance haunts  me  to-day,  like  some  sweet  face  looking  upon 
us  through  a  horrid  dream.  On  the  other  side  of  the  pulpit 
were  the  men  who  had  destroyed  him.  There  they  sat,  hard- 
yisaged,  some  of  them  pale  from  exhausting  disease,  some 
of  them  flashed  until  it  seemed  as  if  the  fires  of  iniquity 
flamed  through  the  cheek,  and  crackled  the  lips.  They 
were  the  men  who  had  done  the  work.  They  were  the  men 
who  had  bound  him  hand  and  foot.  They  had  kindled  the  fires. 
They  had  poured  the  wormwood  and  gall  into  that  orphan's 
cup.  Did  they  weep?  No.  Did  they  sigh  repentinglyP 
Ko.  Did  they  say :  **  What  a  pity  that  such  a  brave  man 
should  be  slain  P  "  No,  no ;  not  one  bloated  hand  was  lifted 
to  wipe  a  tear  from  a  bloated  cheek.     They  sat  and 

LOOKED    AT   THB   COFFJN 

like  Tultures  gazing  at  the  carcase  of  a  lamb  whose  Iieart 
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they  bad  ripped  out.  I  cried  in  their  ears  as  plainly  as  I 
ooidd :  '*  There  is  a  God,  and  a  jadgment-daj,  and  an  awful 
hell  for  those  who  destroy  their  fellows."  Did  they  tremble  P 
O  no,  no.  They  went  back  from  the  house  of  God,  and  that 
night,  though  their  victim  laid  in  Oak  wood  Cemetery,  I  was 
told  that  they  blasphemed,  and  they  drank,  and  they 
gambled,  and  there  was  not  one  less  customer  in  all  the 
houses  of  iniquity.  This  destroyed  man  was  a  Samson  in 
physical  strength,  but  Delilah  sheared  him,  and  the  Fhilis- 
tines  of  evil  companionship  dug  his  eyes  out,  and  threw  him 
into  the  prison  of  evil  habits,  and  *'  he  made  sport  for  them." 
But  in  the  hour  of  his  death,  he  rose  up  and  took  hold  of 
the  two  pillared  curses  of  Gt>d  against  drunkenness  and 
undeanness,  and  threw  himself  forward,  until  down  upon 
him  and  his  companions  there  came  the  thunders  of  an 
eternal  catastrophe.  O,  beware  of  evil  companionship.  **  Be- 
joice,  O  young  man,  in  thy  youth ;  and  let  thy  heart  cheer 
thee  in  the  days  of  thy  youth,  and  walk  in  the  ways  of  thine 
heart,  and  in  the  sight  of  thine  eyes ;  but  know  thou  that 
for  all  these  things  God  will  bring  thee  into  judgment." 

I  want  to  giro  you  one  more  rule.  Any  amusement  that 
gives  you  a  distaMefor  domestic  life  is  had.  How  many  brighi 
domestic  circles  have  been  broken  up  by  sinful  pleasuring ! 
The  father  went  off,  the  mother  went  off,  the  child  went  off. 
There  are  to-day  the  fragments  before  me  of  a  great  many 
blasted  households.  O,  if  you  have  wandered  away,  I  would 
like  to  charm  yeu  back  by  the  sound  of  that  one  word 
**  home."  Do  you  not  know  that  you  have  but  little  more 
time  to  gire  to  domestic  welfare  ?  Do  you  not  see,  father, 
that  your  children  are  seen  to  get  out  into  the  world,  and 
all  the  influence  for  good  you  are  to  have  over  them  you  are 
to  have  nowP  Death  will  break  in*  on  your  conjagal  rela- 
tions, and  alas,  if  you  have  to  stand  over  the  graye  of  one 
who  perished  from  your  neglect ! 

E  E  2 
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I  saw  a  wayward  husband  standing  at  the  death-bed  of 
hif  Christian  wife,  and  I  saw  her  point  to  a  ring  on  her 
finger,  and  heard  her  say  to  her  hnsbaud :  ^  Do  you  see  that 
ring?"  He  replied:  «*Tefl,  I  see  it."  "Well,"  said  she, 
**  do  yon  remember  who  put  it  there  P  "  **  Yes,**  said  he,  ^I 
put  it  there ; "  and  all  the  past  seemed  to  rash  upon  him. 
By  the  memory  of  that  day  when,  in  the  presence  of  mea 
and  angels,  yon  promised  to  be  faithfal  in  joy  and  in  Borrow, 
in  sickness  and  in  health ;  by  the  memory  of  those  pleasant 
hours  when  you  sat  together  in  your  new  home  talking  of  a 
bright  future ;  by  the  cradle  and  the  joyful  hour  wh«i  one 
life  was  spared  and  another  given ;  by  that  sick-bed,  wheA 
the  little  one  lifted  up  the  hands  and  called  for  help,  and  yon 

KNEW   HE   MUST   DIE, 

and  he  put  one  arm  around  each  of  your  necks  and  brought 
you  rery  near  together  in  that  dying  kiss;  by  the  little 
grave  in  Greenwood  that  you  never  think  of  without  a  nuk 
of  tears;  by  the  family  Bible,  where,  amidst  stories  of 
heavenly  love,  is  the  brief  but  expressive  record  o£  birtlii 
and  deaths ;  by  the  neglects  of  the  past,  and  by  the  agonies 
of  the  future;  by  a  judgment-day,  when  husbands  and 
wives,  parents  and  children,  in  immortal  groups,  will  stand 
to  be  caught  up  in  shining  array,  or  to  shrink  down  inie 
darkness ;  by  all  that,  I  beg  you  to  give  to  home  your  best 
affections.  I  look  in  your  eyes  to-day,  and  I  ask  you  thB 
question  that  Gehazi  asked  of  the  Shunamite :  ^  Is  it  well 
with  thee ;  Is  it  well  with  thy  husband  P  Is  it  well  with  thy 
child  P  "    God  grant  that  it  may  be  everlastingly  welL 

By  these  four  or  five  rules  I  want  you  to  try  all  amuse- 
ments, and  I  especially  want  you  to  try  the  American  theatre 
— an  institution  of  wluch  I  have  been  speaking  for  two  or 
three  Sabbaths.  It  cannot  stand  the  test.  It  is  a  war  on 
home,  it  is  a  war  on  physical  health,  it  is  a  war  on  man'i 
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maral  nature.  It  is  the  broad  avenue  through  which  tens  of 
thousands  press  into  the  grog-shop  and  the  brothel.  O, 
Christian  people,  stand  back  from  it.  Do  not  saj :  ''  I  go 
sometimes ; "  stand  back  from  it. 

The  EcT.  Dr.  Hatfield,  of  New  York,  once  said  to  me : 
^I  used  to  go  to  the  theatre  when  I  was  a  joung  man. 
While  I  was  in  town»  a  Christian  friend  from  the  country 
came  to  the  city.  She  was  visiting  at  a  friend's  house.  I 
went  down  to  see  her,  and  found  that  she  had  gone  to  the 
theatre.  I  went  to  the  theatre.  I  got  inside,  and  I  looked, 
and  there  I  saw  her  fascinated  with  an  objectionable  play^ 
and  I  said :  *  Is  it  possible  ?  this  Christian  woman  looking  at 
such  things  as  these  I'  although  I  was  not  a  Christian  man, 
I  said :  *  1*11  never  come  to  the  theatre  again ; '  and  that  was 
the  last  time  I  was  ever  there.  The  incongruity  of  a  Chris- 
tian at  the  theatre  drove  me  back  from  all  such  indulgences." 

I  cannot  let  you  go  to-day  until  I  have  said  it  is  not  all  of 
life  to  live.  We  were  not  sent  into  the  world  merely  for 
gaieties  and  amusements.  Are  you  prepared  for  the  gpreat 
future?  Hear  you  not  the  tolling  of  old  Trinity  and  the 
tramp  of  the  Seventh  Begiment,  and  see  you  not  the  carrying 
out  of  the  chief  mag^trate  of  our  neighbouring  city  P  What 
does  it  all  mean  P  A  warning  to  the  stout  and  the  well ;  for 
he  said, ''  I  can  endure  anything."  This  morning  the  sunlight 
gilds  his  grave  I  O,  men  of  the  strong  arm,  and  of  the  stout 
chest,  and  of  the  swarthy  development:  ''Be  ye  also  ready; 
for  in  such  an  hour  as  ye  think  not,  the  Son  of  man  cometh." 

There  were  people  who  heard  me  preach  last  Sabbath 
morning  about  the  theatre  who  were  struck  in  the  heart,  and 
who  during  the  past  week  have  been  inquiring  the  way  to 
Gk>d  and  to  Heavai ;  and  there  are  thousands  of  people  in 
this  audience  who  are  just  on  the  line  between  the  right  and 
the  wrong,  and  I  pray  €K>d  that  this  may  be  the  day  of  their 
disenthralment.    Choose  Christ  this  day  and  live. 
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"  Moreorer  the  Lord  saitli,  Beoanie  the  dAoghtenof  Zioa  aie  hra^^, 
and  walk  with  ■tretohed-forth  uockM  and  waaton  ejes,  waUdng  uid 
miDcing  aa  thej  go,  and  making  a  tinkling  with  their  feet :  In  that  day 
the  L')nl  will  take  awaj  the  bzmverj  of  their  tinkling  omamenti  alxmt 
their  feet,  and  their  oaals,  and  their  roond  tires  like  the  moon,  the 
chaina,  and  the  braoelete,  and  the  moiflen,  the  bonneta,  and  the  orna- 
ments of  the  legs,  and  the  headbands,  and  the  tableti,  and  the  M^ 
rings,  the  rings,  and  nose-jewels,  the  ohangeable  soita  of  wpptati^  ind 
the  mantles,  and  the  wimples,  and  the  Gris{^g  pins,  the  glasses,  sod 
the  fine  linen,  and  the  hoods,  and  the  Telia."— 7M<«il  iii  16, 18—23. 

THEOUGH  this  window  of  the  text  we  look  in  upon  the 
Yolaptaoiuiness  of  an  andent  city — ^the  deecripti<m, 
with  a  very  little  yariationy  as  appropriate  to  New  York  and 
Brooklyn  as  to  Jenualem  and  Tyre.  One  might  think  that 
Isaiah  had  before  him  the  fashion-plates,  and  the  heal- 
dressesy  and  the  jewel-caskets,  and  the  danoing-sdhools,  and 
the  drawing-room  parties  of  the  present  day,  and  that  he 
foresaw  Saratoga,  and  Brighton,  and  Long  Branch.  Through 
this  same  window  of  the  text  we  also  see  the  masculine 
extravagance  and  dissipation  which  always  correspond  with 
the  feminine.  Woman  may  have  greater  varieties  of  apparel, 
but  she  lives  a  quieter  life,  and,  therefore,  may  have  the 
great  varieties  and  loxories  of  dress  without  impedimeni 
Men  would  wear  as  much,  if  they  knew  how  without  inte^ 
fering  with  their  worldly  occupations.  The  rough  jostling 
of  life  is  inimical  to  a  man's  dragging  a  dress-tralL  two 
yards  in  length,  or  pending  from  his  ear  a  diamond  cluster. 
In  the  time  of  the  text,  as  well  as  in  all  ages  of  the  world, 
the  two  sexes  were  alike  in  moralities  or  immoralities. 

While  in  parlour  sentimentalities  it  is  well  that  men  deter 
to  women,  and  women  defer  to  men,  in  the  presence  of 
G-od,  and  in  the  light  of  eternal  responsibilites,  the  sexei 
are  equal. 

Oar  text  takes  us  twenty-five  hundred  years  back,  and 
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sets  US  down  in  an  ancient  city.  It  is  a  bright  daj,  and  the 
ladies  are  all  out.  The  procession  o£  men  and  women  is 
moving  up  and  down  the  gay  streets.  It  is  the  height  of 
the  fashionable  season.  The  sensible  people  move  with  so 
much  modesty  that  they  do  not  attract  our  attention.  But 
here  come  the  haughty  daughters  of  Jerusalem.  They  lean 
forward — ^they  lean  very  much  forward:  so  far  forward  as 
to  be  unnatural — teetering,  wobbling,  wriggling,  flirting; 
or,  as  my  text  describes  it,  they  *^  walk  with  stretched  forth 
necks,  walking  and  mincing  as  they  go/'    They  haye 

SPBNT   SOUBS  BBFOBB  THB   MIBBOB 

ere  starting  from  home,  and  have  in  most  astounding  style 
arranged  their  bonnets,  and  their  veils,  and  their  entire 
apparel,  and  now  go  through  the  streets,  taking  more  of 
the  pavement  than  they  are  entitled  to,  sweeping  along  with 
skirts  that  the  text  describes  as  **  round  tires  like  the  moon." 
See !  that  is  a  princess  I  Look  I  that  is  a  Damascus  sword- 
maker  !  Look !  that  is  a  Syrian  merchant  I  The  jingling 
of  the  chains,  and  the  flashing  of  the  head-bands,  and  the 
exhibitions  of  universal  swagger  attract  the  attention  of 
the  prophet  Isaiah,  and  he  brings  his  camera  to  bear  upon 
the  scene,  and  takes  a  picture  for  all  the  ages.  But  where 
is  that  scene?  Vanished.  Where  are  those  gay  streets? 
Yermin-covered  population  pass  through  them.  Where  are 
the  hands,  and  the  necks,  and  the  foreheads,  and  the 
feet  that  sported  all  that  magnificence  ?    Ashes !    Ashes  I 

Taking  my  text  as  a  starting-point,  this  morning  I  come 
out  to  talk  to  you  about  the  G-od-defying  extravagance  of 
modern  society.  For  the  refinements,  and  the  elegancies, 
and  adornments  of  life,  I  cast  my  vote.  While  I  was  think- 
ing over  this  subject,  there  was  handed  into  my  house  a 
basket  of  fiowers,  paradisiacal  in  their  beauty.    White-calla 
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With  %  grttn  bttekgroand  of  begoaia;  lifliBotropw  neitliiig 
uBOBg  genniams ;  wpdi,  €oroll>>  and  perianth  diowed  the 
touch  of  Ood*t  llngen.  In  the  oow  of  the  enanDift^  in  the 
fir»-dje  of  the  roee,  in  the  aky^blne  of  the  Kngliih  liolet,  I 
knrned  that  Ood  loTce  adomneni.  He  might  hare  sade 
thia  earth  ao  aa  to  eaSiafy  the  groaa  dwenile  of  aenae^  bnfc 
left  it  withont  adornment  or  attnetion.  Inatead  of  the 
Tariegated  colonia  of  the  leaionej  the  earth  might  have  won 
a  dreia  of  nnchanging  doll  lurown.  The  tieea  might  ha7« 
jet  bronght  forth  their  fruit  without  the  propheer  of  leaf  ia 
Uoeeom.  Niagara  might  hare  let  down  ita  waters  or 
gradual  deaoant  withont  thnnder  and  winged  spray.  Bat 
no.  Look  onty  on  some  summer  mornings  after  a  heaTj 
night-deWy  and  aee  whether  or  not  QiA  lovea  jewela.  Pat 
a  snow-flake  under  a  microaoope,  and  see  whether  Ood  doei 
not  loTe  exquisite  architecture.  He  decreed  thai  the  hreaii- 
plate  of  the  priest  in  olden  times  should  hare  a  wreath  of 
goldy  and  the  hem  of  his  garment  should  be  worked  iofto 
figures  of  pomegranate. 

WHUr  THU  WOULD  SLUFB 

Gk>d  blankets  it  with  the  brilliants  of  the  night  skj,  and 
when  it  wakes  he  washes  it  in  the  burnished  layer  of  the 
sunrise. 

But  it  is  absolutely  necessary  that  we  draw  a  line  between 
that  which  is  the  lawful  use  of  beautiful  adornment  and 
that  extravagance  which  is  the  source  of  so  much  crime, 
wretchedness,  and  abomination  in  our  day.  That  is  sinful 
extravagance  when  you  go  into  anything  beyond  your  means. 
That  which  is  right  for  one  may  be  wrong  for  another. 
That  which  is  lawful  expense  for  a  queen  may  be  sinful 
outlay  for  a  duchess.  That  which  may  be  economy  for  you 
with  larger  income  may  be  squandering  for  me  with  smaller 
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income.  But  when  men  and  women  cross  over  the  line 
which  separates  between  what  they  can  paj  for,  and  still 
keep  a  sufficiency  to  meet  moral  obligation  on  the  one  hand, 
and,  on  the  other  hand,  that  extravagance  which  one's  means 
cannot  compass,  thej  have  passed  from  the  innocent  into 
the  culpable.  Across  that  line  haye  gone  "  a  multitude  that 
no  man  can  number." 

We  judge  of  what  we  ought  to  have  by  what  other  people 
have.  If  they  have  a  sumptuous  table,  and  fine  residence, 
and  gay  turn-out,  and  exquisite  apparel,  and  brilliant  sur- 
roundings, we  must  have  them,  irrespectire  of  our  capacity 
to  stand  the  expense.  We  throw  ourselyes  down  in  despair 
because  other  people  have  a  seal-skin  coat,  and  we  have  an 
ordinary  one ;  because  others  have  diamonds,  and  we  have 
garnets ;  because  others  have  Axminster,  and  we  have 
Brussels;  because  others  have  lambrequins,  and  we  have 
plain  curtains.  What  others  have  we  tnean  to  have  anyhow. 
So  there  are  families  hardly  able  to  pay  their  rent,  and  in 
debt  to  every  merchant  in  the  neighbourhood,  who  sport 
apparel  inapt  for  their  circumstances,  and  run  so  near  the  shore 
that  the  first  misfortune  in  business,  or  the  first  besiegement 
of  sickness,  tosses  them  into  pauperism.  There  are  thousands 
of  families  moving  from  neighbourhood  to  neighbourhood, 
staying  long  enough  in  each  one  to  exhaust  all  their  capacity 
to  get  trusted.  They  move  away  because  the  druggists  will  give 
them  no  more  medicine,  and  the  butchers  will  afford  them  no 
more  meat,  and  the  bakers  will  give  them  no  more  bread,  and 
the  grocers  will  furnish  them  with  no  more  sugar  until  they 
pay  up.  Then  they  suddenly  find  out  that  the  neighbour- 
hood is  unhealthy,  and  they  hire  a  carman,  whom  they  never 
pay,  to  take  them  to  a  part  of  the  city  where  all  the  drug- 
gists, and  butchers,  and  bakers,  and  grocers,  will  be  glad  to 
see  them  come  in,  and  sending  to  them  the  best  rounds  <^ 
beef,  and  the  best  coffee,  and  the  best  of  everything,  until 
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flie  slight  soipicion  oomM  into  their  bnin  that  all  the  ptj 
they  will  ever  get  from  their  ciutomer  Li  the  honour  of  his 
Bocietj.  There  are  about  &we  thootand  saoh  thierei  in 
Brooklyn.  You  aee  I  call  it  by  a  plain  name^  because  when 
a  man  buys  a  thing  that  he  does  not  expect  to  pay  for  he  is 
a  thief. 

There  are  circamstanoes  where  men  cannot  meet  their 
obligations.  It  is  as  honest  for  some  men  to  fail  as  it  is  for 
other  men  to  succeed.  They  do  their  best,  and  through  ths 
misfortunes  of  life  they  are  thrown,  and  they  cannot  pay 
their  debts.  That  is  one  thing ;  but  when  yon  go  and  pur- 
chase an  article  for  which  you  know  there  is  no  probatdlitj 
of  your  oyer  making  payment, 

TOU  ABB  ▲  THIBT. 

Why  don't  you  save  the  time  of  the  merchant  and  the 
expense  of  an  accountant  for  him  P  Why  don't  you  go  down 
some  day  to  his  store,  and  when  no  one  is  looking,  shoulder 
the  ham  and  the  spare-rib,  and  in  modest  silence  take  them 
along  with  you  P  That  would  be  a  lesser  crime ;  for  now 
you  get  not  only  the  merchant's  goods,  but  you  get  his  timSi 
and  you  rouse  up  his  expectations.  If  you  must  steal,  steal 
so  it  will  be  the  least  possible  damage  to  the  trader.  John 
Bandolph  arose  in  the  American  Senate,  and  stretching 
himself  up  to  full  height,  cried  out,  with  a  shrill  yoioe: 
**  Mr.  Chairman,  I  haye  found  the  philosopher's-stone  that 
turns  eyery  thing  into  gold :  Pay  as  you  go." 

My  friends,  society  has  to  be  reconstructed  on  this  sub- 
ject. You  haye  no  right  to  ride  in  a  carriage  when  you  owe 
the  wheelwright  who  furnished  the  landau,  and  the  horse- 
dealer  who  proyided  the  horses,  and  the  harness-maker  who 
caparisoned  the  gay  steeds,  and  the  liyeryman  who  furnished 
the  stabling,  and  the  driver  who  sits  with  resetted  hat  on 
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jour  coach-box.  I  am  glad  to  see  jou  ride.  The  finer  joiur 
horses  and  the  better  jour  carriage  the  better  it  pleases  me. 
Bat  if  you  are  in  debt  for  the  equipage,  and  hopelessly  ia 
debt,  get  down  and  walk,  like  the  rest  of  us  I  It  is  well  to 
understand  that  it  is  not  the  absolute  necessities  that  we 
find  it  so  hard  to  meet,  but  the  fictitious  wants.  God  pro- 
mises us  shelter,  but  not  a  palace ;  and  raiment,  but  not 
chinchilla ;  and  food,  but  not  canvas-back  duck.  As  long  as 
we  have  enough  to  meet  the  positive  necessities  of  life,  we 
ought  to  be  content  until  we  can  afford  the  superfluities. 
As  soon  as  you  see  a  man  deliberately  consent  that  his  outgo 
shall  exceed  his  income,  you  may  know  he  has  started  on 
the  broad  road  to  bankruptcy  and  moral  ruin.  The  young 
man  who  came  from  the  bil-wells  in  Pennsylrania,  having 
gained  a  sudden  fortune  of  two  millions  of  dollars,  and  then 
ran  through  the  whole  of  it  in  less  than  two  years,  illus- 
trated on  a  large  scale  what  some  of  you,  my  hearers,  are 
doing  on  a  small  scale. 

This  wholesale  extravagance  accounts  for  a  great  deal  of 
depression  in  national  finances.  Aggregates  are  made  up 
of  units,  and  so  long  as  one  half  of  the  people  of  this 
country  are  in  debt  to  the  other  half,  you  cannot  have  a 
healthy  financial  condition.  The  national  resources  are 
drawn  off,  not  only  for  useless  extravagances,  but  for  those 
that  are  positively  pernicious.  The  theatres  of  New  York 
cost  that  city  every  year  two  millions  of  dollars.  We  spend 
in  this  country  ninety-five  millions  of  dollars  every  year  for 
cigars  and  tobacco.  In  the  United  States  we  expend  annually 
one  thousand  four  hundred  and  eighty-three  millions  of 
dollars  for  rum.  Now,  take  those  facts,  and  is  it  strange 
that  our  national  finances  are  craziedP  If  you  have  an 
exportation  of  bread-stuffs  four  times  what  you  have  now, 
and  an  importation  of  gold  four  times  what  you  have  now, 
there  would  be  no  permanent  prosperity  in  this  country 
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until  people  qtdt  their  sinful  layislimenty  and  learn  honest 
eoonomy.  You  charge  it  upon  Salmon  P.  Chase,  or  Boutwell, 
or  Secretary  Bichardson ; 

I  CHABOB  IT  XJPOW  TOtT — 

the  men  and  women  who  are  liying  bejond  jonr  means. 

The  wide-spread  extravagance  also  accounts  for  much  of 
the  crime.  It  is  the  source  of  many  abscondings,  bank- 
mptciesy  defalcations,  and  knareries.  The  store  on  Broadway, 
and  the  office  on  Wall-street,  are  swamped  by  the  residence 
on  Madison-square.  The  husband  and  father  has  his  craft 
capsized  because  he  carries  too  much  sail  of  point-lace  and 
Antille  guipure.  That  10  what-  destroyed  Ketchum  and 
Swartwout,  and  ten  thousand  men  not  so  famous.  That  is 
what  springs  the  leak  in  the  i9erchant's  money-till,  and  pulls 
down  your  trust  companies,  and  cracks  the  pistols  of  your 
suicides,  and  halts  this  nation  on  its  high  career  of  pros- 
perity. I  arraign  this  monster  of  extravagance  in  the  sight 
of  all  the  people,  «nd  ask  you  to  pelt  it  with  your  scorn,  and 
denounce  it  with  your  anathema. 

The  wide-spread  extravagance  also  accounts  for  much  of 
the  pauperism  in  the  country.  Who  are  the  iadividuak  and 
the  families  who  are  thrown  on  your  oharityP  Who  has 
sinned  against  them  so  that  they  suffer?  It  is  often  the 
case  that  their  parents,  or  their  grand-parents,  had  all  luxu^ 
ries,  lived  everything  up,  more  than  lived  everything  up^ 
and  then  died,  leaving  their  families  in  want.  The  grand- 
parents of  these  beggars  supped  on  Burgundy  and  wood^ 
cock.  There  are  a  great  many  families  who  have  eveiy 
luxury  in  life,  yet  expend  every  dollar  that  comes  in,  and 
perhaps  a  few  dollars  more^  not  even  taking  the  common 
Ohristian  prudence  of  having  their  lives  insured.  While 
they  live  all  is  well,  but  when  they  die  their  children  are 
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pitched  into  the  street  I  tell  jou  a  man  has  no  right  to 
die  under  such  oircanistances.  It  is  grand  hurcenj,  even  his 
death.  If  a  man  has  been  indastrioos  and  economical,  and 
has  not  a  farthing  to  leave  his  children  as  he  goes  away 
from  them,  he  has  a  right  to  put  them  in  the  hands  of  the 
Father  of  the  Fatherless,  and  know  thej  will  be  cared  for ; 
but  if  JOU,  with  every  comfort  in  life,  are  lavish  and  impro« 
vident,  and  then  depart  this  life  leaving  your  children  to  be 
hurled  into  pauperism,  you  deserve  to  have  your  bones  sold 
to  the  medical  museum  fi>r  anatomical  specimens,  the  pro- 
ceeds to  furnish  your  children  bread.  I  know  the  subject 
cuts  dose.  I  expected  that  some  of  you  in  high  dudgeon 
would  get  up  and  go  out.  You  stand  it  pretty  well.  Some 
of  you  are 

MAKINO  A  GBBAT   DASH  IH   LITS, 

and  after  a  while  will  die,  leaving  your  families  beggars, 
and  you  will  expect  us  ministers  of  the  Gospel  to  come  and 
stand  by  your  coffin,  and  lie  about  your  excellencies ;  but 
we  will  not  do  it.  If  you  send  for  me,  I  will  tell  you  what 
my  text  will  be :  **  He  that  provideth  not  for  his  own,  and 
especially  for  those  of  his  own  household,  is  worse  than  an 
infidel" 

In  this  day,  God  has  mercifully  allowed  those  of  us  who 
have  limited  income  to  make  provision  for  our  families, 
through  the  great  life  insurance  companies  all  over  the  land. 
By  some  self-denial  on  our  part,  we  can  make  this  provision 
for  those  whom  we  shall  leave  behind  us.  Is  there  anything 
so  helpless  as  a  woman  whose  husband  has  just  died,  when, 
with  her  children  at  her  back,  she  goes  out  in  this  day  to 
fight  for  bread  ?  Shall  she  became  a  menial  servant  in  some 
one  else's  household  ?  No ;  not  the  one  that  has  been  lying 
on  your  arm  all  these  years,  and  filling  the  household  with 
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joj  ftnd  light.  Shall  ihe  wew  for  a  liTing  P  Ood  knowi  {haft 
thej  get  bat  threepence  and  foarpenoe  for  making  0119 
garment.  Ah  no  I  jon  had  better  have  your  coffin  made 
large  enongh  to  take  them  all  with  you  into  that  land  where 
thej  never  freeze  nor  starre.  How  a  man  with  no  sorpliu 
of  estate,  bat  still  enoagh  money  to  pay  the  premiam  on  a 
life  insnrance  policy,  can  refase  to  do  it,  and  then  look  Ui 
children  in  the  face,  and  say  his  prayers  at  night  on  going 
to  bed,  expecting  them  to  be  answered,  is  a  mystery  to  ma 
that  I  have  nerer  been  able  to  fathom. 

This  eztravaganoe  is  becoming  more  and  more  wide-spread. 
A  statistician  has  estimated  that  there  are  in  New  York  and 
Brooklyn  foar  thousand  fire  handred  women  who  expend 
annually  two  thousand  dollars  each  in  dress.  It  is  no  rare 
thing  when  the  wedding  march  sounds  to  see  dragging 
through  the  aisle  a  bridal  dress  that  has  cost  its  thousand 
or  fifteen  hundred  dollars.  Things  have  come  to  such  a 
pass,  that  when  we  cry  over  sin 
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with  a  hundred-and-fifty  dollar  pocket-handkerchief.  The 
tendency  to  extravagance  was  illustrated  wonderfully  when 
the  late  James  Flak,  jun.,  sent  the  bridal  presents  to  the 
home  of  William  M.  Tweed,  a  gentleman  now  occupying 
apartments  at  government  expense.  Fisk  sent  an  iceberg 
of  frosted  silver,  polar  bears  of  silver  lying  down  on  the 
handles,  polar  bears  of  silver  walking  over  the  gold  spoons. 
There  were  in  the  house  that  day  forty  silver  sets  of  imperial 
magnificence.  There  was  a  diamond  set  that  cost  forty-five 
thousand  dollars.  There  was  one  dress  that  had  in  it  thirty- 
seven  yards  of  silk,  with  three  hundred  and  eighty-two  bows. 
Hundreds  of  thousands  of  dollars  expended  on  that  scene. 
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The  reason  we  have  not  a  multitude  of  scenes  as  extravagant 
is  because  we  have  not  so  much  money. 

This  wicked  extravagance  shows  itself  no  more  forcibly 
than  on  the  funeral  daj.  No  one  else  seems  willing  to 
speak  of  it,  so  I  shall  speak  of  it.  There  has  been  many 
a  man  who  has  died  solvent,  but  has  been  insolvent  before 
he  got  under  the  ground.  One  would  think  that  the  two 
debts  most  sacred  would  be  debts  to  the  physician  and  the 
undertaker,  since  they  are  the  last  two  debts  contracted; 
and  yet  those  two  professions  are  swindled  more  frequently 
than  any  other.  In  the  agitation  and  excitement  the  friends 
come,  and  they  want  extraordinary  attention,  and  they  want 
extraordinary  expenditure,  and  then,  when  the  sad  scene  is 
past,  neglect  to  make  compensation.  What  are  those  two 
professions  to  do  under  such  circumstances  P  -  If  a  merchant 
sells  goods,  and  they  are  not  paid  for,  I  understand  he  can 
reclaim  the  goods;  but  if  a  man  departs  this  life,  and,  through 
his  friends,  indebtedness  is  contracted  that  is  not  met,  there 
seems  to  be  no  relief,  for  the  patient  has  gone  off  with  the 
doctor's  pills  and  the  undertaker's  white  slippers.  Green* 
wood,  and  Laurel  Hill,  and  Mount  Auburn,  hold  to-day 
thousands  of  such  swindles. 

A  man  dies  in  our  neighbouring  city  of  New  York.  He 
has  lived  a  fictitious  life,  moved  amidst  splendour,  and  dies 
leaving  his  family  not  a  dollar ;  but  they,  poor  things  1  must 
keep  up  the  same  magnificence,  and  so 
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The  obsequies  shall  be  splendid !  I  give  you  no  imaginary 
case.  I  give  you  the  funeral  of  a  man  in  up- town  New  York 
life,  the  facts  authenticated,  and  in  my  pocket.  The  under- 
taker was  not  to  blame ;  he  only  sold  them  what  they  asked 
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lor  getting  one  poor  aortal  to  kis  lait  koBoI  Peihafi 
it  would  haT6  been  ail  well  if  thej  bed  bea&  eble  to  moit 
tbe  ezpenditme ;  bat  wbea  it  wie  known  tbej  eonld  nol^  it 
wna  a  Tilininy.  Tbeie  eie  fMnilim  thnt  you  know  wbo^  ie 
the  effort  to  meet  the  ridicolooi,  oatmgeoiu,  dbnd  wioked 
eiutoinji  of  aocietj  in  regeid  to  oboeqnieo,  luKve  nctoellj  le- 
dnced  themaelTea  to  penury.  They  put  their  laet  dxdlir  ii 
the  ground.  They  wanted  breed,  end  yon  gave  then  e 
stone. 

There  is  in  Snglend  what  they  call  a  foneral  reform  sociefy. 
It  is  high  time  we  had  such  a  reform  society  in  oar  own 
coontry. 

This  wide-spread  eztrsTaganoe  aeooonts,  also*  for  ths 
porerty  of  religions  institutions.  Men  pay  so  much  lor 
show  they  haTo  nothing  for  €K>d  and  religion.  We  pay  in 
this  country  twenty-two  miUions  of  doUars  for  the  great 
beoevoleut  societies ;  but  what  are  twenty-two  millions  (A 
dollars  compared  with  the  ninetj-fiye  millions  for  cigars  and 
tobaccoy  and  the  one  thousand  four  hundred  and  eighty- 
three  millions  for  drink  f  How  do  you  like  the  company 
son  ?  Great  layishment  for  the  world :  great  niggardlineflS 
for  God. 

My  friends,  let  as  set  ourselTes  in  battle  array  against 
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this  God-defying  extrayaganoe.  Baj  not  those  tilings  wUch 
are  friyoloos,  when  jon  may  after  awhile  be  in  lack  of  the 
necessities.  Baj  not  books  you  will  never  read,  nor  pictures 
you  will  never  study.  Put  not  a  whole  month's  wages  into 
one  trinket. 

KBBP  TOTJB   OBBDIT   GOOD 

by  seldom  or  never  asking  for  any.  Pay.  Starve  not  a 
whole  year  so  as  be  able  to  afford  one  Belshazzar  carnival. 
Do  not  buy  a  coat  of  many  colours,  and  then  in  six  months 
be  out  at  the  elbows.  Do  not  pay  so  much  for  a  muffler  for 
the  neck,  and  be  almost  barefooted.  Flourish  not,  as  some 
I  know  of,  in  elegant  hotels  with  drawing-room  apartments, 
and  then  vanish  in  the  night,  not  even  leaving  your  compli- 
ments for  the  landlord. 

In  the  great  day  of  fire,  we  will  have  to  give  an  account 
not  only  for  how  we  made  our  money,  but  for  how  we  spent 
it.  On  this  cold  day,  when  so  many  are  suffering,  and  there 
is  want  before  us,  and  want  behind  us,  and  want  on  either 
side  of  us,  let  us  quit  our  waste.  Men  and  women  of  God, 
I  call  upon  you,  to  set  a  Christian  example.  Bemember 
that  soon  you  will  have  to  leav^  your  wardrobe  and  equipage. 
I  do  not  want  you  to  feel  on  that  day  like  the  dying  actress, 
who  ordered  up  her  casket  of  jewels,  and  then  with  her 
pale,  dying  hand  rolled  them  over,  and  said:  ''Alas!  that 
I  must  give  you  up  so  soon."  In  that  day,  better  have  one 
treasure  in  heaven,  just  one,  than  to  have  had  the  bridal 
trousseau  of  a  Queen  Marie  Louise,  or  to  have  sat  with 
Caligula  at  a  banquet  which  cost  four  hundred  thousand 
dollars,  or  to  have  been  carried  out  in  a  pageant  with  sena- 
tors and  princes  for  pall-bearers.  They  who  consecrate 
to  God  their  time,  their  talents,  and  their  all,  shall  be  held 
in  everlasting  remembrance,  while  the  name  of  the  wicked 
shall  rot. 
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**  ICui 7  of  them  alio  which  nied  onrioiii  arts  brought  their  hookf 
together,  and  burned  them  before  all  men  ;  and  th^  ooonted  the  priot 
of  them  and  foand  it  fifty  thousand  pieces  of  eilTer.  — Aett  xiz.  19. 

PA^UL  had  been  itirring  ap  Epheaos  with  some  lively 
eermoiui  about  the  sins  of  that  place.  Among  the 
more  important  reanlts  was  the  fact  that  the  citizens  brought 
out  their  bad  books,  and  in  a  public  place  made  a  bonfire  d 
them.  I  see  the  people  coming  out  with  their  arms  full  of 
Ephesian  literature,  and  tossing  it  into  the  flames.  I  hear 
an  economist  standing  by  and  sajing:  ''Stop  this  waste. 
Here  are  seyen  thousand  five  hundred  dollars*  worth  of 
books— do  you  propose  to  burn  them  all  up  ?  If  you  don't 
want  to  read  them  yourselves,  sell  them,  and  let  somebody 
else  read  them.'*  ''No,"  said  the  people,  "if  these  boobi 
are  not  good  for  us,  they  are  not  good  for  anybody  else^ 
and  we  shall  stand  and  watch  until  the  last  leaf  has  turned 
to  ashes.  They  have  done  us  a  world  of  harm,  and  they  shall 
never  do  others  harm."  Hear  the  flames  crackle  and  loarl 
WeU,  my  friends,  one  of  the  wants  of  the  cities  of  this 
country  is  a  great  bonfire  of  bad  books  and  newspapers. 
We  haye  enough  fuel  to  make  a  blaze  two  hundred  feet 
high.  Many  of  the  publishing  houses  would  do  well  to 
throw  into  Hie  blaze  their  entire  stock  of  goods,  and  a  great 
many  of  the  oewspaper  establishments  would  do  well  to  roll 
into  the  flamos  all  their  next  issue  of  fiftj  or  a  hundred 
thousand  copies.  Bring  forth  the  insufferable  trash,  and 
put  it  into  the  fire,  and  let  it  be  knowo,  in  the  presence  of 
God,  and  angels,  and  men,  that  you  are  going  to  rid  your 
homes  of  the  overtopping  and  underlying  curse  of  a  profli- 
gate literature. 

THS  PBINTnra*PBB8S    IS  THB  MIOHTIBST  AGSVOT 

on  earth  for  good  and  for  evil.    The  minister  of  the  Gospel, 
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Btandiog  in  a  pxdpifc,  has  a  responBible  position ;  but  I  do 
not  think  it  is  as  responsible  as  the  position  of  an  editor  or 
a  publisher.  At  what  distant  point  of  time,  at  what  far  out 
cycle  of  eternitjy  will  cease  the  inflnence  of  a  Henrj  J. 
Bajmondy  or  a  Horace  Greelej,  or  a  James  Gordon  Bennett  P 
Take  the  simple  statistic  that  onr  New  York  dailies  now 
have  a  circulation  of  three  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  per 
day,  and  add  to  it  the  fact  that  three  of  our  weekly  periodi- 
cals have  an  aggregate  circulation  of  about  one  million^  and 
then  cipher,  if  you  csa,  how  far  up,  and  how  far  down,  and 
how  far  out,  reach  the  influences  of  the  American  printing- 
press.  Great  God,  what  is  to  be  the  issue  of  all  this  ?  I 
believe  the  Lord  intends  the  printing-press  to  be  the  chief 
means  for  the  world's  rescue  and  evangelization,  and  I  think 
that  the  great  last  battle  of  the  world  will  not  be  fought 
with  swords  and  guns,  but  with  types  and  presses — a  puri- 
fied and  Gospel  literature  triumphing  over,  trampling  down, 
and  crushing  out  for  ever  that  which  is  depraved.  The  only 
way  to  fight  a  bad  book  is  by  printing  a  good  one.  The 
only  way  to  oyercome  undean  newspaper  literature  is  by 
scattering  abroad  that  whidi  is  healthf  uL  May  God  speed 
the  cylinders  of  an  honest,  intelligent,  aggressive.  Christian 
printing-press ! 

I  have  to  tell  you,  this  morning,  that  I  believe  that  the 
greatest  scourge  that  has  ever  come  upon  this  nation  has 
been  that  of  unclean  journalism.  It  has  its  victims  in  all 
occupations  and  departments.  It  has  helped  to  fill  insane 
asylums,  and  penitentiaries,  and  almshouses,  and  dens  of 
shame.  The  bodies  of  this  infection  lie  in  the  hospitals  and 
in  the  graves,  while  their  souls  are  being  tossed  over  into  a 
lost  eternity, 

AN  AYALANCHB  OF   HOBBOB  AND  DBSPAIB  I 

The  London  plague  was  nothing  to  it.    That  oounted  its 

V  V  2 
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victimfl  bj  thousands,  but  this  modem  pest  has  already 
shoTelled  its  nollions  into  the  charnel-house  of  the  morally 
dead.  Anthony  Comstock  has  done  a  glorious  work  against 
an  infamous  literature.  Let  the  people  all  do  him  honour. 
They  tried,  the  other  night,  to  kill  him  in  Ne?rark.  If  they 
had  slain  him  in  his  battle  against  a  bad  literature,  it  would 
have  kindled  a  fire  of  indignation  that  all  the  waters  of  the 
Hudson  and  Eist  Biver  could  not  haye  exting^uished.  That 
man  has  already  literally  gathered  up  whole  tons  of  iniquit- 
ous literature,  and  consigned  it  to  the  flames.  But  the 
longest  rail-train  that  erer  ran  over  the  Erie  or  Hudson 
tracks  was  not  long  enough  or  large  enough  to  carry  the 
beastliness  and  the  putrefaction  which  haye  been  gathered 
up  in  bad  books  and  newspapers  of  this  land  in  the  last 
twenty  years. 

Now,  it  is  amid  such  circumstances  that  I  put,  this  morning, 
a  question  of  oyermastering  importance  to  you  and  your 
families.  What  books  and  newspapers  shall  we  re^d  P  Yon 
see  I  group  them  together.  A  newspaper  is  only  a  book  in 
a  swifter  and  more  portable  shape,  and  the  same  rules  ^Lich 
will  apply  to  book  reading  will  applj  to  newspaper  reading. 
What  shall  we  read  ?  Shall  our  minds  be  the  receptacle  of 
every  thing  that  an  author  has  a  mind  to  write  P  Shall  there 
be  no  distinction  between  the  tree  of  life  and  the  tree  of 
death  P  Shall  we  stoop  down  and  drink  out  of  the  trough 
which  the  wickedness  of  men  has  filled  with  pollution  and 
shame  P  Shall  we  mire  in  impurity,  and  chase  fantastic 
will-o'-the-wisps  across  the  swamps,  when  we  might  walk  in 
the  blooming  gardens  of  God  P  O  no.  For  the  sake  of  our 
present  and  everlasting  welfare  we  must  make  an  intelligent 
and  Christian  choice.    Standing,  as  we  do, 

CHIN  DBBP  Iir  FICTITIOrS   LITBRATUBB, 

the  first  question  that  many  of  the  young  people  are  asking 
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me,  is  '*  Shall  we  read  novels  P  "  I  replj :  There  are  noTels 
thac  are  pure,  good,  Christian,  elevating  to  the  heart  and 
ennobling  to  the  life.  Bat  I  have  still  farther  to  say  that  I 
believe  that  ninety-nine  out  of  the  one  hundred  novels  in 
this  day  are  baleful  and  destructive  to  the  last  degree.  A 
pure  work  of  fiction  is  history  and  poetry  combined.  It  is 
a  history  of  things  around  us  with  the  licenses  and  the 
assumed  names  of  poetry.  The  world  can  never  pay  the 
debt  which  it  owes  to  such  fictitious  writers  as  Hawthorne 
and  McKenziCy  and  Landon  and  Hunt,  and  Arthur  and 
Marion  Harland,  and  others,  whose  names  are  familiar  to 
all.  The  follies  of  high  life  were  never  better  exposed  than 
by  Miss  Edgeworth.  The  memories  of  the  past  were  never 
more  faithfully  embalmed  than  in  the  writings  of  Walter 
Scott.  Cooper's  novels  are  healthfully  redolent  with  the 
breath  of  the  seaweed,  and  the  air  of  the  American  forest. 
Charles  Kingsley  has  smitten  the  morbidity  of  the  world, 
and  led  a  great  many  to  appreciate  the  poetry  of  sound 
health,  strong  muscles,  and  fresh  air.  Thackeray  did  a  grand 
work  in  caricaturing  the  pretenders  to  gentility  and  high 
blood.  Dickens  has  built  his  own  monument  in  his  books, 
which  are  an  evelasting  plea  for  the  poor,  and  the  anathema 
of  Id  justice.  Now,  I  say,  books  like  these,  read  at  right 
times,  and  read  in  right  proportion  with  other  books,  cannot 
help  but  be  ennobling  and  purifying ;  but  alas  for  the 

LOATHSOME   AND   IMPTJBB   LITBBATUBB 

that  has  come  upon  this  country  in  the  shape  of  novels,  like 
a  freshet  overflowing  all  the  banks  of  decency  and  common 
sense.  They  are  coming  from  some  of  the  most  celebrated 
publishing  houses  of  the  country.  They  are  coming  with 
recommendation  of  some  of  our  religious  newspapers.  They 
lie  on  your  centre  table  to  curse  your  children,  and  blast 
with  their  infernal  fires  generations  unborn.    You  find  these 
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booVi  in  the  desk  of  the  eoliool  BUff,  in  the  tmnk  of  the 
yonng  man,  in  the  iteamboat  eabin,  on  the  table  of  the 
hotel  reoeption-room.  You  lee  a  light  in  yonr  child*!  room 
late  at  night.  You  snddenl/  go  in  and  saj :  **  What  are  jou 
doing?"  ''I  am  reading."  ''What  are  yon  reading?*' 
''A  book."  Yon  look  at  the  book;  it  if  a  bad  book.  <' Where 
did  yon  get  it ? "  ''I  borrowed  it."  Alas,  there  are  altrayi 
those  abroad  who  would  like  to  loan  your  ion  or  daughter  a 
bad  book.  ETerywhere,  ererywhere  an  undean  litwatue. 
I  charge  upon  it  the  destruction  of  ten  thousand  immortal 
souls,  and  I  bid  you  this  morning  wake  up  to  the  magnitude 
of  the  theme.  I  shall  take  all  the  world's  literature — good 
noTels  and  bad,  travels  true  and  false,  histories  faithful  and 
incorrect,  legends  beautiful  and  monstrous,  all  tracts,  all 
chronicles,  all  epilogues,  all  family,  city,  State  and  national 
libraries — and  pile  them  up  in  a  pyramid  of  literature,  and 
then  I  shall  bring  to  bear  upon  it  some  grand,  glorious, 
infallible,  unmistakeble  Christian  principles.  God  help  me  to 
speak  with  reference  to  my  last  account,  and  G-od  help  yon 
to  listen. 

I  charge  you,  in  the  first  place,  to  stand  aloof  from  all 
books  that  give 

FALSB   PICTTJBES  OF   HUMAN  LIFK. 

Life  is  neither  a  tragedy  nor  a  farce.  Men  are  not  all  either 
knaves  or  heroes.  Women  are  neither  angels  nor  furies. 
And  yet,  if  you  depended  upon  much  of  the  literature  of 
the  day,  you  would  get  the  idea  that  life,  instead  of  being 
something  earnest,  something  practical)  is  a  fitful  and 
fantastic  and  extravagant  thing.  How  poorly  prepared 
are  that  young  man  and  woman  for  the  duties  of  to-day 
who  spent  last  night  wading  through  brilliant  passages 
descriptive  of  magnificent  knavery  and  wickedness.  The 
man  will  be  loeking  all  day  long  for  his  heroine  in  the 
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tin  shop,  bj  tlie  forge,  in  tlie  factory,  in  the  oonnting- 
room,  and  he  will  not  find  her,  and  he  will  be  dissatiafied* 
A  man  who  gives  himself  up  to  the  indiscriminate 
reading  of  novels  will  be  nerveless,  inane,  and  a  nuisance* 
He  will  be  fit  neither  for  the  store,  nor  the  shop,  nor  the 
field.  A  woman  who  gives  herself  up  to  the  indiscriminate 
reading  of  novels  will  be  unfitted  for  the  duties  of  wife, 
mother,  sister,  daughter.  There  she  is,  hair  dishevelled, 
countenance  vacant,  cheeks  pale,  hands  trembling,  bursting 
into  tears  at  midnight  over  the  fate  of  some  unfortunate 
lover ;  in  the  daj-time,  when  she  ought  to  be  busy,  staring 
bj  the  half -hour  at  nothing ;  biting  her  finger  nails  into  the 
quick.  The  carpet,  that  was  plain  before,  will  be  plainer 
after  having  wandered  through  a  romance  all  night  long  in 
tesselated  halls  of  castles.  And  jour  industrious  com- 
panion will  be  more  unattractive  than  ever,  now  that  you 
have  walked  in  the  romance  through  parks  with  plumed 
princesses,  or  lounged  in  the  arbour  with  the  polished  des- 
perado.   O,  these 

GONFIBMBD   NOVBL   BEAD  BBS  ! 

Thej  are  unfitted  for  this  life,  which  is  a  tremendous  disci- 
pline. They  know  not  how  to  go  through  the  furnaces  of 
trial  through  which  they  must  pass,  and  they  are  unfitted 
for  a  world  where  everything  we  gain  we  achieve  by  hard, 
long-continuing,  and  exhaustive  work. 

Again :  abstain  from  all  those  books,  which,  while  they 
have  some  good  things  about  them,  have  also  an  admixture 
of  evxL  You  have  read  books  that  had  the  two  elements  in 
them — ^the  good  and  the  bad.  Which  stuck  to  you  ?  The 
bad !  The  heart  of  most  people  is  like  a  sieve,  which  lets 
the  small  particles  of  gold  fall  through,  but  keeps  the  great 
cinders.  Once  in  a  while  there  is  a  mind  like  a  loadstone, 
which,  plunged  amid  steel  and  brass  filings,  gathers  up  the 
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steel  and  repels  the  brass.  Bat  it  is  generally  jost  the 
opposite.  If  you  attempt  to  plunge  through  a  hodge  of 
burrs  to  get  one  blackberry,  yon  will  get  more  burrs  thsa 
blackberries.  You  cannot  afford  to  read  a  bad  book,  how- 
ever good  you  are.  You  say :  **  The  influence  is  insignifi- 
cant." I  tell  you  that  the  scratch  of  a  pin  has  sometimes 
produced  the  lock-jaw.  Alas,  if  through  curiosity,  as  many 
do,  you  pry  into  an  evil  book, 

TOUB  OUBIOSITT  18  AS  DAKOBBOX78 

as  that  of  the  man  who  should  take  a  tordi  into  a  gun- 
powder mill  merely  to  see  whether  it  would  really  blow  up 
or  not.  OjQly  this  last  week,  in  a  menagerie  in  New  York, 
a  man  put  his  arm  through  the  bars  of  a  black  leopard's 
cage.  The  animal's  hide  looked  so  sleek,  and  bright,  and 
beautiful.  He  just  stroked  it  once.  The  monster  seized 
him,  and  he  drew  forth  a  hand  torn,  and  mangled,  and 
bleeding.  O,  touch  not  evil,  even  with  the  faintest  stroke. 
Though  it  may  be  glossy  and  beautiful,  touch  it  not,  lest 
you  pull  forth  your  soul  torn  and  bleeding  under  the  clutch 
of  the  black  leopard.  "  But,"  you  say,  *'  how  can  I  find  out 
whether  a  book  is  good  or  bad  without  reading  it  ?  "  There 
is  always 

SOMETHING  SXTSPICIOITS    ABOXH?   A  BAD   BOOK. 

I  never  knew  an  exception — something  suspicious  in  the 
index  or  the  style  of  illustration.  This  venomous  reptile 
almost  always  carries  a  warning  rattle. 

Again,  I  charge  you  to  stand  off  from  all  those  books 
which  corrupt  the  imagination  and  inflame  the  passions,  I  do 
not  refer  now  to  that  kind  of  a  book  which  the  villain  has 
under  his  coat  waiting  for  the  school  to  get  out,  and  then, 
looking  both  ways  to  see  that  there  is  no  policeman  around 
the  block,  offers  the  book  to  your  son  on  his  way  home.     I 
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do  not  speak  of  tbat  kind  of  literature,  but  that  which 
evades  the  law  and  comes  out  in  polished  stjle,  and  with 
acute  plot  sounds  the  tocsin  that  rouses  up  all  the  baser 
passions  of  the  soul.  To-daj,  under  the  nostrils  of  jour 
city,  their  is  a  fetid,  reeking,  unwashed  literature,  enough 
to  poison  all  the  fountains  of  public  virtue,  and  smite  your 
sons  and  daughters  as  with  the  wing  of  a  destroying  angel, 
and  it  is  time  that  the  ministers  of  the  Gospel  blew  the 
trumpet  and  rallied  the  forces  of  righteousness,  all  armed 
to  the  teeth,  in  this  great  battle  against  a  depraved  literature. 
Again,  abstain  from  those 

BOOKS  WHICH  ABB  APOLOOBTIO  OF  CBIUB. 

It  is  a  sad  thing  that  some  of  the  best  and  most  beautifui' 
book-bindery,  and  some  of  the  finest  rlietoric,  has  been 
brought  to  make  sin  attractive.  Vice  is  a  horrible  thing 
any  how.  It  is  bom  in  shame,  and  it  dies  howling  in  the 
darkness.  In  this  world  it  is  scourged  with  a  whip  of 
scorpions,  but  afterwards  the  thunders  of  God's  wrath 
pursue  it  across  a  boundless  desert,  beating  it  with  ruin 
and  woe.  When  you  come  to  paint  carnality,  do  not  paint 
it  as  looking  from  behind  embroidered  curtains,  or  through 
lattice  of  royal  seraglio,  but  as  writhing  in  the  agonies  of  a 
city  hospital. 

CTJBSED   BB   THB  BOOKS 

that  try  to  make  impurity  decent,  and  crime  attractive,  and 
hypocrisy  noble!  Cursed  be  the  books  that  swarm  with 
libertines  and  desperadoes,  who  make  the  brain  of  the  young 
people  whirl  with  villainy !  Ye  authors  who  write  them,  ye 
publishers  who  print  them,  ye  booksellers  who  distribute 
them,  shall  be  cut  to  pieces,  if  not  by  an  aroused  com- 
munity, then  at  last  by  the  hall  of  Divine  vengeance,  which 
shall  sweep  to  the  lowest  pit  of  perdition  all  ye  murderers  of 
gouls.    I  tell  you,  though  you  may  escape  in  this  world,  you 
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will  be  g^nnd  at  last  under  the  hoof  of  eternal  calamitieSy 
aod  jou  will  be  chained  to  the  rock,  and  jou  will  have  the 
yul  tores  of  despair  clawing  at  your  soul,  and  those  whom 
JOU  ha^e  destroyed  will  c<HiLe  around  to  tormmit  you,  and  to 
pour  hotter  coals  of  fory  upcm  your  head,  and  rejoice 
eternally  in  the  outcry  of  your  pain  and  the  howl  of  your 
damnation.  **  Gk>d  shall  wound  the  hairy  scalp  of  him  that 
goeth  on  in  his  trespasses." 

A  COITFIRMSD   NOYBL-BBADEB   PIOTUBED. 

The  clock  strikes  midnight.  A  fair  form  bends  oyer  a 
romance.  The  eyes  flash  fire.  The  breath  is  quick  and 
irregular.  Occasionally  the  colour  dashes  to  the  cheek,  and 
then  dies  out.  The  hands  tremble  as  though  a  guardian 
spirit  were  trying  to  shake  the  deadly  book  out  of  the  grasp. 
Hot  tears  f  alL  She  laughs  with  a  shrill  yoice  that  drops 
dead  at  its  own  sound.  The  sweat  on  her  brow  is  the  spray 
dashed  up  from  the  riyer  of  death.  The  dock  strike 
**  four"  and  the  rosy  dawn  soon  after  begins  to  look  through 
the  lattice  upon  the  pale  form  that  looks  like  a  detained 
spectre  of  the  night.  Soon  in  a  madhouse  she  will  mistake 
her  ringlets  for  curling  serpents,  and  thrust  her  white  hand 
through  the  bars  of  the  prisoui  and  sndte  her  head,  rubbing 
it  back  as  though  to  push  the  scalp  from  the  skull,  shriek- 
ing: ''My  brain!  my  brain!**  O,  stand  off  from  that 
Why  will  you  go  sounding  your  way  amid  the  reefs  and 
warning  buoys,  when  there  is  such  a  yast  ocean  in  whick 
you  may  yoyage,  all  sail  set  P 

There  is  one  other  thing  I  shall  say  this  morning  before  I 
leave  yom,  whether  you  want  to  hear  it  or  not.  That  is, 
that  I  consider  the 

LASCiyiOUS   PIOTOBIAL  LITBBATUBB   OF   THB  DAT 

as  most  tremendous  for  ruin.  There  is  no  one  who  can  like 
good  pictures  better  than  I  do.    The  quickest  and  most  con- 
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densed  way  of  impressing  the  public  mind  is  by  picture. 
What  the  painter  does  by  his  brush  for  a  few  favourites,  the 
engrayer  does  by  his  knife  for  the  million.  What  the  author 
accomplishes  by  fifty  pages,  the  artist  does  by  a  flash.  The 
best  part  of  a  painting  that  costs  ten  thousand  dollars  you 
may  buy  for  ten  cents.  Fine  paintings  belong  to  the  aris- 
tocracy of  art.  Engravings  belong  to  the  democracy  of  art. 
You  do  well  to  gather  good  pictures  in  your  home.  Spread 
them  before  your  children,  after  the  tea-hoxur  is  past,  and 
the  evening  circle  is  gathered.  Throw  them  on  the  invalid's 
couch.  Strew  them  through  the  rail-train  to  cheer  the 
traveller  on  his  journey.  Tack  them  on  the  wall  of  the 
nursery.  Gather  them  in  albums  and  portfolios.  God  speed 
the  good  pictures  on  their  way  with  ministries  of  knowledge 
and  mercy ! 

Bat  what  shall  I  say  of  the  prostitution  of  this  art  to 
purposes  of  iniquity  ?  These  death-warrants  of  the  soul  are 
at  every  street  corner.  They  smite  the  vision  of  the  young 
man  with  pollution.  Many  a  young  man  buying  a  copy  has 
bought  his  eternal  discomfiture.  There  may  be  enough 
poison  in  one  bad  picture  to  poison  one  soul,  and  that  ebxxl 
may  poison  ten,  and  ten  fifty,  and  the  fifty  hundreds,  and 
the  hundreds  thousands,  until  nothing  but  the  measuring 
line  of  eternity  can  tell  the  height,  and  depth,  and  ghastliness, 
and  horror  of  the  great  undoing.  The  work  of  death  that 
the  wicked  author  does  in  a  whole  book  the  bad  engraver 
may  do  on  a  half  side  of  a  pictorial.  Under  the  guise  of 
pure  mirth,  the  young  man  buys  one  of  these  sheets.  He 
unrolls  it  before  his  comrades  amid  roars  of  laughter,  but 
long  after  the  paper  is  gone  the  result  may  perhaps  be  seen 
in  the  blasted  imaginations  of  those  who  saw  it. 

THB  QUEEN  OF  DEATH  HOLDS  A  BANQUET 

every  night,  and  these  periodicals  are  the  printed  invitation 
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to  feer  guests.  Alas  !  that  the  fair  brow  o«  Amoncaa  «* 
should  be  blotched  with  this  phigue-Bpot,  and  th&t  P^"*^" 
thropUtd,  bothering  themselYes  about  amaUer  evila,  abOTM 
lift  up  no  united  and  yehement  Toice  against  this  great 
calamitj! 

Young  man !    Buy  not  this  moral  atrycbnine  for  your  soul! 
Pick  not  up  this  nest  of  coUed  adders   for   your  pochet! 
Patronize  no  news-stand  that    keeps   them  !     Have  your 
room  bright  with  good  engravings;  but  for  these  outrageous 
pictorials  have  not    one  wall,  not    one    bureau,   not  one 
pocket.    A  man  is  no  better  than  the  pictures  he  loves  to 
look  at.    K  your  eyes  are  not  pure,  your  heart  cannot  be. 
At  a  news-stand  one  can  guess  the  character  of  a  man  by 
the  kind  of  pictorial  he  purchases.     When  the  devil  fails 
to  get  a  man  to  read  a  bad  book,  he  sometimes  succeeds  in 
getting  him  to  look  at  a  bad  picture.     When  Satan  goes 
a-fishing  he  does  not  care  whether  it  is   a  long  line  or  a 
short  line,  if  he  only  draws  his  victim  in.      Beware  of  lasci- 
vious pictorials,  young  man,  in  the  name  of  Almighty  God 
I  charge  you. 

'If  I  have  this  morning  successfully  laid  down  any  princi- 
ples by  which  you  may  judge  in  regard  to  books  and  news- 
papers, then  I  have  done  something  of  which  I  shall  not  be 
ashamed  on  the  day  which  shall  try  every  man's  work,  of 
what  sort  it  is. 

Cherish  good  hooJcs  and  newspapers.  Beware  of  the  bad 
ones.  One  column  may  save  your  soul ;  one  paragraph  may 
rum  it.^  Benjamin  Franklin  said  that  the  reading  of  "  Cotton 
Mathers  Essay  on  Doing  Good"  moulded  hU  entire  life. 
The  assassin  of  Lord  EusseU  declared  that  he  was  led  into 

jX\Lrf  ""^  T  "^T^*   '^'^«^^-      The   consecrated 


THB  ▲MEBIOAN   PL AaX7E>  SPOT.  445 

read  a  bad  book.  Bat  I  need  not  go  so  far  off.  I  conld 
come  nearer  home,  and  tell  jou  of  something  that  occarred 
in  mj  college  days.  I  could  tell  jou  of  a  comrade  who  was 
great-hearted  noble,  and  generous.  He  was  studying  for  an 
honourable  profession^  but  he  had  an  infidel  book  in  his 
trunk,  and  he  said  to  me  one  day :  *'  De  Witt,  would  you 
like  to  read  it  P ''  I  said :  ''  Yes,  I  would."  I  took  the 
book  and  read  it  only  for  a  few  minutes.  I  was  reaJly 
startled  with  what  I  saw  there,  and  I  handed  the  book  back 
to  him,  and  said:  ''You  had  better  destroy  that  book.'* 
No,  he  kept  it.  He  read  it.  He  re-read  it.  After  awhile 
he  gave  up  religion  as  a  myth. 

HX  GAYX  X7P  GOD 

as  a  nonentity.  He  gave  up  the  Bible  as  a  fable.  He  gave 
up  the  Church  of  Christ  as  a  useless  institution.  He  gave 
up  good  morals  as  being  unnecessarily  stringent.  I  haye 
heard  of  him  but  twice  in  many  years.  The  time  before 
the  last  I  heard  of  him,  he  was  a  confirmed  inebriate.  The 
last  time  I  heard  of  him,  he  was  coming  out  of  an  insane 
asylum — ^in  body,  mind,  and  soul  an  awful  wreck.  I  believe 
that  one  infidel  book  killed  him  for  two  worlds. 

Go  home  to-day,  and  look  through  your  library,  and  then, 
having  looked  through  your  library,  look  on  the  stand  where 
you  keep  your  pictorials  and  newspapers,  and  apply  the 
Christian  principles  I  have  laid  down  this  morning.  If  there 
is  anything  in  your  home  that  cannot  stand  the  test,  do  not 
give  it  away,  for  it  might  spoil  an  immortal  soul ;  do  not 
sell  it,  for  the  money  you  get  would  be  the  price  of  blood ; 
but  rather  kindle  a  fire  on  your  kitchen  hearth,  or  in  your 
back  yard,  and  then  drop  the  poison  in  it,  and  keep  stirring 
the  blaze  until  from  preface  to  appendix  there  shall  not  be 
a  single  paragraph  left,  and  the  bonfire  in  Brooklyn  shall  be 
as  consuming  as  that  one  in  the  streets  of  Ephesus. 
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PEOPLE  TO  BE  FEABED. 

•«  Why  hftBt  thoa  then  broken  down  htr  hedges,  to  tiimt  all  they  witeh 
pass  bj  the  w«y  do  plaok  her  f  The  boar  out  of  tbe  woo  \  doth  waHe  i^ 
and  the  wild  beMt  of  the  field  doth  deronr  it.**— /)m2sm  Izzz.  13, 13. 

BY  this  homel J  but  ezpretiiTe  figoie,  the  text  leto  forth 
the  bad  influencet  which  in  olden  time  broke  in  npoA 
God*8  heritage,  as  with  swine's  foot  trunpling,  ind  as  with 
swine's  snout  uprooting  the  Tinejards  of  prosperity.  What 
was  true  then  is  true  now.  Tliere  haye  been  enough  trees 
of  righteousness  planted  to  orershadow  the  whole  earth,  hid 
it  not  been  for  the  axe-men  who  hewed  them  down.  Tht 
temple  of  truth  would  long  ago  haye  been  completed,  hid 
it  not  been  for  the  iconoclasts  who  defaced  the  walls  and 
battered  down  the  pillars.  The  whole  earth  would  have 
been  an  Eshcol  of  ripened  clusters,  had  it  not  been  that 
'^the  boar  has  wasted  it,  and  the  wild  beast  of  the  field 
deyoured  it." 

I  prop  >8e  to  point  out  to  jou  those  whom  I  consider  to 
be  the  uprooting  and  devouring  classes  of  society.  Firsti  Om 
public  criminals.  You  ought  not  to  be  surprised  that  these 
people  make  up  a  large  portion  in  many  communities.  The 
yast  majority  of  the  criminals  who  tikke  ship  from  Europe 
come  into  our  own  port.  In  1869,  of  the  forty-nine  thousand 
people  who  were  incarcerated  in  tLe  prisons  of  the  country, 
thirty-two  thousand  were  of  foreign  birth.  Many  of  them 
were  the  yery  desperadoes  of  society,  oozing  into  the  slums 
of  our  cities,  waiting  for  an 

OPPOBTT7NITT  TO  BIOT  AJBTD  STEAL 

and  debauch,  joining  the  large  gang  of  American  thugs  and 
cut-throats.  There  are  in  this  duster  of  cities — ^New  Yorl^ 
Jersey  City,  and  Brooklyn — ^four  thousand  people  whose 
entire  business  in  life  is  to  commit  crime.  That  is  as  much 
their  business  as  jurisprudence!  or  medicine^  or  merchandise 
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is  jour  bosiness.  To  it  thej  bring  all  their  energies  of 
bodjy  mindy  and  soul,  and  tbej  look  upon  the  interregnums 
which  thej  spend  in  prison  as  so  much  unfortunate  loss  of 
time,  just  as  jou  look  upon  an  attack  of  influenza  or  rheu- 
matism which  fastens  you  in  the  house  for  a  few  days.  It  is 
their  lifetime  business  to  pick  pockets,  and  blow  up  safes, 
and  shoplift,  and  ply  the  panel  game,  and  they  hare  as  much 
pride  of  skill  in  their  business  as  you  have  in  yours  when 
you  upset  the  argument  of  an  opposing  counsel,  or  cure  a 
gun-shot  fracture  which  other  surgeons  have  given  up,  or 
foresee  a  turn  in  the  market,  so  that  you  buy  goods  j  ast  before 
they  go  up  twenty  per  cent.  It  is  their  business  to  commit 
crime,  and  I  do  not  suppose  that  once  in  a  year  the  thought 
of  the  immorality  strikes  them.  Added  to  these  profes- 
sional criminals,  American  and  foreign,  there  is  a  large 
class  of  men  who  are  more  or  less  industrious  in  crime. 

In  one  year  the  {police  in  this  cluster  of  cities  arrested  ten 
thousand  people  for  theft,  and  ten  thousand  for  assault  and 
battery,  and  fifty  thousand  for  intoxication.  Drankenness 
is  responsible  for  much  of  the  theft,  since  it  confuses  a  man's 
ideas  of  property,  and  he  gets  his  hands  on  things  that  do 
not  belong  to  him.  Bum  is  resj^onsible  for  much  of  the 
assault  and  battery,  inspiring  men  to  sudden  bravery,  which 
they  must  demonstrate  though  it  be  on  the  &C6  of  the  next 
gentleman. 

8EYBN  MILLIONS  OV  DOLLABS* 

worth  of  property  stolen  in  this  cluster  of  dties  in  one  year  I 
You  cannot,  as  good  citizens,  be  independent  of  that  fact. 
It  will  touch  your  pocket,  since  I  have  to  give  you  the  fact 
that  these  three  cities  pay  seven  million  dollars*  worth  of 
taxes  a  year  to  arraigpi,  try,  and  support  the  criminal  popu- 
lation. You  help  to  pay  the  board  of  every  criminal,  from 
the  sneak-thief  that  snatches  a  spool  of  cotton,  up  to  soioo 
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man  who  enacts  a  ^  Black  Friday.**  More  ihan  thai,  it 
touches  jour  heart  in  the  moral  depression  of  the  commu- 
nitj.  You  might  as  well  think  to  stand  in  a  closely  con- 
fined room  where  there  are  fifty  people  and  yet  not  breathe 
the  yitiated  aur,  as  to  stand  in  a  community  where  there  is 
such  a  great  multitude  of  the  deprttred  without  somewhat 
being  contaminated.  What  is  the  fire  that  bums  your  store 
down  compared  with  the  confiagration  which  consumes  your 
morals  P  What  is  the  theft  of  the  gold  and  silver  from  your 
money  safe  compared  with  the  theft  of  your  children's 
Tirtue  P 

We  are  all  ready  to  arraign  criminals.  We  shout  at  the 
top  of  our  Yoice :  "  Stop  thief !  **  and  when  the  police  get  on 
the  track  we  come  out,  hatless  and  in  our  slippers,  and 
assist  in  the  arrest.  We  come  around  the  bawling  ruffian 
and  hustle  him  off  to  justice,  and  when  he  gets  in  prison, 
what  do  we  do  for  himP  With  great  gusto  we  put  on  the 
handcuffs  and  the  hopples;  but  what  preparation  are  we 
making  for  the  day  when  the  handcuffs  and  the  hopples 
come  off  P  Society  seems  to  say  to  these  criminals :  **  Yillaini 
go  in  their  and  rot,*'  when  it  ought  to  say:  ''Yon  are  an 
offender  against  the  law,  but  we  mean  to  giro  you  an  oppor- 
tunity to  repent ;  we  mean  to  help  you.  Here  are  Bibles, 
and  tracts,  and  Christian  influences.  Christ  died  for  yon« 
Look,  and  live." 

Vast  improTcments  haye  been  made  by  introducing  indus* 
tries  into  the  pnsou)  but  we  want  something  more  than 
hammers  and  shoe-lasts  to  reclaim  these  people.  Aye,  we 
want  more  than  sermons  on  the  Sabbath-day.  Society  must 
impress  these  men  with  the  fact  that  it  does  not  enjoy  their 
suffering,  and  that  it  is  attempting  to  reform  and  eleyate 
them.  The  majority  of  criminals  suppose  that  society  has 
a  grudge  against  them,  and  they  in  turn  have  a  grudge 
against  society. 
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and  more  infuriate  when  they  come  out  of  jail  than  when 
thej  went  in.  Many  of  the  people  who  go  to  prison  go 
again,  and  again,  and  again.  Some  years  ago,  of  fifteen 
hundred  prisoners  who  during  the  year  had  been  in  Sing 
Sing,  four  hundred  had  been  there  before.  In  a  house  of 
correction  in  the  country,  where  during  a  certain  reach  of 
time  there  had  been  fire  thousand  people,  more  than  three 
thousand  had  been  there  before.  So,  in  one  case  the  prison, 
and  in  the  other  case  the  house  of  correction,  left  them  just 
as  bad  as  they  were  before.  The  secretary  of  one  of  the 
beneyolent  societies  of  New  York  saw  a  lad  fifteen  years  of 
age  who  had  spent  three  years  of  his  life  in  prison,  and  he 
said  to  the  lad :  ''  What  haye  they  done  for  you  to  make  you 
better  ?  "  "  Well,"  replied  the  lad,  "  the  first  time  I  was 
brought  up  before  the  judge,  he  said:  'You  ought  to  be 
ashamed  of  yourself.'  And  then  I  committed  a  crime 
again,  and  I  was  brought  up  before  the  same  judge,  and 
he  said:  'You  rascal!'  And  after  awhile  I  committed 
some  other  crime,  and  I  was  brought  before  the  same 
judge,  and  he  said:  'You  ought  to  be  hanged.'"  That 
is  all  they  had  done  for  him  in  the  way  of  reformation 
and  salvation.  "O,"  you  say,  "these  people  are  in- 
corrigible." I  suppose  there  are  hundreds  of  persons  this 
day  lying  in  the  prison  bunks  who  would  leap  up  at  the 
prospect  of  reformation,  if  society  would  only  allow  them  a 
way  .into  decency  and  respectability.  "  O,"  you  say,  "  I  have 
no  patience  with  these  rogues."  I  ask  you,  in  reply,  how 
much  better  would  you  have  been  under  the  same  circum- 
stances P  Suppose  your  mother  had  been  a  blasphemer  and 
your  father  a  sot,  and  you  had  started  life  with  a  body  stuffed 
with  evil  proclivities,  and  you  had  spent  much  of  your  time 
in  a  cellar  amid  obscenities  and  cursing,  and  if  at  ten  years 
of  age  you  had  been  compelled  to  go  out  and  steal,  battered 
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and  banged  at  oiglit  it  7011  oame  in  wiilurat  any  apoilty  and 
■nppoae  your  earlj  manhood  and  womanhood  had  been 
oorered  with  rage  and  filth,  and  deoent  aooietj  had  tarned 
ita  back  upon  yoo,  and  left  joa  to  ooniort  with  Tagabondi 
and  wharf-rate — ^how  mach  better  wonld  joa  haye  been  P  I 
haTe  no  sympathy  with  that  execatiTo  demency  which  would 
let  crime  run  loosct  o'  which  would  ait  ia  the  gallery  of  a 
oonrt-room  weeping  becanae  aome  hard-hearted  wretch  is 
brooght  to  justice ;  but  I  do  say  that  the  aafety  and  life  of 
the  commonity  demand  more  potential  inflnencea  in  bebaU 
of  public  offendera. 

Within  five  minutea'  walk  of  where  I  now  stand,  there  if 
a  prison,  enough  to  bring  down 

THB  WBATH  OF  ALViaHTT  OOD 

on  this  city  of  Brooklyn.  It  ia  the  Baymond-atreet  jaiL 
It  would  not  be  strange  if  the  jail  feyer  should  start  in  that 
horrible  hole,  like  that  which  raged  in  England  during  the 
session  of  the  Black  Assize,  when  three  hundred  perished— 
judges,  jurors,  constables,  and  lawyers.  Alas  that  our  his 
city  should  haye  such  a  pest-house.  I  understand  the  aherifi 
and  the  jail- keeper  do  all  they  can,  under  the  drcumatanceSy 
for  the  comfort  of  these  people  ;  but  five  and  six  people  are 
put  into  a  place  where  there  ought  to  be  but  one  or  two.  The 
air  is  like  that  of  the  Black  Hole  of  Calcutta.  As  the  air  awept 
through  the  wicket,  it  almost  knocked  me  down.  No  aunlight. 
Young  men  who  had  committed  their  first  crime  crowded 
in  among  old  offenders.  I  saw  there  one  woman,  with  a 
child  almost  blind,  who  had  been  arrested  for  the  crime  of 
poverty,  who  was  waiting  until  the  alow  law  could  take  her 
to  the  almshouse,  where  she  rightfully  belonged ;  but  she 
was  thrust  in  there  with  her  child  amid  the  most  abandoned 
wretches  of  the  town.  Many  of  the  offenders  in  that  prison 
sleeping  on  the  floor,  with  nothing  but  a  yermin-coyered 
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blankei  owt  them.  Those  people  crowded  and  wan,  and 
wasted,  and  haIf-«iKSocated,  and  infuriated.  I  said  to  the 
men:  How  do  you  stand  it  hereP'*  ''God  knows/'  said 
one  man  ''we  have  to  stand  it."  O,  they  will  pay  you 
when  they  get  out.  Where  they  binned  down  one  hous, 
they  will  bom  three.  They  will  strike  deeper  the  assassin's 
knife.  They  are  this  minute  plotting  worse  burglaries. 
Baymond-street  gaol  is  the  best  place  I  know  of  to  manu- 
facture foot-pads,  yagabonds,  and  cut-throats.  Yale  (M- 
lege  is  not  so  well  calculated  to  make  scholars,  nor  Harvard 
so  well  calculated  to  make  scientists,  nor  Princeton  so  well 
calculated  to  make  theologians,  as  Baymond-street  gaol  is 
calculated  to  make  criminals.  All  that  those  men  do  not 
know  of  crime  after  they  have  been  in  that  dungeon  for 
some  time,  Satanic  machination  cannot  teach  them.  Every 
hour  that  gaol  stands,  it  challenges  the  Lord  Almighty 
to  smite  this  city.  I  call  upon  the  people  to  rise  in 
their  wrath  and  demand  a  reformation.  I  call  upon 
judges  of  our  courts  to  expose  that  infamy.  I  call 
upon  the  Legislature  of  the  State  of  New  York,  now 
in  session,  to  examine  and  appease  that  out/rage  on  God 
and  human  society.  I  demand,  in  behalf  of  those  incar- 
cerated prisoners,  fresh  air  and  dear  sunlight,  and,  in 
the  name  of  Him  who  had  not  where  to  lay  His  head,  a 
couch  to  rest  on  at  night.  Li  the  insufferable  stench  and 
sickening  surroundings  of  that  Baymond-street  jail  there  is 
nothing  but  disease  for  the  body,  idiocy  for  the  mind,  and 
death  for  the  soul.  Stifled  air,  and  darkness,  and  vermin 
never  turned  a  thief  into  an  honest  man. 

We  want  men  like  John  Howard  and  Sir  William 
Blackstone,  and  women  like  Elizabeth  Fry,  to  do  for 
the  prisons  of  the  United  States  what  those  people  did  in 
other  days  for  the  prisons  of  England.  I  thank  God  for 
what  Isaac  T.  Hopper,  and  Doctor  Wines,  and  Mr.  Harris, 
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and  scores  of  others  haye  done  in  the  waj  of  prison  rsform; 
but 

WX  WANT  BOVlTHIirO  XOBB  RADICAL 

before  upon  this  citj  will  come  the  blessing  of  Him  irko 
said :  **  I  was  in  prison,  and  ye  came  unto  me." 

Again :  in  this  class  of  uprooting  and  deronring  popula- 
tion are  untrustworthy  officials,  "Woe  unto  thee,  O  land, 
when  thj  kings  are  children  and  thy  princes  drink  in  the 
morning."  It  is  a  great  calamity  to  a  dty  when  bad  men 
get  into  public  authority.  Why  was  it  that  in  New  York 
there  was  such  unparalleled  crime  between  1866  and  1871? 
It  was  because  the  judges  of  police  in  that  city,  for  tke 
most  part,  were  as  corrupt  as  the  yagabonds  that  came 
before  them  for  trial.  Those  were  the  days  of  high  car- 
nival for  election  frauds,  assassination  and  forgery.  We 
had  the  ''  Whiskey  Bing,"  and  the  ''  Tammany  BiDg,** 
and  the  "  Erie  Bing."  There  was  one  man  during  those 
years  that  got  one  hundred  and  twenty-eight  thousand 
dollars  in  one  year  for  serving  the  public  In  a  few  yean* 
it  was  estimated  that  there  were  fifty  millions  of  public 
treasure  squandered.  In  those  times  the  criminal  had 
only  to  wink  to  the  judge,  or  his  lawyer  would  wink  for 
him,  and  the  question  was  decided  for  the  defendant. 
Of  the  eight  thousand  people  arrested  in  that  dty  in  one 
year,  only  three  thousand  were  punished.  These  little 
matters  were  '^  fixed  up,"  while  the  interests  of  society 
were  "  fixed  down."  You  know  as  well  as  I  that  a  criminal 
who  escapes  only  opens  the  door  for  other  criminalities. 
When  the  two  pickpockets  snatched  the  diamond  pin 
from  the  Brooklyn  gentleman  in  a  Broadway  stage,  and 
the  villains  were  arrested,  and  the  trial  was  set  down 
for  the  General  Sessions,  and  then  the  trial  never  came, 
and  never  anything  more  was  heard  of  the  case,  the  public 
officials  were  only  bidding  higher  for  more  crime.    It  is  no 
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compliment  to  public  autliorifcj  when  we  have  in  all  the 
cities  of  the  country,  walking  abroad,  men  and  women 
nofcorious  for  criminality^  un whipped  of  justice.  They  are 
pointed  out  to  yon  in  the  street  day  by  day.  There  you  find 
what  are  called  the  ''  fences/' — the  men  who  stand  between 
the  thief  and  the  honest  man,  sheltering  the  thief,  and  at 
great  price  handing  over  the  goods  to  the  owner  to  whom 
they  belong.  There  you  will  find  those  who  are  called  the 
''skinners,"  the  men  who  hoyer  around  Wall-street,  with 
great  sleight  of  hand  in  bonds  and  stocks.     There  you  find 

THE   FXTNEBAL   THIEYESi 

the  people  who  go  and  sit  down  and  mourn  with  families  and 
pick  their  pockets.  And  there  you  find  the  "confidence 
men,"  who  borrow  money  of  you  because  they  haye  a  dead 
child  in  the  house  and  want  to  bury  it,  when  they  neyer  had 
a  house  nor  a  family ;  or  they  want  to  go  to  England  and 
get  a  large  property  there,  and  they  want  you  to  pay  their 
way,  and  they  will  send  the  money  back  by  the  yery  next 
mail.  There  are  the  " harbour  thieves,"  the  "shoplifters," 
the  "  pickpockets,"  famous  all  oyer  the  cities.  Hundreds  of 
them  with  their  faces  in  the  "  Eogues*  Gallery,"  yet  doing 
nothing  for  the  last  five  or  ten  years  but  defraud  society  and 
escape  justice.  When  these  people  go  unarrested  and  un- 
punished, it  is  putting  a  high  premium  upon  vice,  and  saving 
to  the  young  criminals  of  this  country,  "What  a  safe  thing 
it  is  to  be  a  great  criminal."  Let  the  law  swoop  upon  them. 
Let  it  be  known  in  this  country  that  crime  will  have  no 
quarter,  that  the  detectives  are  after  it,  that  the  police  dub 
is  being  brandished,  that  the  iron  door  of  the  prison  is  being 
opened,  that  the  judge  is  ready  to  call  on  the  case.  Too 
great  leniency  to  criminals  is  too  great  severity  to  society. 
When  the  President  pardoned  the  wholesale  dealer  in  obscene 
books,  he   hindered   the   crusade    against    licentiousness; 
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bat  when  Goyemor  Dix  refused  to  let  go  Fonter  tlie 
assassin,  who  was  condemned  to  the  gallows,  he 
grandly  vindicated  the  laws  of  God  and  the  dignity  of 
the  State  of  New  York. 

Again :  among  the  uprooting  anddeyouring  classes  in  our 
midst,  are  the  idle.  Of  course,  I  do  not  refer  to  people  who 
are  getting  old,  or  to  the  sick,  or  to  those  who  cannot  get 
work  ;  but  I  tell  you  to  look  out  for  those  athletic  men  and 
women  who  will  not  work.  When  the  French  nobleman  was 
asked  why  he  kept  busy  when  he  had  so  large  a  property,  he 
said :  ''  I  keep  on  engraving  so  I  may  not  hang  myself."  I 
do  not  care  who  the  man  is,  you  cannot  afford  to  be  idle.  It 
is  from  the  idle  classes  that  the  criminal  classes  are  made 
up.  Character  like  water,  gets  putrid  if  it  stands  still  too 
long.  Who  can  wonder  that  in  this  world,  where  there  is  so 
much  to  do,  and  all  the  hosts  of  earth  and  heaven  and  hell 
are  plunging  into  the  conflict,  and  angels  are  flying,  and  God 
is  at  work,  and  the  universe  is  a-quaJce  with  the  marching 
and  countermarching,  that  God  lets  His  indignation  fall  upon 
a  man  who  chooses  idleness?  I  have  watched  these  do- 
nothings  who  spend  their  time  stroking  their  beard,  and  re- 
touching their  toUette^  and  criticising  industrious  people,  and 
pass  their  days  and  nights  in  bar-rooms  and  club-houses, 
lounging  and  smoking  and  chewing  and  card-playing. 
They  are  not  only  useless,  but  they  are  dangerous*  How 
hard  it  is  for  them  to  while  away  the  hours, 

alas!  fob  them, 

if  they  do  not  know  how  to  while  away  an  hour,  what  will 
they  do  when  they  have  all  eternity  on  their  hands  P  These 
men  for  awhile  smoke  the  best  cigars,  and  wear  the  best 
broadcloth,  and  move  in  the  highest  spheres ;  but  I  have 
noticed  that  very  soon  they  come  down  to  the  prison,  the 
almshouse,  or  stop  at  the  gallows. 
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The  police  stations  of  this  cluster  of  cities  famish 
annuallj  two  hundred  thousand  lodgings.  For  the  most 
part,  these  two  hundred  thousand  lodgings  are  furnished 
to  able-bodied  men  and  women — people  as  able  to  work 
as  you  and  I  are.  When  they  are  received  no  longer  at 
one  police  station,  because  they  are  ''repeaters/'  they  go 
to  some  other  station,  and  so  they  keep  moving  around. 
They  get  their  food  at  house  doors,  stealing  what  they 
can  lay  their  hands  on  in  the  front  basement  while  the 
servant  is  spreading  the  bread  in  the  back  basement.  They 
will  not  werk.  Time  and  again,  in  the  country  districts, 
they  have  wanted  hundreds  and  thousands  of  labourers. 
These  men  will  not  go.  They  do  not  want  to  work.  I  have 
tried  then.  I  have  set  them  to  sawing  wood  in  my  cellar, 
to  see  whether  they  wanted  to  work.  I  offered  to  pay  them 
well  for  it.  I  have  heard  the  saw  going  for  about  three 
minutes,  and  then  I  went  down,  and  lo,  the  wood,  but  no 
saw !  They  are  the  pest  of  society,  and  they  stand  in  the 
way  of  the  Lord's  poor,  who  ought  to  be  helped,  and  must 
be  helped,  and  will  be  helped.  While  there  are  thousandti 
of  industrious  men  who  cannot  get  any  work,  these  men 
who  do  not  want  any  work  come  in  and  make  that  plea.  I 
am  in  favour  of  the  restoration  of  the  old-fashioned  whip- 
ping-post for  just  this  one  class  of  men  who  will  not  work ; 
sleeping  at  night  at  public  expense  in  the  station  house ; 
during  the  day,  getting  their  food  at  your  door-step.  Im- 
prisonment does  not  scare  them.  They  would  like  it.  Black- 
well's  Island  or  Sing  Sing  would  be  a  comfortable  home  for 
them.  They  would  have  no  objection  to  the  almshouse,  for 
they  like  thin  soup,  if  they  cannot  get  mock-turtle.  I  proiK>se 
this  for  them :  on  one  side  of  them  put  some  healthy  work ; 
on  the  other  side  put  a  raw  hide,  and  let  them  take  their 
choice.  I  like  for  that  dass  of  people  the  scant  bill  of  &re 
that  Paul  wrote  out  for  the  Thessalonian loafers:  "  If  anj 
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work  not,  neither  should  he  eat.**  By  what  law  of  Ood  or 
m&n  is  it  right  that  you  and  I  should  toil  day  in  and  dsj 
out,  until  our  hands  are  blistered,  and  our  arms  ache,  and 
our  brain  gets  numb,  and  then  be  called  upon  to  support 
what  in  the  United  States  are  about 

TWO   MILLION   LOAFIBBP 

They  are  a  very  dangerous  class.  Let  the  public  authorities 
keep  their  eyes  on  them. 

Again :  among  the  uprooting  classes  I  place  the  oppressed 
poor.    PoYerty  to  a  certain  extent  is  chasteniog ;  but  after 
that^  when  it  drives  a  man  to  the  wall,  and  he  hears  his 
children  cry  in  vain  for  bread,  it  sometimes  makes  him 
desperate.    I  think    that  there  are  thousands  of    hontst 
men  lacerated  into  vagabondism.    There  are  men  crushed 
uader  burdens  for  which  they  are  not  half-paid.     While 
there  is  no  excuse  for  criminality,  even  in  oppression,  I  state 
it  as  a  simple  fact  that  much  of  the  scoundrelism  of  the 
community  is  consequent  upon  ill-treatment.     There  are 
many  men  and  women  battered  and   bruised,  and  stuog 
until  the  hour  of  despair  has  come,  and  they  stand  with 
the  ferodty  of  a  wild   beast  which,  pursued  until   it  can 
run  no  longer,  turns  round,  foaming  and  bleeding,  to  fight 
the  hounds. 

There  is  a  vast  underground  New  York  and  Brooklyn  life 
that  is  appalling  and  shameful.  It  wallows  and  steams  with 
putrefaction.  You  go  down  the  stairs,  which  are  wet  and 
decayed  with  filth,  and  at  the  bottom  you  find  the  poor 
victims  on  the  floor,  cold,  sick,  three-fourths  dead,  slinking 
into  a  still  darker  comer  under  the  gleam  of  the  lantern  of  the 
police.  There  has  not  been  a  breath  of  fresh  air  in  that 
room  for  five  years,  literally.  The  broken  sewer  empties 
its  contents  upon  them,  and  they  lie  at  night  in  the  swim- 
ming filth.    There  they  are,  men,  women,  and  children; 
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blacks,  whites ;  Mary  Magdalen  without  her  repentance, 
Lazarus  without  his  G-od !  These  are  ^*  the  dives "  into 
which  the  pick-pockets  and  the  thieves  go,  as  well  as  a  great 
many  who  would  like  a  different  life  but  cannot  get  it. 
These  places  are  the  sores  o£  the  city,  which  bleed  perpetual 
corruption.  Thej  are  the  underlying  volcano  jthat  threatens 
us  with  a  Caraccas  earthquake.  It  rolls,  and  roars,  and 
surges,  and  heaves,  and  rocks,  and  blasphemes,  and  dies. 
And  there  are  only  two  outlets  for  it :  the  police  court  and 
the  Potter's  Field.  In  other  words,  they  must  either  go 
to  prison  or  to  hell.    0,  you  never  saw  it,  you  say. 

TOU   NEVBB  WILL   SBB   IT 

until  on  the  day  when  these  staggering  wretches  shall  come 
up  in  the  light  of  the  jadgment  throne,  and  while  all  hearts 
are  being  revealed,  God  vdll  ask  you  what  you  did  to  help 
them. 

There  is  another  layer  of  poverty  and  destitution,  not  so 
squalid,  but  almost  as  helpless.  You  hear  the  incessant 
wailing  for  bread,  and  clothes,  and  fire.  Their  eyes  are 
sunken.  Their  cheek-bones  stand  out.  Their  hands  are 
damp  with  slow  consumption.  Their  flesh  is  puffed  up  with 
dropsies.  Their  breath  is  like  that  of  the  charnel-house. 
They  hear  the  roar  of  the  wheels  of  fashion  over  head,  and 
the  gay  laughter  of  men  and  maidens,  and  wonder  why  God 
gave  to  others  so  much  and  to  them  so  little.  Some  of  them 
thrust  into  an  infidelity  like  that  of  the  poor  German  girl 
who,  when  told  in  the  midst  of  her  wretchedness  that  G-od 
was  good»  said:  "No,  no  good  God.  Just  look  at  me. 
No  good  Qt)d." 

In  this  cluster  of  cities,  whose  cry  of  want  I  this  day  inter- 
pret, there  are  said  to  be,  as  far  as  I  can  figure  it  up  from 
the  reports,  about  two  hundred  and  ninety  thousand  honest 
poor  who  are  dependent  upon  individual,  dty,  and  state 
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cliarities.  If  all  their  Toioea  oould  oome  up  at  onoe,  it  woudd 
be  a  groan  that  would  shake  the  foundations  of  the  dtj,  and 
bring  all  earth  and  heaven  to  the  rescue*  But,  for  the  most 
part,  it  suffers  unexpressed.  It  sits  in  silence,  gnashing  its 
teethy  and  sucking  the  blood  of  its  own  arteries,  waiting  for 
the  judgment  day.  O,  I  should  not  wonder  if  on  that  day  it 
would  be  found  out  that  some  of  us  had  some  things  Uiat 
belonged  to  them ;  some  extra  garment  which  nught  haTe 
made  them  comfortable  in  these  cold  days ;  some  bread  thmit 
into  the  ash-barrel  that  might  haye  api>eased  their  hunger 
for  a  litUe  while ;  some  wasted  candle  or  gas-jet  that  might 
haye  kindled  up  their  darkness ;  some  fresco  on  the  ceiliog 
that  would  haye  given  them  a  roof;  some  jewel  which, 
brought  to  that  orphan  girl  in  time,  might  have  kept  her 
from  being  crowded  off  the  precipices  of  an  unclean  life; 
some  New  Testament  that  would  liaye  told  them  of  Bxol 
who  **  came  to  seek  and  save  that  which  was  lost.''  O,  thii 
wave  of  vagrancy  and  hunger,  and  nakedness  that  dashes 
against  our  front  door-step ;  I  wonder  if  you  hear  it  and  see 
it  as  much  as  I  hear  it  and  see  it.    This  last  week 

I  HAVB  BEEN  ALMOST  FBEKZIBD 

with  the 'perpetual  cry  for  help  from  all  classes  and  from 
all  nations,  knocking,  knocking,  ringing,  ringing,  until  I 
dare  not  have  more  than  one  decent  pair  of  shoes,  nor 
more  than  one  decent  coat,  nor  more  than  one  decent  hat^ 
lest  in  the  last  day  it  be  found  that  I  have  something  that 
belongs  to  them,  and  Christ  shall  turn  to  me  and  say: 
'*  Inasmuch  as  ye  did  it  not  to  these,  ye  did  it  noi  to 
Me."  If  the  roofs  of  all  the  houses  of  destitution  could  be 
lifted  so  we  could  look  down  into  them  just  as  Gh>d  looks, 
whose  nerves  would  be  strong  enough  to  stand  it  P  And 
yet  there  they  are.  The  forty-five  thousand  sewing-women 
in  these  three  dties,  some  of  them  in  hunger  and  eM^ 
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irorkiog  night  after  nighty  until  sometimes  the  blood  sports 
from  nostril  and  lip.  How  well  their  grief  was  Yoioed  by 
that  despairing  woman  who  stood  by  her  invalid  husband 
and  invalid  child,  and  said  to  the  city  missionary:  ''I  am 
down-hearted.  Everything's  against  us;  and  then  there 
are  other  things."  ''What  other  things?"  said  the  city 
missionary.  "  O/'  she  replied,  ''  my  sin."  **  What  do  you 
mean  by  that  P  "  **  Well,"  she  said,  **  I  never  hear  or  see 
anything  good.  It's  work  from  Monday  morning  to  Satur- 
day night,  and  then  when  Sunday  comes  I  can't  go  out,  and 
I  walk  the  floor,  and  it  makes  me  tremble  to  think  that  I 
have  got  to  meet  Qod.  O,  sir,  it's  so  hard  for  us.  We  have 
to  work  so,  and  then  we  have  so  much  trouble,  and  then  we 
are  getting  along  so  poorly ;  and  see  this  wee  little  thing 
growing  weaker  and  weaker;  and  then  to  think  we  are 
getting  no  nearer  to  Gbd,  but  floating  a?Fay  from  Him.  O, 
sir,  I  do  wish  I  was  ready  to  die." 

I  should  not  wonder  if  they  had  a  good  deal  better  time 
than  we  in  the  future,  to  make  up  for  the  fact  that  they  had 
such  a  bad  time  here.  It  would  be  just  like  Jesus  to  say  : 
« Come  up  and  take  the  highest  seats.  You  suffered  with 
Me  on  earth ;  now  be  glorified  with  Me  in  heaven."  O  Thou 
weeping  One  of  Bethany !  O  Thou  dying  One  of  the  cross ! 
Have  mercy  on  the  starving,  freezing,  homeless  poor  of  these 
great  cities  I 

I  have  preached  this  sermon  for  four  or  five  practical 
reasons:  Because  I  want  you  to  know  who  are  the  up-rooting 
classes  of  society.    Because  I  want  you  to 

Bl  MOBB  DISOBIMINATINa  IK  TOUB  OHABITIBB. 

Because  I  want  your  hearts  open  with  generosity,  and  your 
hands  open  with  charity.  Because  I  want  you  to  be  made 
the  sworn  friends  of  all  city  evangelization,  and  all  newsboys* 
lodging  housesi  and  all  Howard  missionSi  and  Ohildren's  Aid 
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Societies.  Aye,  I  haTe  preached  it  because  I  want  70a  tkis 
week  to  send  to  tlie  Dorcas  Society  all  tlie  cast-off  dothing, 
that,  under  the  skilful  manipulation  of  our  wives  and  mothers 
and  sisters  and  daughters,  these  garments  may  be  fitted  <» 
the  cold,  bare  feet,  and  on  the  shivering  limbs  of  the  desti* 
tute.  I  should  not  wonder  if  that  hat  that  you  gire  should 
come  back  a  jewelled  coronet,  or  if  that  garment  that  yon 
this  week  hand  out  from  your  wardrobe  should  mysteriously 
be  whitened,  and  somehow  wrought  into  the  SaYionr's  owa 
robe,  so  in  the  last  day  He  would  run  His  hand  over  it^  and 
say :  ''  I  was  naked  and  ye  clothed  Me."  That  would  be 
putting  your  garments  to  glorious  uses. 

But  more  than  that,  I  hare  preached  the  sermon  because 
I  tiiought  in  the  contrast  you  would  see  how  very  kindly 
Cl-od  had  dealt  with  you,  and  I  thought  that  thousands  of 
jou  would  go  to-day  to  your  comfortable  iiomes,  and  sit  at 
your  well-filled  tables,  and  at  the  warm  registers,  and  look 
at  the  round  faces  of  your  children,  and  that  then  you  would 
burst  into  tears  at  the  review  of  Q-od's  goodness  to  you,  and 
that  you  would  go  to  your  room  this  afternoon  and  loek  the 
door,  and  kneel  down,  and  say :  *^  O  Lord,  I  have  been  an 
ingrate ;  make  me  Thy  child.  O  Lord,  there  are  so  many 
hungry  and  unclad  and  unsheltered  to-day,  I  thank  Thee  that 
all  my  Hf e  Thou  hast  taken  such  good  care  of  me.  O  Lord, 
there  are  so  many  sick  and  crippled  children  to-day,  I  thank 
Thee  mine  are  well,  some  of  them  on  earth,  some  of  them 
in  heaven.  Thy  goodness,  O  Lord,  breaks  me  down.  Take 
me  once,  and  for  ever.  Sprinkled  as  I  was  many  years  age 
at  the  altar,  while  my  mother  held  me,  now  I  consecrate  my 
soul  to  Thee  in  a  holier  baptism  of  repenting  tears. 

**  *  For  sinners,  Lord,  Thou  cam'st  to  bleed, 
And  I*m  a  sinner  vile  indeed ; 
Lord,  I  bdlieye  Thj  grace  is  free^ 
O  magnify  that  grace  in  me.* " 
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THE  RED  COBD  IN  THE  WINDOW. 

"  And  she  boand  the  scarlet  line  in  the  window.**— t/MAtMi  ii.  21. 

IF  you  haye  any  idea  that  I  have  ohosen  this  text  because 
it  is  odd,  you  do  not  know  me  nor  the  errand  on  which 
I  come.  Eternity  is  too  near,  and  life  too  short,  for  men  to 
take  texts  merely  because  they  are  peculiar.  I  take  this 
because  it  is  full  of  the  old  Gospel. 

There  is  a  yery  sick  and  sad  house  in  the  city  of  Jericho. 
What  is  the  matter?  Is  it  poyerty?  No.  Worse  than 
that.  Is  it  leprosy  ?  No.  Worse  than  that.  Is  it  death  ? 
No.  Worse  than  that.  A  daughter  has  forsaken  her  home. 
By  what  infernal  plot  she  was  induced  to  leaye  I  know  not ; 
but  they  look  in  yain  for  her  return.  Sometimes  they  hear 
a  footstep  yery  much  like  hers,  and  they  start  up,  and  say ; 
**  She  comes ! "  but  only  to  sink  back  again  into  disappoint- 
ment. Alas !  Alas !  The  father  sits  by  the  houTy  with  his 
face  in  his  hands,  saying  not  one  word.  The  mother's 
hair  is  becoming  grey  too  fast,  and  she  begins  to  stoop  so 
that  those  who  saw  her  only  a  little  while  ago  in  the  street 
know  her  not  now  as  she  passes.  The  brothers  clench  their 
fists,  swearing  yengeance  against  the  despoiler  of  their  home. 
Alas !  will  the  poor  soul  neyer  come  back  ?  There  is  a  long, 
deep  shadow  oyer  all  the  household.  Added  to  this  there  is 
an  inyading  army  six  miles  away,  just  oyer  the  river,  coming 
on  to  destroy  the  city ;  and  what  with  the  loss  of  their  child, 
and  the  ooming  on  of  that  destructiye  army,  I  think  the  old 
people  wished  that  they  could  die.  That  is  the  first  scene  in 
this  drama  of  the  Bible. 

In  a  house  on  the  wall  of  the  city  is  that  daughter.  That 
is  her  home  now.  Two  spies  haye  come  from  the  inyading 
army  to  look  around  through  Jericho,  and  see  how  best  it 
may  be  taken.  Yonder  is  the  lost  child,  in  that  dwelling  on 
the  wall  of  the  dty.    The  police  hear  of  it,  and  soon  there 
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is  the  sbuffling  of  feet  all  around  about  tlie  door,  and  the 
citj  goTemment  demands  the  snrrender  of  those  two  spies. 
First,  Bahab — ^for  that  was  the  name  of  the  lost  child- 
first,  B&hab  secretes  the  two  spies,  and  gets  their  porsners 
off  the  track ;  but  after  awhile  she  says  to  them:  ''I  will 
make  a  bargain  with  yon.  I  will  save  yoor  life  if  you  will 
save  my  life,  and  the  life  of  my  father  and  my  mother,  and 
my  brothers,  and  my  sisters,  when  the  Tictorious  army  comes 
upon  the  city."  O,  she  had  not  forgotten  her  home  yet,  you 
see.  The  wanderer  neyer  forgets  home.  Her  heart  breaks 
now  as  she  thinks  of  how  she  has  maltreated  her  parents, 
and  she  wishes  she  were  back  with  them  again,  and  she 
wishes  she  could  get  away  from  her  sinful  enthralment; 
and  sometimes  she  looks  up  in  the  face  of  the  midnight^ 

BXTBSTINO  INTO   AQONIZINa  TKABS. 

No  sooner  haye  these  two  spies  promised  to  save  her  Iite» 
and  the  life  of  her  father,  and  mother,  and  brothers,  and 
sisters,  thau  Eahab  takes  a  scarlet  cord  and  ties  it  around 
the  bud  J  of  one  of  the  spies,  brings  him  to  the  window,  and 
as  he  clambers  out — ^nervous  lest  she  have  not  strength  to 
hold  him — with  muscular  arms  such  as  woman  seldom  has, 
she  lets   him  down,  hand  oyer  hand,  in    safety  to    the 
ground.     Not  being  exhausted,  she  ties  the  cord  around 
the  other   spy,  brings  him  to  the  window,   and  jast  as 
successfully  lets  him  down  to  the  ground.    No  sooner  haye 
these  men  untied  the  scarlet  cord  from  their  bodies  than 
they  look  up,  and  they  say :  **  You  had  better  get  all  your 
friends  in    this    house — your    father,  your    mother,   yoor 
brothers,  and  your  sister;  you  had  better  get  them  in  this 
house.    And  then,  after  you  haye  thorn  here,  take  this  red 
cord  which  you  haye  put  around  our  bodies,  and  tie  it  across 
the  window ;  and  when  our  yictorious  army  comes  up,  and 
see  that  scarlet  thread  in  the  window,  they  will  spare  this 
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hoase  and  all  who  are  in  it.  Shall  it  be  soi"  cried 
the  spies.  *'Aje,  aje/'  said  Bahab,  from  the  window,  **  it 
shall  be  so.''  That  is  the  second  scene  in  this  Bible 
drama. 

There  is  a  hnock  at  the  door  of  the  old  man.  He  looks 
up  and  says :  **  Come  in/'  and  lo !  there  is  Bahab,  the  lost 
child ;  but  she  has  no  time  to  talk.  They  gather  in  excite- 
ment aroxmd  her,  and  she  says  to  them:  ''Get  ready 
quickly,  and  go  with  me  to  my  house.  The  army  is  coming  ! 
The  trumpet!  Make  haste!  Fly!  The  enemy!''  That  is 
the  third  scene  in  this  Bible  drama. 

The  hosts  of  Israel  are  all  around  about  the  doomed 
city  of  Jericho.  Crash!  goes  the  great  metropolis,  heaps 
on  heaps.  The  air  suffocating  with  the  dust,  and  horrible 
with  the  screams  of  a  dying  <»ty.  All  the  houses  flat 
down.  All  the  people  dead.  Ah  no,  no.  On  a  crag  of 
the  wall — ^the  only  piece  of  the  wall  left  standing — there 
is  a  house  which  we  must  enter.  There  is  a  family  there 
that  have  been  spared.  Who  are  theyP  Let  us  go  in 
and  see.  Bahab,  her  father,  her  mother,  her  brothers, 
her  sisters  all  safe,  and  the  only  house  left  standing  in  all 
the  dty.  What  saved  them  ?  Was  the  house  more  firmly 
built  P  O  no ;  it  was  built  in  the  most  perilous  place — on 
the  wall ;  and  the  wall  was  the  first  thing  that  felL  Was 
it  because  her  character  was  any  better  than  any  of  the 
other  population  of  the  city?  O  no.  Why  then  was  she 
spared,  and  all  her  household?  Can  you  tell  me  why? 
O,  it  was  the  scarlet  line  in  the  window.  That  is  the  fourth 
scene  in  this  Bible  drama. 

When  the  destroying  angel  went  through  Egypt  it  wa» 
the  blood  of  the  lamb  on  the  door-posts  that  sayed  the 
Israelites ;  and  now  that  vengeance  has  come  upon  Jericho 
it  is  the  same  colour  that  assures  the  safety  of  Bahab  and 
all  her  household.    My  friendsi 
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more  deadly  and  more  tiemeiidoiUy  to  OTerthiow  our  im- 
mortal interests.  Thej  will  trample  lu  down  and  croBh 
ns  out  for  eyer,  unless  there  be  some  skilful  mode  of  rescue 
open.  The  polioe  of  death  already  begin  to  elamonr  for 
our  surrender;  but,  blessed  be  Gk>d,  there  is  a  way  out 
It  is  through  the  window,  and  by  a  rope  so  saturated  with 
the  blood  of  the  cross  that  it  is  as  red  as  that  with  whidi 
the  spies  were  lowered;  and  if  once  our  souls  shall  be 
deliyered,  then,  the  scarlet  cord  stretched  across  the  window 
of  our  escape,  we  may  defy  all  bombardment^  earthly  and 
Satanic. 

In  the  first  place,  carrying  out  the  idea  of  my  tezt^wo 
must  stretch  this  scarlet  cord  aoroas  ike  window  of  our  reBCue, 
There  comes  a  time  when  a  man  is  surrounded.  Whal  ii 
that  in  the  front  door  of  his  soul  P  It  is  the  threateniDgs 
of  the  future.  What  is  that  in  the  bach  door  of  the  soul? 
It  is  the  sins  of  the  past.  He  cannot  get  out  of  either  of 
those  door- ways.  If  he  attempts  it  he  will  be  cut  to  pieces. 
"What  shall  he  do  ?  Escape  through  the  window  of  €h)d*i 
mercy.  That  sunshine  has  been  pouring  in  for  many  a  daf. 
God*s  inyiting  mercy.  God's  pardoning  meroj.  G-od*s  all- 
conquering  mercy.  G^d's  eyerlasting  mercy.  But  you  bbij, 
the  window  is  so  high.  Ah,  there  is  a  rope,  the  yery  ohB 
with  which  the  cross  and  its  yictim  were  lifted.  That  wai 
strong  enough  to  hold  Christ,  and  it  is  strong  enough  to  hold 
jou.  Bear  aQ  your  weight  upon  it,  all  your  hopes  for  this 
life,  all  your  hopes  for  the  life  that  is  to  come.  Escape  now 
through  the  window.  **  But,"  you  say,  **  that  cord  is  too 
small  to  saye  me ;  that  salyation  will  neyer  do  at  all  for  such 
a  sinner  as  I  haye  been."  I  suppose  that  the  rope  with  which 
Bahab  let  the  two  spies  to  the  ground  was  not  thick  enough ; 
but  they  took  that  or  nothing.  And,  my  dear  brother,  that 
is  your  altematiye.    There  is  only  one  scarlet  line  that  cab 
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save  you.  There  bare  been  hundreds  and  thonsandB  who 
haye  been  borne  away  in  safety  by  that  scarlet  linoi  and  it 
will  bear  you  away  in  safety.  Do  you  notice  what  a  yery 
narrow  escape  those  spies  had  ?  I  suppose  they  came  with 
flustered  cheek  and  with  excited  heart.  They  had  a  very 
narrow  escape.  They  went  in  the  broad  door  of  sin ;  but 
how  did  they  come  out?  They  came  out  of  the  window. 
They  went  up  by  the  stairs  of  stone ;  they  came  down  on  a 
slender  thread.  And  so,  my  friends,  we  go  easily  and  una- 
bashedly into  sin,  and  all  the  doors  are  open ;  but  if  we  get 
out  at  all  it  will  be  by  being  let  down  oyer  precipices, 
wriggling  and  helplessy  the  strong  grip  aboye  keeping  us 
from  being  dashed  on  the  rocks  beneath.  It  is  easy  to  get 
into  sin,  young  man.    It  is  not  so  easy  to  get  out  of  it. 

A  young  man,  to-night,  goes  to  the  marble  counter  of  the 
bar-room  of  the  Fifth  Ayenue  Hotel.  He  asks  for  a  brandy 
smash — called  so,  I  suppose,  because  it  smashes  the  man  that 
takes  it.  There  is  no  intoxication  in  it.  As  the  young  man 
receiyes  it  he  does  not  seem  to  be  at  all  excited.  It  does 
not  giye  any  glossiness  to  the  eye.  He  walks  home  in  beau- 
tiful apparel,  and  all  his  prospects  are  brilliant.  That  drink 
is  not  going  to  destroy  him, 

BUT  IT  IS  THE   FIB8T  8TBP 

on  a  bad  road.  Years  haye  passed  on,  and  I  see  that  young 
man  after  he  has  gone  the  whole  length  of  dissipation.  It 
is  midnight,  and  he  is  in  a  hotel — ^perhaps  the  yery  one  where 
he  took  the  first  drink.  He  is  in  the  fourth  story,  and  the 
delirium  is  on  him.  He  rises  from  the  bed  and  comes  to  the 
window,  and  it  is  easily  lifted;  so  he  lifts  it.  Then  he  pushes 
back  the  blinds  and  puts  his  foot  on  the  window  sill.  Then 
he  giyes  one  spring,  and  the  watchman  finds  his  dbfigured 
body,  unrecognizable,  on  the  payement.  O,  if  he  had  only 
waited  a  little— if  he  had  come  down  on  the  scarlet  ladder 

B  H 
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that  Jesus  holds  from  the  wall  for  him,  and  for  you,  and  for 
me ;  but  no,  he  made  one  jump,  and  was  gone.  A  minister 
of  Christ  was  not  long  ago  dismissed  from  his  diocese  for 
intoxication,  and  in  a  public  meeting  at  the  West  he  gaye 
this  account  of  his  sorrow.  He  said :  **  I  had  a  beautiful 
home  once :  but  strong  drink  shattered  it.  I  had  beautifal 
children ;  but  this  fiend  of  rum  took  their  dimpled  hands 
in  his  and  led  them  to  the  grave.  I  had  a  wife — to 
know  her  was  to  love  her;  but  she  sits  in  wretchedness 
to-night  while  I  wander  over  the  earth.  I  had  a  mother, 
and  the  pride  of  her  life  was  me;  but  the  thunderbolt 
struck  her.  I  now  have  scarcely  a  friend  in  the  world. 
Taste  of  the  bitter  cup  I  hare  tasted,  atnd  then  answer  me 
as  to  whether  I  have  any  hatred  for  the  agency  of  my  ruin. 
Hate  it !  I  hate  the  whole  damning  traffic.  I  would  to 
God  to-night  that  every  distillery  was  in  flames,  for  then 
in  the  glowing  sky  I  would  write  in  the  smoke  of  the  rain : 
'Woe  to  him  that  putteth  the  bottle  to  his  neighbour's 
lips !'"  That  minister  of  the  Gospel  went  in  through  the 
broad  door  of  temptation ;  he  came  out  of  the  window. 
And  when  I  see  the  temptations  that  are  about  us,  and 
when  I  know  the  proclivity  to  sin  in  every  man's  heart,  I 
see  that  if  any  of  us  escape  it  will  be  a  very  narrow  escape. 
O,  if  we  have,  my  friends,  got  off  from  our  sin,  let  us  tie 
the  scarlet  thread  by  which  we  have  been  saved  across 
the  window.  Let  us  do  it  in  praise  of  Him  whose  blood 
djed  it  that  colour.  Let  it  be  in  announcement  of  the  fact 
that  we  shall  no  more  be  fatally  assaulted.  *'  There  is  now 
no  condemnation  to  them  that  are  in  Christ  Jesus."  Then 
let  all  the  forces  of  this  world  come  up  in  cavalry  charge^ 
and  let  spirits  of  darkness  come  on  an  infernal  storming 
party  attempting  to  take  our  soul,  this  rope  twisted  from 
these  words,  "  The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  cleanseth  from  all 
sin,"  will  hurl  them  back  defeated  for  ever* 
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Still  fortlier :  we  must  take  this  red  cord  of  the  text  and 
stretch  it  across  the  window  of  owr  households.  When  the 
Israelitish  army  came  up  against  Jericho,  they  said :  "  What 
is  that  in  the  window  P  "     Some  one  said : 

''that  is  a  soablbt  linb.'' 

**  O/'  said  some  one  else,  **  that  must  be  the  house  that  was 
to  be  spared.  Don't  touch  it."  That  line  was  thick  enough, 
and  long  enough,  and  conspicuous  enough  to  save  Eahab, 
her  father,  her  mother,  her  brothers,  and  her  sisters — ^the 
entire  family.  Have  our  households  as  good  protection? 
You  haye  bolts  on  the  front  door  and  on  the  back,  and  fasten- 
ings to  the  window,  and  perhaps  burglar  alarms,  and  per- 
haps  an  especial  watchman  blowing  his  whistle  at  midnight 
before  your  dwelling;  but  all  that  cannot  protect  your 
household.  Is  there  on  our  houses  the  sign  of  a  Sa^viour's 
sacrifice  and  mercy  P  Is  there  a  scarlet  line  in  the  window  P 
Haye  your  children  been  consecrated  to  Christ  P  Have  you 
been  washed  in  the  blood  of  the  atonement  P  In  what  room 
do  you  have  family  prayers  P  Show  me  where  it  is  you  are 
accustomed  to  kneel.  The  sky  is  black  with  the  coming 
deluge.  Is  your  family  inside  or  outside  of  the  ark  P  Is  it 
a  sad  thing  for  a  man  to  reject  Christ ;  but  to  lie  down  in 
the  night  of  sin,  across  the  path  to  heaven,  so  that  his 
family  come  up  and  trip  over  him  into  an  infinity  of  horrors 
— ^that  is  the  longest,  the  deepest,  the  mightiest.  It  is  a  sad 
thing  for  a  mother  to  reject  Christ;  but  to  gather  her 
family  around  her,  and  then  take  them  by  the  hand  and  lead 
them  out  into  paths  of  worldliness,  away  from  Ghod  and 
heaven — O,  it  will  take  all  the  dirges  of  earth  and  hell  to 
weep  out  that  agony.  I  suppose  there  are  in  this  church 
to-night  families  represented  where  there  has  not  been  an 
audible  prayer  offered  for  ten  years.  There  may  be  gera- 
nium and  cactus  in  the  window,  and  upholstery  hovering 
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oyer  it,  and  childish  faces  looldiig  out  of  it ;  but  there  is  no 
scarlet  thread  stretched  across  it.  Although  that  house 
may  seem  to  be  on  the  finest  street  in  all  the  citj,  it  is  really 
on  the  edge  of  a  marsh  across  which  sweep  most  poisonous 
malarias,  and  it  has  a  sandy  foundation,  and  its  splendour 
will  come  down,  and  great  will  be  the  fall  of  it.  A 
home  without  God!  A  prayerless  father!  An  mndeyout 
mother !  Awf al !  awful  I  Is  that  you  P  Will  you  keep  on, 
my  brother,  on  the  wrong  road,  and  take  your  loved  ones 
with  you?  May  God  arrest  you  before  you  complete  the 
ruin  of  those  whom  you  ought  to  save.  You  see  I  talk 
plainly  to  you,  just  as  I  would  haye  you  talk  phdnly  to  me. 
Time  is  so  short  that  we  cannot  waste  any  of  it  on  apologies, 
or  indirections,  or  circumlocutions.  You  owe  to  your  child- 
reui  O  father,  O  mother,  more  than  food,  more  than  clothing, 
more  than  shelter — ^you  owe  them  the  example  of  a  prayer- 
ful, consecrated,  pronounced,  out-and-out  Christian  life.  Yon 
cannot  afford  to  keep  it  away  from  them. 

Now,  as  I  stand  here,  you  do  not  see  any  hands  outstretched 
towards  me,  and  yet  there  are  hands  on  my  brow  and  hands 
on  both  my  shoulders.  They  are  hands  of  parental  benedic- 
tion. It  is  quite  a  good  many  years  ago  now  since  we  folded 
those  hands  as  they  began  the  last  sleep  on  the  banks  of  the 
Baritan,  in  the  village  cemetery;  but  those  hands  are 
stretched  out  towards  me  to-night,  and  they  are  just  as  warm 
and  they  are  just  as  gentle  as  when  I  sat  at  their  knee  at  five 
years  of  age.  And  I  shall  never  shake  off  those  hands.  I 
do  not  want  to.  They  have  helped  me  so  much  a  thousand 
times  already,  and  I  do  not  expect  to  have  a  trouble  or  a 
trial  between  this  and  my  grave  where  those  hands  will  no^ 
help  me. 

IT  WAS  NOT  ▲  VBBT  SPLENDID  HOMBy 

i9  the  world  calla  it;  but  we  had  a  family  Bible  there,  well 
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worn  by  tender  perusal ;  and  there  was  a  family  altar  there, 
where  we  knelt  momiDg  and  night ;  and  there  was  a  holy 
Sabbath  there ;  and  stretched  in  a  straight  line  or  hung  in 
loops  or  festoons,  there  was  a  scarlet  line  in  the  window.  O 
the  tender,  precious,  blessed  memory  of  a  Christian  home  I 
Is  that  the  impression  you  are  making  upon  your  children? 
When  you  are  dead — and  it  will  not  be  long  before  you  are — 
when  you  are  dead,  will  your  child  say :  **  If  there  ever  was 
a  good  Ohristian  father,  mine  was  one.  If  there  ever  was  a 
good  Ohristian  mother,  mine  was  one  P"  Will  they  say  that 
after  you  are  dead  P  Standing  some  Sabbath  night  in  church 
preaching  the  glorious  Gospel,  as  I  am  trying  to  do,  will 
they  tell  the  people  in  that  day  how  there  are  hands  of  bene- 
diction on  their  brow  and  hands  of  parental  benediction  on 
both  their  shoulders  P 

Still  further :  we  want  this  scarlet  line  of  the  text  drawn 
across  the  window  of  owr  prospects,  I  see  Bahab,  and  her 
father,  and  her  mother,  and  her  brothers,  and  sisters  look- 
lug  out  over  Jericho,  the  city  of  palm-trees,  and  across  the 
river,  and  oyer  at  the  army  invading,  and  then  up  to  the 
mountains  and  the  sky.  Mind  you,  this  house  was  on  the 
wall,  and  I  suppose  the  prospect  from  the  window  must 
have  been  very  wide.  Besides  that,  I  do  Hot  think  that  the 
scarlet  line  at  all  interfered  with  the  view  of  the  landsca.pe. 
The  assurance  it  gave  of  safety  must  have  added  to  the 
beauty  of  the  country.  To-night,  my  friends,  we  stand  or 
sit  in  the  window  of  earthly  prospects,  and  we  look  oft 
towards  the  hills  of  heaven  and  the  landscape  of  eternal 
beauty.  God  has  opened  the  window  for  us,  and  we  look 
out;  but  how  if  we  do  not  get  there P  If  we  never  get 
there,  better  never  to  have  had  even  this  faint  glimpse  of 
it.  We  now  only  get  a  dim  outline  of  the  inhabitants. 
We  now  only  here  and  there  catch  a  note  of  the  exquisitp 
harmony. 
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Bat  blessed  be  Ood  for  fhis  ioarlet  line  in  tbe  window. 
That  tells  me  that  the  blood  of  Christ  bought  that  home  for 
my  soal,  and  I  shall  go  there  when  my  work  is  done  here. 
And  as  I  pnt  my  hand  on  that  scarlet  line,  ererything  in  the 
future  brightens.  My  eyesight  gets  better,  and  the  robes 
of  the  Tictors  are  more  lustrous,  and  our  loved  ones  who 
went  away  some  time  ago — ^they  do  not  stand  any  more 
with  their  backs  to  us,  but  their  faces  are  this  way  and  their 
voice  drops  through  this  Sabbath  air,  saying  with  all  tender- 
ness and  sweetness :  **  Come !  Come !  Come !  **  And  the 
child  that  you  think  of  only  as  buried — ^why,  there  she  is, 
and  it  is  May-day  in  heaven ;  and  they  gather  the  amaranth, 
and  they  pluck  the  lilies,  and  they  tmst  them  into  a  garland 
for  her  brow,  and  she  is  one  of  the  May  queens  of  heaTen. 

0  do  you  think  they  could  see  our  waving  to-night?  It  is 
quite  a  pleasant  night  outdoors,  pretty  dear,  not  many 
clouds  in  the  sky,  quite  starlight. 

I  WONDEB   IF   THET   CAN    SEB  US 

from  that  good  land  ?  I  think  they  can.  If  from  this  win- 
dow of  earthly  prospects  we  can  almost  see  them,  then  from 
their  towers  of  light  I  think  they  can  folly  see  us.    And  so 

1  wave  them  the  glory,  and  I  wave  them  the  joy,  and  I  say: 
*'  Have  you  got  through  with  all  your  troubles  ?  "  and  their 
voices  answer:  ''God  hath  wiped  away  all  tears  from  our 
eyes."  I  say, ''  is  it  as  grand  up  there  as  you  thought  it 
would  be  P  "  and  the  voices  answer :  **  Eye  hath  not  seen  nor 
ear  heard,  neither  hath  it  entered  into  the  heart  of  man,  the 
things  which  God  hath  prepared  for  those  that  love  Him." 
I  say:  ''Do  you  have  any  more  struggle  for  bread?"  and 
they  answer :  "  We  hunger  no  more,  we  thirst  no  more." 
And  I  say:  "Have  you  been  out  to  the  cemetery  of  the 
golden  city  ?  "  and  they  answer :  "  There  is  no  death  here." 
and  I  look  out  \ihxoug\i  the  night  heavens,  and  I  say: 
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**  Where  do  you  get  yonr  light  from,  and  what  do  you  bum 
in  the  temple  P  "  and  they  answer :  ''  There  is  no  night  here^ 
and  we  have  no  need  of  candle  or  of  star."  And  I  say : 
"  What  book  do  you  sing  out  of  ?  "  and  they  answer :  "  The 
Hallelujah  Chorus."  And  I  say:  ''In  the  splendour  and 
magnificence  of  the  city,  don't  you  ever  get  lost  P  "  and  they 
uiswer :  **  The  Lamb  which  is  in  the  midst  of  the  throne 
ieadeth  us  to  living  fountains  of  water."  O  how  near  it 
seems  to-night.  Their  wings — do  you  not  feel  them  P  Their 
harps — do  you  not  hear  them  P  And  all  that  through  the 
window  of  our  earthly  prospects,  across  which  stretcheth  the 
scarlet  line. 

Be  that  my  choice  colour  for  ever.  Is  it  too  glaring  for 
you  P  Do  you  like  the  blue  because  it  reminds  you  of  the 
sky,  or  the  green  because  it  makes  you  think  of  the  foliage, 
or  the  black  because  it  has  in  it  the  shadows  of  the 
night  ?  I  take  the  scarlet  because  it  shall  make  me  think 
of  the  price  that  was  paid  for  my  soul.  O  the  blood  I 
the  blood  1  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  of  God  that  taketh  away 
the  sin  of  the  world.  Through  it  we  escape  sin.  Through 
it  we  reach  heaven.  Will  you  let  it  atone  for  you  P  Believe 
in  it  and  you  will  live.  Refuse  it  and  you  die.  Will  you 
accept  it,  or  will  you  puU  over  on  you  the  eternal  calamity  of 
rejecting  it  P 

I  see  where  you  are.  You  are  at  the  cross  roads  to-night. 
The  next  step  decides  everything.  Pause  before  you  take  it ; 
but  do  not  pause  too  long  lest  the  wind  of  God's  justice  slam 
shut  the  door  that  has  been  standing  open  so  long.  I  hear 
the  thunder  of  God's  artillery.  I  hear  the  blast  of  the 
trumpet  that  wakes  the  dead.  Look  out!  Look  out  f  For  in 
that  day,  and  in  our  closing  moment  on  earth,  better  than 
any  other  defence  or  barricade,  however  high  or  broad  or 
stupendous,  will  be  one  little,  thin,  scarlet  thread  in  th^ 
window. 
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UNIVERSALISM  VERSUS  THE  BIBLE. 

**  Woe  to  those  who  sew  pillowi  to  the  annholes."— .fiSs^ifc.  xiii  18. 

TELE  Chaldeans  were  to  capture  Jerusaleiii.  G-od  said  so. 
False  prophetesses  denied  it^  and  to  quell  the  anxieties 
of  the  people  employed  a  significant  symbol  by  sewing  little 
pillows  under  the  arms,  as  much  as  to  say :  **  Whenever  you 
feel  these  soft  pads  at  the  armsleeye,  bethink  yoarselves  ail 
shall  be  easy  and  well.'*  But  alas  for  the  delusion !  Not- 
withstanding all  the  smoothness  of  the  prophecy,  Jerusalem 
went  down  in  darkness,  and  fire,  and  blood. 

It  is  not  more  certain  that  you  are  here  this  morning,  not 
more  certain  that  that  is  a  window,  not  more  certain  that 
that  is  a  ceiling,  not  more  certain  that  that  is  a  chair,  not 
more  certain  that  that  is  a  carpet,  than  it  is  certain  that 
G-od  has  declared  destruction  to  the  finally  impenitent. 
Universalism  comes  out  and  tries  to  quell  this  fear,  and 
wants  to  sew  two  pillows  under  my  armsleeves,  and  wants 
to  sew  two  pillows  under  your  armsleeyes.  It  shall  not  do 
it.  God  helping  me,  I  shall,  this  morning,  put  before  my 
own  soul  and  yours  the  absorbing  facts,  and  I  shall  try  to 
snatch  their  pillow  of  false  peace  from  under  the  arms  of  my 
auditors,  and  show  you  what  the  perils  are,  that  you  may 
one  and  all  escape  them.  Suppose  there  were  some  real 
danger  ahead,  and  a  man  comes  into  your  house,  and  says : 
**  There  is  no  peril ;  be  at  peace ! "  and  another  neighbour 
comes  in,  and  says :  ''  There  is  a  peril,  and  I  know  how  you 
can  escape  it,  and  I  come  to  tell  you ; "  which  is  the  best 
friend  and  the  best  neighbour  P  Why,  the  latter,  of  course, 
and  I  want  to  act  his  part  to-day. 

There  are  two  branches  of  Universalism :  one  made  of  the 
Bestorationists,  who,  while  they  admit  there  may  be  some 
punishment  in  the  future  world,  say  it  will  come  to  an  end, 
and  the  soul,  through  a  process  of  ref  ormation,  will  come  up 
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at  last  into  light,  and  joj,  and  peace,  and  yictorj ;  but  tlie 
yast  majority  of  the  Universalista  that  I  have  met  in  the 
world  believe  that  there  is  no  future  punishment  at  aU,  and 
that,  whatever  may  have  been  our  character  in  this  world, 
the  moment  we  step  across  the  line  into  the  future  world  we 
are  completely  happy !  People  need  not  tell  me  that  is  not 
Universalism.  I  take  it  not  from  books ;  I  take  it  from  my 
own  observation  and  my  frequent  converse  with  men  who 
have  adopted  such  theories.  However,  all  Universalists 
agree  in  saying  that  the  human  race  will  all  eventually  be 
happy. 

I  shall,  this  morning,  show  you  that  TJniversalismy  under 
any  shape,  is  unscriptural,  unreasonable, 

DESTBUCTIVE   OF   GOOD   MOBALS, 

withering  to  all  earnestness  in  soul-saving,  and  the  means 
of  eternal  catastrophe  to  a  great  many.  You  say:  **  Do  you 
think  to  impose  upon  us,  this  morning,  by  bringing  out  that 
old  obsolete  book,  the  Bible — ^a  book  fit  only  for  grand- 
mothers in  their  second  childhood — and  propose  to  prove 
anything  by  that  P  "  I  respond  by  saying  it  is  most  reason- 
able to  expect  that  God  would  give  this  race  some  kind  of 
a  revelation.  Well,  if  God  has  given  a  revelation,  which  is 
it  ?  I  can  now  think  of  only  five  books  that  pretend  to  be 
Divine  revelations :  the  Koran,  the  Shaster,  the  Zend-Avesta, 
the  Confucius  writings,  and  the  Bible.  Which  of  those  five 
books  do  you  prefer  to  believe  a  Divine  revelation  P  The 
vast  majority  of  the  people  in  the  audience  say :  ''Give  us 
the  Bible.  We  take  that."  Will  you  stand  by  it  through 
all  this  argument  of  the  morning  P  **  Yes,"  you  say.  So 
will  I  stand  by  it.  Having  made  up  our  minds  that  this  is 
the  Binding  Statute  in  the  case,  now  I  solemnly  empanel 
all  this  audience  as  a  jmy  for  the  trial,  and  I  shall  proceed 
to  open  the  cause  and  to  call  the  witnesses* 
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To  proTe  that  there  U  such  a  thing  as  fatoie  punishmdntf 
I  first  call  up  Diyes  the  lost.  Let  him  be  Bwom.  He  was  a 
man  of  great  inflaence  in  the  world*  There  ia  no  reason 
whj  he  shoold  falsify.  Question:  ''DiyeSy  is  there  a  per- 
dition  P  '*  Answer:  ^  Yes,  I  hare  jost  come  from  it.  It  is 
torment.  I  can't  get  anything  there  to  oool  my  tongne.  I 
want  a  drop  of  water,  bat  I  can*t  get  it.  l>o  send  word 
to  my  fire  brothers,  that  they  come  not  into  saffering." 
Uniyersalism  tries  to  impeach  this  witness  by  saying  it  is  all 
allegory.  Lazarus  the  sared  ia  the  Gentile  converted,  and 
Diyes,  who  lifted  up  his  eyes  in  hell,  being  in  torment,  is  the 
Jew  whose  spiritual  priyileges  were  cut  off  in  this  world !  If 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  were  going  to  make  an  allegory  He 
would  not  make  one  so  imbedle  as  that.  I  do  not  wonder 
that  Uniyersalists  have  wrenched  that  passage  until  they  got 
red  in  the  face,  to  make  it  mean  something  else ;  but  in  all 
ages  of  the  past,  and  in  all  ages  of  the  future,  the  common- 
sense  reading  of  that  Scripture  is  that  Lazarus  went  to  hea- 
yen  and  Dives  went  to  hell,  and  there  was  a  gulf  fixed 
between  them  that  they  could  never  cross  over. 

The  next  witness  I  call  in  the  case  is  an  old  bent-over  man. 
It  is  Paul  the  Apostle.  Qvsaiioni  **  Paul,  is  there  a  perdi- 
tion?" Answer:  ''Inflaming  fire  taking  vengeance  upon 
those  who  know  not  God." 

The  next  witness  is  a  grey-bearded  man,  dothed  in  rongli 
hair  cloth.  It  is  Isaiah  the  prophet.  Question :  **  Isaiah,  is 
there  such  a  place  as  perdition  ?"  Answer :  ''  Their  worm 
dieth  not,  and  their  fixe  is  not  quenched."  The  next  witness 
looks  as  though  he  may  have  been  very  ruddy  and  beautiful 
once,  but  he  has  lost  his  beauty  and  ruddiness  through  much 
family  trouble.  It  is  David — ^David  the  psalmist.  Question: 
"David,  is  there  any  perdition?"  Answer:  "The  wicked 
shall  be  turned  into  hell,  and  all  the  nations  that  forget 
God." 
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The  next  witness  is  a  Terj  mild  and  lorable  man.  It 
is  John  the  inspired*  Qtiestion :  ''  John,  is  there  any  such 
place  as  perdition?"  Answer:  ''They  shall  drink  of  the 
wine  of  the  wrath  of  Almighty  God,  poured  without  mixture 
in  the  cup  of  His  indignation."  And  he  stops  a  moment  to 
take  breathy  and  then  he  says :  ''  They  shall  be  tormented 
in  fire  and  brimstone  in  the  presence  of  the  angels/'  And 
he  stops  again  to  take  breath,  and  then  says :  **  The  smoke 
of  their  torment  ascendeth  up  for  ever  and  ever." 

BUT  THB  MOST  IMPOBTANT  WITKBSS 

is  to  come.  He  comes  with  feet  blistered  by  the  long  way^ 
with  sickly  looks  from  sleeplessness  and  exposure.  It  is  the 
Son  of  God,  He  before  whom  we  bow  down  ourselyesi  not 
worthy  eyen  to  kiss  His  feet,  and  we  say  in  all  reverence : 
''O  Jesus,  is  there  a  perdition?"  And  He  answers:  ''At 
the  end  of  the  world  the  Son  of  Man  shall  send  forth  His 
angels,  and  they  shall  gather  out  of  His  Kingdom  all  things 
that  offend,  and  shall  cast  them  into  a  furnace  of  fire ;  there 
shall  be  wailing  and  gnashing  of  teeth."  And  after  stopping 
a  moment  He  says :  ''  The  children  of  the  kingdom  shall  be 
cast  out  into  utter  darkness.  Q?here  shall  be  weeping  and 
gnashing  of  teeth."  Then  He  stops  a  moment,  and  He  re- 
sumes :  "  Depart  from  Me,  ye  cursed,  into  everlasting  fire, 
prepared  for  the  devil  and  his  angels." 

'<  Enough !  "  you  say.  ''  Isaiah,  and  David,  and  Paul,  and 
John,  and  Christ,  are  enough."  But  I  will  not  stop  here. 
I  bring  you  documentary  evidence  in  the  parable  of  the 
tares,  already  referred  to  in  Christ's  testimony.  You 
remember  in  the  parable  of  the  tares  that  some  people  were 
thrown  into  a  furnace  of  fire,  while  it  says  the  righteous 
shine  forth  as  the  sun  in  the  kingdom  of  their  Father.  Do 
you  know  how  the  XJniversalists  have  squeezed  and  distorted 
that  passage  ?    They  have  done  so  untAi  XtYi*^*^  \^^^  m^^^  H}&& 
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furaaoe  to  be  Jenualem,  and  tliose  wlio  we  to  ahine  fortli 
as  the  ■nn  in  their  Fatlier's  kingdom  are  the  Jewa  wlio  did 
not  happen  to  get  killed  in  the  eailhlj  wan — an  interpreta- 
tion that  would  throw  anj  andience  into  oonTnlsiona  of 
laughter  if  the  awfnlness  of  the  theme  did  not  forbid  merri- 
ment. 

y<m  said  yon  would  take  the  Bible  for  the  standard  of 
this  triaL  Gkntlemen  of  the  jurj,  now  I  hold  you  to  your 
word,  and  I  demand  that  you  admit  the -awful  truth  that 
there  is  a  future  punishment.  ''But,"  say  the  Bestora- 
tionists,  **  we  admit  there  is  a  future  punishment^  but  it 
comes  to  on  end."  My  good  friends,  when  will  it  come  to 
an  end  P  I  think  we  shall  have  to  call  back  some  of  the 
witnesses  we  have  sworn  in  this  case.  **  John,  the  inspired, 
what  is  the  duration  of  that  punishment  P  *'  He  answers : 
**  The  smoke  of  their  torment  ascendeth  up  for  ever  and 
ever"  How  long  is  that  P  I  call  up  Isaiah  again.  **  Isaiah, 
how  long  does  this  punishment  last  p  '*  "  Their  worm  dieHh 
notf  their  fire  %$  not  quenched.**  I  call  up  Paul  ag^in.  He 
says :  **  They  shall  be  punished  with  everlasHng  destruction 
in  the  presence  of  the  Lord."  I  ask  reverently,  again,  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ  how  long  this  punishment  lasts,  and  He 
replies :  **  These  shall  go  away  into  everlasting  punishment." 
And  He  says  again:  '' Depart,  ye  cursed,  into  everlcuting 
fire."  I  leaye  it  to  your  common  sense  what  that  means, 
what  it  must  mean. 

''But,"  say  a  great  many,  ''you  ought  to  go  back  to  the 
Oreek,  and  find  out  that  that  word  everlasting  don't  mean 
what  you  have  been  representing  it  to  mean."  So  there 
are  persons  who  could  not  parse  a  Greek  sentence  to 

SAVE   THEMSELVES   FBOM  BBIKa  HAKGED, 

and  who  do  not  know  the  difference  between  Jcaj^pa  and 
^UoUf  who  talk  about  Greek.    I  reply,  if  there  nad  been  a 
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great  difference  between  the  original  and  onr  translation, 
€k)d  would  before  this  hare  given  it  to  ns  in  plain  Eaglisb, 
so  that  we  who  do  not  know  G-reek  conld  understand  it. 
Yon  cannot  make  me  belicTC  that  Gh>d  would  keep  the  truth 
as  to  our  eternal  destiny  covered  in  a  heap  of  Greek  roots. 
Do  you  want  to  be  learned?  Come  now  and  let  us  all  be 
learned  together,  and  go  back  and  read  that  passage: 
''These  shall  go  away  into  everlcwtifig  punishment,  but  the 
righteous  into  life  eternal"  The  same  Greek  word  in  one 
place  is  translated  **  everlasting  "  and  in  the  other  ''eternal; " 
and  if  you  bedwarf  the  word  "  everlasting/'  you  must  bedwarf 
the  word  "  etemaL"  If  you  dwindle  up  the  sufferings  of 
the  lost,  then  you  must  dwindle  up  the  rejoicings  of  the 
saved.  The  same  effort  which  would  break  a  chain  would 
snap  a  harp-string.  The  same  effort  that  would  uptear  a 
dungeon  would  pull  down  a  mansion.  The  same  effort  that 
would  stop  a  groan  would  choke  a  hallelujah.  "  These  shall 
go  away  into  everlasting  punishment,  but  the  righteous  into 
life  etemaV  If  in  the  one  case  the  sufferings  are  not  to  be 
eternal,  in  the  other  case  the  rejoicings  are  not  to  be  eternal. 
But  there  is  nothing  that  makes  me  so  tired  as  being  learned, 
and  so  I  come  back  from  the  Greek  to  the  plain  English 
translation,  good  enoug>  for  you  and  good  enough  for  me. 
This  Bible  says  that  a  man  who  commits  the  unpardonable 
sin  shall  be  forgiven  neither  in  this  world  nor  in  the  world 
to  come.  What  does  that  mean  ?  Where  is  your  restoration 
after  the  grave?  ''He  shall  be  forgiven  neither  in  this 
world  nor  in  the  world  to  come.''  You  Bestorationists,  put 
your  hand-screw  on  that.  Try  to  twist  that  around,  so  it 
shall  not  mean  what  Gk>d  here  makes  it  to  mean.  Shall 
neither  be  forgiven  in  this  world  nor  in  the  world  that  is  to 
oomel 

O,  my  friends,  either  throw  overboard  your  Bible  or  throw 
overboard  Universalism.    I  press  you  to  that  choice  to-day. 
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and  you  mtut  make  it.  The  whole  Bible  ia  against  XJiiifer« 
salism.  Esekiel  is  against  it.  Jeremiah  is  against  it.  Isaiali 
18  against  it.  David  is  against  it.  Matthew  ia  against  it. 
Mark  is  against  it.  Lnke  is  against  it.  John  is  against 
it.  Bomans  is  against  it.  Corinthians  is  against  it.  Thes- 
salonians  is  against  it.  Berelation  is  against  it.  Now,  I  do 
not  at  this  moment  say  that  the  Bible  is  inspired  or  even  a 
yirtnoos  book;  but  I  do  saj,  if  the  Bible  is  right,  then 
Uoiyersalism  is  wrong — awfnllj  wrong,  oatrageomslj  wrong, 
infinitely  wrong,  everlastingly  wrong. 

STILL   FTJBTHEB:    UmTSBS^LISM   IS   UVBSASONABLS. 

Here  is  a  railroad  map.  There  is  a  long  line  of  railroads 
reaching  from  New  York  to  California.  There  is  a  line  of 
railroads  reaching  from  New  York  to  Bolton.  There  is  a 
line  of  railroads  reaching  from  New  York  to  Philadelphia. 
They  will  come  out  at  the  same  place.  ''No/'  you  say, 
**  they  do  not."  You  tell  me  that  one  ends  in  Boston,  and 
the  other  in  Philadelphia,  and  the  other  in  San  Francisco. 
I  deny  it.  If  you  want  me  to  believe  that,  prove  it.  **  Well," 
you  say,  ''I  can  very  easily  prove  it.  One  railroad  goes 
north,  and  the  other  south,  and  the  other  goes  west."  ''  Oh," 
I  say,  ''  you  are  right.  I  admit  you  are  right.  I  yield  the 
position."  In  other  words,  you  argue  that  railroads  that  go 
in  opposite  directions  cannot  come  out  at  the  same  place* 
Now,  here  are  two  roads  for  the  soul's  travel.  The  one  is 
faith  in  Christ,  helpful  services  to  others,  a  struggle  for 
consecration,  and  doing  better  all  the  way  up.  That  is  one 
road.  Howard  went  that  road.  Wilberforce  went  that  road. 
Paul  went  that  road.  Ten  thousand .  times  ten  thousand 
went  that  road.  Here  is  the  other  road.  It  starts  with  the 
rejection  of  Jesus  Christ.  It  keeps  on  in  sin  and  in  rebellion 
against  God  all  the  way  through.  Eobespierre  went  on  that 
road.    Nero  went  on  that  road.    All  the  bad  people  that 
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have  ever  lived  and  died  have  gone  on  that  road,  and  the 
two  roads  being  in  opposite  directions,  they  must  come  out 
at  opposite  termini.  Nothing  but  moral  insanity  can  make 
you  think  any  differently.  By  inexorable  geometry,  by 
common  sense,  by  a  calculation  plainer  than  that  twice  three 
are  six,  you  come  to  the  conclusion  that  opposite  directions 
of  travel  must  bring  opposite  eternal  destinies. 

'^  But,"  say  the  Eestorationists,  ''  the  punishment  in  the 
lost  world,  which  we  admit,  is  reformatory,  and  the  souls 
that  go  there  will  gradually  struggle  up  into  thorough 
felicity."  Absurdity  infinite !  Two  Sabbaths  ago,  while  I 
stood  in  this  place,  talking,  among  other  things,  about  the 
outrages  of  the  Eaymond-street  Jail — outrages  which,  I 
have  been  informed  by  prominent  official  authority  in  this 
city,  I  did  not  more  than  half  state — at  that  very  moment 
there  was  a  girl  of  fifteen  years  in  that  Baymond-street  Jail 
imploring  that  she  might  be  in  a  cell  alone.  She  said: 
**  These  wretches  around  here  are  telling  me  filthy  stories  all 
the  time.  I  can't  stand  it  here.  I  want  to  be  alone."  She 
knew  what  every  one  knows,  that  bad  associations  are  not 
reformatory.  And  yet  you  try  to  make  me  believe  that  in 
that  world,  where  all  the  desperadoes  and  abandoned  have 
gone,  the  soul  is  going  to  get  better.  Will  the  thieves  make 
it  honest?  Will  the  libertines  make  it. pure?  Will  the 
blasphemers  make  it  holy  P 

THE   PEBDITION   OP   UNGODLY  MEN 

is  a  very  poor  reform  school.  By  inevitable  law  you  know 
that  bad  society  makes  people  worse,  and  that  Herod  on 
earth  was  mild  and  beautiful  compared  with  what  he  is  now, 
and  that  the  men  who  died  on  the  scaffold  for  their  crimes 
were  benefactors  and  philanthropists  compared  with  their 
present  character.  Worse,  and  getting  worse.  Bat  if  from 
that  world  they  struggle  out — have  any  ot  l\i<^\£^  %^\»  ^^a^» 
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jet  P — ^will  Bobespierre  be  in  heayen  in  time  to  welcome  the 
grandchildren  of  the  men  he  butchered?  Will  James  Fisk 
be  in  heayen  in  time  to  welcome  the  widows  and  orphans 
whose  property  he  swamped  in  a  Wall-street  panic?  0, 
what  a  delidoos,  sayorj  place  heayen  would  be  if  the  wretches 
who  went  down  into  their  grayes  unwashed  got  there*  You 
haye  a  child  in  heayen,  you  haye  a  sister  in  heayen— do  you 
think  of  them  as  being  in  that  kind  of  society? 

Ify  as  the  great  majority  of  the  Uniyersalists  arguci  there 
is  no  hell,  teU  me  then  where  the  people  of  Sodom  and 
Oomorrah  went  ?  If  all  is  fair  beyond  the  line  of  this  world, 
irrespectiye  of  our  character  here,  then  the  men  who  stole 
Charlie  Boss,  and  who  were  shot  for  thdr  crimes,  are  better 
off  to-day  than  the  parents  who  sit,  frenzied  with  grief, 
waiting  for  the  pattering  of  the  feet  of  the  little  captiye ; 
then  Ananias  was  better  off  than  Sapphira,  for  he  lied  first, 
and  so  beat  his  wife  three  or  four  minutes  into  glory.  Ther^ 
i$  a  heU,    Your  common  sense  declares  it. 

Still  further:  Uniyersalism  is,  willingly  or  unwillingly, 
the  abettor  of  bad  morals.  It  is  the  high-priest  of  suidde. 
How  many  people  there  haye  been  who  haye  got  tired  of 
their  troubles,  and  said :  **  Here,  I  must  get  out  of  these 
troubles.  I  will  just  take  my  own  life,  then  I  wiU  be  free. 
There  is  nothing  between  me  and  glory  but  a  phial  ci 
laudanum  or  a  reyolyer;"  and  bo  he  swallowed  the  laudanum 
or  cracked  the  reyolyer,  and  that  has  been  the  end  of  it. 
He  steps  right  oyer  into  glory.  He  has  been  taught  so. 
You  know  that  all  those  who  in  their  right  mind  commit 
suicide — ^for  I  speak  not  of  those  who  are  deranged  and 
take  their  own  liyes,  they  are  not  responsible  for  anything 
they  do — ^but  I  say  that  the  majority  of  those  who  in  their 
seeming  right  mind  take  their  own  liyes,  leaye  a  letter  on 
the  table,  saying:  ''Meet  me  in  heayen.'*  They  are  going 
Tight  oyer.    O,  it  fhat  &.OQ\>i\ii^\^  \x\ia>  ^hy  do  not  some  of 
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jou  wlio  have  been  strnggfing  witli  OTerwhelming  troubles 

put  on  end  to  thorn,  and  buj  an  overdose  of  heUadonna  on 

your  way  home,  or  this  afternoon  leap  from  the  top  of  your 

house  and  get  straight  into  glory  P 

<*  For  who  would  bear  the  whips  and  flooms  of  time, 
The  oppre68or*8  wioi^,  the  proad  man*8  oontumelji 
When  he  himself  might  his  quietus  make 
With  a  bare  bodkin  f " 

Why  does  he  not  do  it  P  It  is  because  the  man  knows  that, 
if  in  his  sane  moments  he  takes  his  own  life, 

HE  DB0F8  INTO  BUUT. 

A  man  near  TJtica,  New  York,  sent  for  his  pastor,  a  TJniTer- 
salist  minister,  and  said  to  him:  ''If  I  should  die  now 
would  I  go  to  heayenp'*  '' Most  certainly/*  the  minister 
replied.  **  You  think  there  is  no  possible  doubt  about  it  P" 
<<  None  at  aU,  sir."  ''  Well,'*  said  the  man,  *'  I  have  had 
trouble  enough,  now  I  am  going  away  from  it.  I  am  going 
to  leave  the  world,  and  I  am  going  now;'*  and  he  drew  a 
pistol  and  put  it  to  his  own  temple,  when  the  minister 
clutched  his  arm  and  said :  ''  Stop !  stop !  there  may  be  a 
hell."  Then  the  man  turned  to  the  minister  and  said: 
''  You  pwach  what  you  don't  belieye.  You  are  a  deceiver." 
If  there  be  a  man  in  this  house  to-day  who  has  at  any  time 
had  the  idea  of  taking  his  own  life,  let  me  persuade  you  not 
to  sit  down  and  write:  ''Meet  me  in  heaven;"  you  will 
not  go  there.  The  fact  that  there  is  a  perdition  is  the 
mightiest  moral  restraint  that  the  world  has  ever  felt. 
When  you  try  to  upset  this  doctrine  qt  a  future  place  of 
punishment  you  are  abetting  crime.  TTniversalist  Churches 
in  our  cities  are  surrounded  by  so  many  Churches  of  other 
kinds  that  you  cannot  see  their  full  influence;  but  in  the  New 
England  villages,  or  the  villages  at  the  far  West,  where 
there  is  only  one  Church,  and  that  a  TTniversalist  Churck^  om 
where  the  Universalist  Church  is  dom\naa\>  o^^x  ^  Q*QaKt% — 
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in  such  Tillages,  inevitablj  and  always,  70a  find  profane 
swearing,  drunkenness,  Sabbath-breaking,  lust,  and  every 
form  of  abomination,  rampant.  G-ive  the  doctrine  of  Uni- 
Tersalism  full  swing  in  any  village,  or  in  any  city,  and  it 
consumes  it-r-financially,  morally,  and  spiritually*  I  have 
seen  its  effects  again  and  again  in  the  villages  at  the  West, 
where  it  left  not  one  green  thing.  I  tell  you  that  doctrine 
is  the  foe  of  G-od  and  man ;  and,  come  fair  or  foul,  I  hold  it 
up  in  the  presence  of  this  audience  for  your  denunciation. 
''  Thou  shalt  not  surely  die,"  was  the  first  plaister  that  the 
devil  ever  spread ;  but  he  spread  it  so  large  there  is  enough 
to  salve  the  consciences  of  ages. 

Still  further :  XJniversalism  is  mthering  to  all  earnestness 
in  sotU'saving,  What  is  the  matter  with  a  great  many  of  the 
Protestant  Churches  to-day  P  They  have  this  disease  of 
XJniversalism  in  a  milder  form.  They  adopt  the  Heidelburgh 
Catechism  or  the  Westmister  Assembly,  or  they  sit  in 
Methodist  conferences,  or  in  Baptist  associations ;  but  there 
is  so  much  XJniversalism  in  the  air,  they  are  cowed  down* 
They  dare  not  preach  a  rugged  Qospel.  They  say  ''heaven  " 
with  a  shout,  but 

THEY   SAY   ''hBLL"   WITH   ▲  WHISPEB, 

80  that  the  people  do  not  know  exactly  what  they  did  say, 
and  the  Calvinists  think  they  said  ''  hell, "  and  the  resto- 
rationists  think  they  said  ''bell,"  and  the  merchants  think 
they  said  '<  sell,"  and  so  they  are  all  satisfied.  O,  I  abhor 
this  namby-pambyism  in  religion.  What  is  the  reason 
we  do  not  have  any  more  conversions  in  our  Churches? 
It  is  because  we  do  not  sufficiently  preach  rewards  and 
punishments.  We  tell  the  righteous  it  shall  be  well  with 
them ;  but  not  in  the  same  emphasis  do  we  tell  the  wicked 
it  shall  be  ill  with  them.  Why  did  Samuel  Davies  and  Net- 
tleton,  and  Baxter,  and.  \>\i^  W^sleys,  and  Whitefield,  and 


T7NIYEASALISM  YEBSUS  THE  BIBLX,  483 

Osbomey  and  Daniel  Baker  count  the  bonveitions  under 
their  ininiatrj  bj  tens  and  tens  of  thousands?  It  was 
because  their  sermons  rang  with  the  doxologies  of  the  sayed, 
and  crackled  with  the  fires  of  the  lost.  Did  you  OTar  hear 
of  a  great  awakening  in  a  UniTersalist  Church?  Never* 
What  would  they  get  wakened  about  ?  They  are  all  safe, 
always  have  been  safe,  always  will  be*  What  is  the  use  of 
the  jailor's  rushing  through  between  the  falling  walls  of 
the  prison,  crying:  ''What  must  I  do  to  be  saved?"  He 
was  safe  before  the  prison  began  to  rock.  What  is  the  use 
of  the  sinking  man's  crying:  ''Lord,  save;  I  perish?" 
Stop  your  noise.  The  water  is  not  up  to  your  chin !  What 
is  the  use  of  making  such  a  fuss  about  three  thousand  souls 
saved  on  the  Day  of  Pentecost  ?  They  were  as  saved  before 
as  they  were  after*  What  did  Paul  mean  when  he  feared 
becomiDg  a  cast-away?  Cast-away  on  what  coast?  The 
coast  of  everlasting  love  ?  Why  are  the  wicked  in  the  last 
day  represented  as  crying  out :  ''  Eocks  and  mountains  fall 
on  us,  and  hide  us  from  the  face  of  the  Lamb?"  No 
danger!  O,  if  we  want  to  bring  souls  to  Jesus  Christ, 
men  and  women  of  God,  we  must  tell  the  whole  truth,  and 
hide  none  of  it.  What  means  that  picture,  in  some  of  the 
old  books,  representing  Martin  Luther  almost  bent  double 
by  a  paroxysm  of  earnestness  while  he  is  preaching  about 
men's  souls  ?  What  meant  Thomas  Chalmers,  standing  in 
his  Edinburgh  pulpit,  warning  people  to  flee  from  the  wrath 
to  come  until  he  actually  foamed  at  the  mouth  ?  Why  did 
John  Summerfleld  and  Eobert  McCheyne  preach  themselves 
so  early  in  the  grave  ?  Why  was  it  that  when  Mr.  Venn 
described  the  perils  of  an  immortal  soul,  history  tells  us  the 
audience  "  dropped  like  slacked  lime  ?  "  Why  was  Edward 
Pajson  so  anxious  for  the  salvation  of  men  that  his  doctors 
said  his  body  was  in  a  continuous  fever  ?  O,  my  brethren, 
what  we  in  the  ministry  most  want  is  to 
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BS  ABOVSlD)  OOVn€TKI>)  JfttfUTflbp 

re-lMkptisedi  tnrchu-ged  witk  the  powvr  of  tlia  Lovi  CM 
Almiglitj.  Swinnich  iftid  ft  tking  tliat  mftde  me  quake  Inidji 
mbdy  aad  toiil,  when  I  fint  read  it  He  seid:  ^ It  is  aa 
awful  thing  to  fidl  into  a  hell  from nnder  apidpii;  bot  what 
an  awf al  thing  to  fall  into  hell  oai  of  a  pidpit.**  O,  thai 
God  wonld  giro  oi  graoe  to  lee  the  infinite  Aam  of  modern 
UniTertalianii  and  gire  na  wisdom  to  stop  sewing  j^llows 
under  the  annsleeres.  O,  mj  sonl,  wake  np  1  ICnisters 
of  Jetns  Christy  in  the  United  States  of  Great  BiitsiB, 
wake  np  I  There  i$  a  hell|  and  it  is  onr  place  to  keep  people 
out  of  it. 

Still  farther :  Unirersalism  has  mined  for  etemitj  a  great 
man  J  sonls.  East-south-east  of  Boston  there  is  a  lighthouse 
called  Minot*s  Ledge  Lighthouse.  It  was  with  great  diffi- 
culty that  the  Gtnremment,  in  1857,  put  down  but  four 
stones,  and  in  1858  thej  put  down  but  six  layers  of  stAne ; 
but  after  a  while  the  work  was  accomplished.  It  is  Tcry 
important  that  there  should  be  a  lighthouse  there.  When 
the  wind  is  blowing  from  the  north-east^  and  ships  sie 
coming  on  toward  Boston  harbour,  if  they  happen  to  miss 
the  harbour  they  go  on  that  rock  but  for  the  lighthouse. 
I  see  one  of  the  freight  line  of  the  Conarders  coming  on 
towards  Boston  harbour.  The  wind  is  north-east.  There 
are  a  hundred  passengers  on  board  the  TCsseL  I  slyly  get 
into  Minot's  Ledge  Lighthouse.  I  go  up  the  winding  stairs 
until  I  come  to  the  top,  and  with  a  hammer  I  break  the 
glass,  and  I  blow  out  the  light.  The  captain  of  the  Ounarder 
is  pacing  the  deck,  not  knowing  exactly  what  to  do.  ''  The 
wind  is  from  the  north-east,"  he  says.  ''  It  is  getting  pretty 
late  to  go  in  to-night,  but  we  are  not  anywhere  near  Minot's 
Ledge  Lighthouse.  I  am  a  little  confused  about  the 
lights  along  the  coast^  but  I  think  I  will  try  it."  Hark  I 
There  is  a  grating  on.  the  bottom  of  the  steamer.    There 
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is  a  quiver  from  stem  to  stem.  Then  there  is  a  keeling 
oyer,  and  a  erash  !  All  lost  I  All  lost !  Whose  fault  was 
it?  The  captain's?  No.  Never  a  braver  man  walked 
the  deck.  Was  it  the  crew's?  No.  They  were  faithful 
fellows.  Whose  fault?  Mine^  for  I  blew  out  the  light. 
Now,  let  me  say  that  every  minister  of  the  Gospel  and  every 
Christian  man  is  a  light-house  keeper.  Upon  him  is  a 
greater  responsibility  than  ever  rested  upon  the  man  who 
keeps  the  Bell  Eock  Light-house,  off  Scotlandy  or  the 
Bamegaty  or  Hatteras  Lighthouse.  God  has  kindled  a 
great  illumination  on  all  the  rocks  of  danger,  saying:  ''Stand 
off!  Yonder  is  your  harbour.  Yonder  is  your  wharf. 
Yonder  are  your  friends,  waiting  to  greet  you.  Bocks  here 
— ^nothing  but  rocks.  Stand  off  !'*  What  does  Universalism 
do  ?  It  comes  up,  and  blows  out  the  light.  It  says :  ^  Sail 
on.  There  are  no  rocks  for  immortal  shipwreck.  Sail  on. 
All  is  well.  All  is  well."  O,  what  a  responsibility.  I 
would  rather  be  the  engineer  of  a  rail-train  with  four  or  five 
hundred  passeogers  coming  on  when  the  drawbridge  is  off, 
and  know  it,  and  yet  not  stop,  than  a  XJniversalist  minister 
taking  a  whole  Church  with  him  off  the  brink,  giving  them 
no  warning,  blowing  no  trumpet,  never  crying  out :  ''  The 
rocks  I    The  rocks  !'*    Universalism  is 

▲  DECEPTION   HIGH  AS   HEAVEN 

and  deep  as  hell,  and  if  it  be  let  alone,  it  will  ruin  half  the 
race.  But  it  is  not  going  to  be  let  alone.  The  Church  of 
God,  as  it  rises  up  to  its  mission,  will  cry  the  alarm  to  the 
people,  and  there  will  go  up  prayer  to  God,  so  that  He  will 
flash  upon  the  nations  these  tremendous  realities. 

If  I  live  forty  years  to  preach,  and  I  expect  to  preach  forty 
years  longer,  I  want  to  spend  the  whole  time  in  setting  before 
men  the  two  destinies  of  eternal  life  and  eternal  darkness. 
But  if  I  should  not  live  as  long  as  that.,  asidLSi>iX£L%  ^^x^^ 


1«aelMtKnoBliUleferpraMk,»ii  B^W^Oea  I 
yoato  take  thia  as  mj  djia^  liitiiij  ;  Hken  is  s 
is  a  ML  Aeeepi  of  Chnsl  mad  jam  resell 
the  one;    lejeei  Wm,  aad  joa  drop  WadUwg  iato  the 


Bat  it  is  tisM  fortius  jmj to reBderdwirTttdieL  Ibaie 
sibovn  joa  that  UnifenatissR  is  vaacdptnal ;  mreaaonaUe ; 
that  it  is  destraeftxre  to  good  morals ;  tlat  it  ianiihiiiag  to 
all  earnestness  in  ssTing  souls ;  tliat  it  is  the  eternal  diseom- 
fitme  of  a  great  man  j  people.  In  eonrts  of  Inw,  what  the 
jnij  eome  in,  they  stand  and  render  flwir  wer^tL,  the  fore- 
man giTing  the  Terdidy  and  the  derk  of  the  eout  writing  it 
down ;  but  in  this  rdigioos  assemblage  jon  most  render  the 
▼erdiet  in  silenee,  seated,  so  for  as  jon  bava  room  to  be 
seated,  Ood  listening  and  angels  reeording. 

If  what  I  bare  said  this  morning  is  tme,  wbai  are  yoa 
going  to  do  aboot  it  ?    What  step  will  jou  take  ?    Mjsonl 
has  been  wrong  with  the  awfolness  of  this  tbeme.    If  Qod 
bad  not  helped  me,  I  sboold  bare  fdlen  down  between  mj 
dair  and  jonr  pew ;  bat  I  did  not  dare  to  bold  back  the 
theme.    As  I  expect  to  meet  mj  Maker,  and  mj  Judge,  I 
did  not  dure  to  bide  an  j  of  the  tmth ;  but  I  was  all  ihe 
tioie  snstained  with  the  idea  that  I  eoold,  before  I  got 
tbnmgb,  tell  jou  bow  to  get  off  from  joor  peril ;  and  that  if 
I  pointed  jou  to  the  flaming  sword,  it  was  onlj  to  sbow  you 
a  refnge ;  and  if  I  showed  joa  a  chasm  it  was  onfy  to  show 
yon  a  bridge  orer  it.    The  Lord  Jesus  to-day  breaks  through 
all  obstacles,  and  rons  against  the  opposing  spears,  and 
tramples  on  the  sharpened  spikes,  and  springs  into  the  midst 
of  this  assembly,  and  throws  His  arms  around  yon,  and  begs 
you  to  be  sared.     Will  you  shake  Him  oflp?     Will  you  hurl 
.Him  on  his  back?     Will  you  trample  on  Him,  potting  one 
foot  on  His  holy  heart  and  the  other  on  ffis  mangled  brow 
mad 
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FBOM  THB  COBPSB  OF  A  MITBDBBED  OHBIST 

will  jou  leap  into  woe?  Stop !  Stop  I  Stop  I  Jesus  came  to 
save  JOU.  Bj  the  tears  that  ran  down  His  scarred  cheek, 
by  the  blood  that  oozed  from  His  whipped  back,  by  the 
sweat  of  agony  that  stood  ont  in  beads  upon  His  brow,  by 
the  dying  groan  which  broke  the  heart  of  the  rocks  and  made 
the  sun  faint  dead  away  in  the  heavens — I  beg  you  to  accept  of 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  and  be  saved.  0,  fling  not  away  your 
immortal  soul  when  so  much  has  been  done  to  ransom  it. 
When  you  may  be  savedy  why  will  you  be  lost  ?  Some  one 
suggested  to  me  yesterday  that  there  were  some  persons  who 
consoled  themselves  by  saying :  ''  If  1  am  to  be  lost,  there 
will  be  a  great  many  others  with  me,  so  I  won't  care  so 
much."  O,  what  a  poor  philosophy  I  When  the  Lake  Shore 
railroad  cars  went  otf  the  track  a  year  or  two  ago,  and  a 
hundred  and  fifty  people  were  crushed,  was  it  any  mitigation 
of  the  sorrow  that  there  were  a  hundred  and  fifty  instead  of 
one  man  P  When  three  years  ago,  five  hundred  miles  off 
Newfoundland,  we  thought  our  ship  was  making  the  last 
plunge,  did  the  screams  of  seven  hundred  frenzied  passengers 
mitigate  the  horrors  of  that  night  P  0,  no.  If  there  is  any 
man  determined  to  be  lost,  better  be  lost  alone  than  in  a 
crowd ;  their  sorrow  added  to  your  sorrow,  their  disaster 
added  to  your  disaster.  I  cannot  believe  that  there  are  any 
in  this  house  who  will  be  such  fools  as  to  reject  the  only  sal- 
vation offered  them  this  day  in  the  name  of  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  the  Infinite  Eedeemer.  I  do  not  know  whether  my 
cheek  turns  pale  at  the  thought ;  but  I  do  know  that  my 
heart  quakes  as  I  cry  out  with  Isaiah :  "  Who  among  us  can 
dwell  in  devouring  fire  P  Who  of  us  can  lie  down  in  eternal 
burnings  ?  '*  Men  and  women !  there  is  only  one  name 
given  under  heaven  among  men,  whereby  you  may  be  saved, 
and  that  is  Jesus.  "  Q-od  so  loved  the  worlds  l\i'b^»'^^  SgK^^ 
His  only  begotten  son,  that  wlioaoenieit  "Vj^^'^^'Obl  \x^  "Sxss^. 


il^if  jw  are  UmK  itwSL  meft  hB  GodTs 
•vvytkiag  to  am  jml  Ik  wxA  m^  te  Gknal's  iwilt.  Hie 
hMpI<adcdwukbIoad-igdiiiBHilBiMfaryo«rialw»tia«,  It 
viU  aoc  be  tib«  Hoh^  Spim's  fa^.  H*  kM  tiv  daj  Himd 
asd  CBfeRAtcd  jm  wghfcilj.  H  yarn  an  losfc  ifc  viH  I»  jovr 
ovm  luU.  Toa  via  forge  jwrMrndkHM.  Temviilwiile 
year  Mm  dcatk-mixaai.  Tom  will  Mi  aad  lar  t^  door  ol 
koKicB,  and  dooU J  boli  it,  sii  dMblf  kr  agwi 
•owl,  and  jo«  angbl  as  wdl  tfcia  db^,  if  that  ia 

CkBRkalGodl  I  dom't  wank  Uw  eoaidri  of  yw  Mcn- 
Farev^O  Hfl^BiUe!  I  dom't  w^  ywr  ilia- 
Ftfevell,  O  Holy  C^koott  boiker  im  m  smo 
aboot  tib«  great  fniiire.  FaiwoH,  O  biaiiw  £  I4oK't«aat 
to  bear  Iky  dapptag  cyaOiala.  Bor  to  Hii^  im  t^  kalU^aba. 
FaieveO,  O  my  glorified  kiadied-^Ukor, 
brotbei;  aad  my  dear  cbildrea  wbo  broke  my 
tbey  went  away  from  me.  Ftfewril!  Koep 
for  me  by  your  ado  at  tbe  kenerealy  bMq[wk.  I 
coming.  I  take  anolker  load.  I 
Acroao  tkeee  apaeee  I  fling  tkie  kioi  of 
Q^fodA>jB,  good-bye.    Tkia  ie  my  eJiwiiil  ^nl^ictiM^  f 


O. 
Aro'xnd  tte  kcomI  ikjitl  t 

**  Lord  Gcd  of  trvO.  aiid  grace. 
■  tiial  dea&  to  afcn 


t 
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THE    LAMP. 
^Thj  word  ia  a  lamp.**— iUst  czix.  105. 

FROM  six  o'dodc  last  erening  until  six  o'dodc  this 
morning  darVness  rested  on  our  part  of  the  earthy 
and  erery  few  hours  there  rdls  a  waTe  of  natural  night  all 
orer  the  nations,  '^th  hunps,  and  diandeUers,  and  tordies, 
and  lanterns,  we  try  to  driTe  oat  the  night  from  houses  and 
diorchesy  and  stores,  and  shops.  He  who  inrents  a  new 
kind  of  a  light  InTents  his  own  fortone  and  the  fortone  of 
his  children.  But  there  is  a  night  of  sin,  and  suffering,  and 
shame,  which  needs  another  kind  of  iUumination.  Ancient 
philosophy  made  a  lamp,  bat  it  was  a  dead  failure,  and  the 
people  kept  crying  out :  **  GKto  us  a  light !  giTO  us  a  light  L" 
After  awhile  prophet,  and  evangelist,  and  apostle  made  a 
lamp.  A  coal  from  hearen  strudc  it  into  a  blaae,  and 
uncounted  multitudes  of  people  with  an  <^en  BiUe  before 
them  cry  out  in  rapture  and  in  lore :  ''Thy  word  is  a  lamp.** 
When,  a  few  years  ago^  there  was  a  great  accident  in 
Hartley  Colliery,  England,  and  two  hundred  persons  lost 
their  lire?,  the  Queen  telegraphed  down  to  the  scene  of 
disaster :  *^  Can  we  give  you  any  help  ?  Will  you  be  Me 
to  get  the  men  out?  How  many  are  lost?  Qire  my  sym- 
pathy to  all  the  bereft"  What  consdatum  it  was  to  the 
families  who  stood  amid  the  amstematum  and  the  terror, 
tiiat  the  throne  of  England  throbbed  in  sympathy  with  their 
disaster!  But  I  have  to  tell  you  to-day  a  more  glorious 
truth,  and  that  is,  from  the  throne  of  Qod  the  Kmg  of 
hearen  and  earth  tdegiaphs  down  through  this  Bible  into 
the  dungeons  of  our  sin  and  suffering  a  message  of  pardon, 
of  lore,  of  sympathy,  of  comfort^  of  eternal  life.  Like  some 
lighthouse  on  high  promontory,  blessed  by  ships  passing 
through  dii^^^^^  and  storm,  so  on  the  heig^ita  ^  ^Vn^% 
lore  and  grace  there  flames  fortk  a  B^h3L  u[{an.l3kiA  ^gnak* 
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of  man's  wretcliedness  and  of  Gk)d*s  proTidenoe,  ao  tbat 
angels  on  their  way  eartltward,  and  ransomed  spirits  on 
their  waj  heayenward,  and  derils  on  their  waj  hellward, 
pass  through  its  flashy  crying : 

"thy  WOBD   is  a  ULliP.** 

Yon  hare  f onr  or  five  Bibles  in  jonr  honse — perhaps  ten, 
perhaps  twentj.  Thej  are  such  common  property  jon  do 
not  appreciate  them.  If  joxl  had  onlj  one  Bible,  and  for  that 
you  paid  five  hundred  dollars — ^the  price  that  was  paid  in 
olden  time  for  a  copy  of  the  Scriptores — ^then  jou  would 
more  thoroughly  appreciate  it.  I  was  once  a  colporteur  for 
a  few  months  in  a  yacation,  and  I  came  into  a  home  of  des- 
titution. I  saw  a  woman  there  eighty-fiye  years  of  age,  and 
I  said  to  her :  "  May  I  giye  you  a  Bible  ? "  "  O,"  she 
replied :  **  a  Bible  would  be  of  no  use  to  me.  I  can't  see  to 
read.  I  used  to  read,  but  for  twenty  years  I  hayen't  been 
able  to  read  a  word."  I  pulled  out  of  my  satchel  one  of  the 
copies  of  the  Pdalms  of  Dayid  and  the  New  Testament  in 
great,  large,  round  type,  and  I  said :  "  Now,  put  on  your 
spectacles  and  see  if  you  can't  read  this."  She  wiped  her 
spectacles  and  put  them  on.  "  O,  yes,"  she  said :  ''  why,  I 
can  see  after  alL  I  am  yery  thankful  to  you.  Why,  yes, 
I  see  it :  'I  loye  the  Lord  because  He  hath  heard  my  yoice 
and  my* — O,  yes,  I  can  read  it,  I  can  read  it."  I  wish  that 
God  to-day  would  make  the  Bible  as  new  and  fresh  to  us  as 
it  was  to  her  I 

I  want  to  show  you  that  the  Bible  is  a  lamp — a  parlour 
lamp,  a  street  lamp,  a  store  lamp,  a  church  lamp,  a  sepul- 
chral lamp. 

In  parlours  all  aflash  with  gaslight,  and  gleaming  mirror, 
and  blazing  chandelier,  and  candelabra,  there  may  be 
Egyptian  darkness ;  while  in  some  plain  room,  which  a 
frugal  hand  has  spread  with  hospitality  and  refinement. 
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tliig  one  Lamp  may  oast  a  glow  that  makes  it  a  fit  place 
for  heayenlj  coronations.  We  inyoke  no  shadow  to  fall 
upon  the  hilarities  of  life.  We  would  not  have  eyerj 
song  a  dirge,  and  eyerj  picture  a  martyrdom,  and  eyerj 
step  a  funeral  pace.  God's  lamp  hnng  in  the  parlour 
would  chill  no  joy,  would  rend  no  harmony,  would  cheek 
no  innocent  laughter.  On  the  contrary,  it  would  bring 
out  brighter  colours  in  the  picture;  it  would  expose  new 
gracefulness  in  the  curtain;  it  would  unroll  new  wreaths 
from  the  carpet ;  it  would  strike  new  music  from  the  harp ; 
it  would  throw  new  polish  into  the  manners;  it  would 
kindle  with  light  borrowed  from  the  yery  throne  of  €k)d 
all  the  refinements  of  society.  O,  that  the  Christ  who 
was  bom  in  a  barn  would  come  to  our  parlour  !  We  need 
His  hand  to  sift  the  parlour  music  We  need  His  taste  to 
assort  the  parlour  literature.  We  need  His  yoice  to  con- 
duct the  parlour  conyersation.  We  are  apt  to  think  of 
religion  as  being  a  rude,  blundering  thing,  not  fife  to  put 
its  foot  upon  Axminster,  or  its  clownish  hands  on  beautiful 
adornments,  or  lift  its  yoice  amid  the  artistic  and  refined ; 
so,  while  we  haye  Jesus  in  the  nursery  when  we  teach  our 
children  to  pray,  and  Jesus  in  the  dining-hall  when  we  ask 
His  blessing  upon  our  food,  and  Jesus  in  the  sitting-room 
when  we  haye  family  prayers,  ife  is  a  simple  fact  that  from 
ten  thousand  Christian  homes  in  this  country  Christ  is  from 
one  end  of  the  year  to  the  other  shut  out  of  the  parlour.  O, 
that  housekeepers  understood  that  the  grace  of  Q-od  is  the 
greatest  accomplishment,  and  that  no  seat  is  too  luxuriant 
for  religion  to  sit  in,  and  no  arch  too  grand  for  religion  to 
walk  under,  and  no  circle 

TOO  BRILLIANT  FOB  BELIOIOH 

to  moye  in.  If  Christianity  at  last  is  to  walk  up  the  streets 
of  heayen  with  seraplfim  and  archangel^  it  \%  %qc»^  q^^^-w^ 
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to  go  anjwhere  where  yon  go  or  where  I  shall  go.  To 
purifj  the  heart,  to  cleanse  the  life,  to  cultnre  the  taste, 
to  expurgate  all  hypocrisy,  and  falsehood,  and  sham,  we 
mnst  have  the  Bible  in  the  parlonr.  When  Christian  people 
oome  to  spend  an  eyening,  they  talk  abont  the  weather, 
and  they  talk  abont  the  scandal,  and  they  talk  abont  the 
crops,  and  they  talk  abont  the  markets ;  bnt  they  do  not  talk 
about  God,  and  Christ,  and  heaven.  The  thing  we  most 
want  to-day  in  all  onr  parlours  is  the  lamp  of  the  Bible. 

Still  further :  the  Bible  is  the  dred  lamp.  Whui  night 
comes  down  on  the  city,  crime  goes  forth  to  its  worst 
achieyements.  Not  only  to  show  honest  citizens  where  to 
walk,  but  to  hinder  the  burglar,  and  assassin,  and  highway- 
man, and  pickpocket,  we  mast  have  artificial  lights  all  oyer 
the  city.  I  remember  what  consternation  there  was  in 
Philadelphia  when  one  night  the  gasworks  were  out  of  order 
and  the  whole  city  sat  in  darkness.  Between  eleyen  o'clock 
at  night  and  three  o'clock  in  the  morning,  in  the  dark  and 
nnlighted  places  of  the  town,  crime  has  its  holiday.  If  the 
lamplighter  ceased  his  work  for  the  week,  the  town  would 
rot.  But  there  is  a  darkness  beyond  all  power  of  gaslight. 
What  is  the  use  of  police*statioD,  and  almshouse,  and  watch- 
man's dub,  if  there  be  no  moral  and  religious  influence  to 
sanction  the  law,  and  to  purify  the  executiye,  and  to  hang 
oyer  legal  enactment  the  fear  of  G-od  and  an  enlightened 
public  opinion.  When  in  a  city  crime  runs  rampant,  and 
yirtue  is  at  a  discount,  and  jails  are  full,  and  churches  are 
empty,  and  the  nights  are  hideous  with  the  howl  and  the 
whoop  of  drunkards,  and  the  saloons  boil  oyer  with  scum, 
and  public  officials  think  more  of  a  bribe  than  they  do  of 
their  own  conscience,  and  when  great  tides  of  wickedness 
set  down  the  streets — the  first  want  of  such  a  dty  as  that  is 
the  street  lamp  of  the  Bible.  Did  you  ever  stand  in  a 
ebvurck  tower  and  look  down  xx^odl  «i  dty  at  night  P    It  is 
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OTerwbelmiiig,  Bat  j<m  feel  that  beiieatii  all  tliat  brilliaacj 
of  gaslight  there  is  a  surging  sea  of  want^  and  suffering, 
and  woe.  History  sajs  that  Dionysins  had  a  great  oaTB  built 
for  his  prisoners.  He  was  a  cruel  man,  and  he  used  to  go 
to  the  top  of  the  eaye,  put  his  ear  to  the  opening  and  listen, 
and  the  groans  and  the  sighings  of  the  ^isoneri  eune  up 
into  his  ear  and 

MADS  MXrSIC  F0&  HIM. 

God  stands  at  the  head  of  our  world,  but  for  a  different 
purpose,  and  with  a  different  heart  He  puts  His  ear  to  the 
dungeon,  and  every  sigh  oomes  up,  stirring  His  sympathies, 
and  every  groan  wounding  Wm  heart ;  and  He  listens  and 
listens  all  night  long.  There  is  but  one  lamp  that  can  throw 
light  into  the  dungeon  where  the  prisoner  groans,  into  the 
hoYol  where  the  beggar  pines,  into  the  cellar  where  the 
drunlau*d  wallows,  into  the  alley  where  the  libertine  putre- 
fies, into  the  madhouse  where  the  maniac  raves.  Travellers 
in  Africa  tell  us  that  they  have  seen  serpents — a  vast 
number  of  them^-coiled  together,  and  piled  up  in  horrid 
fold  above  horrid  fold;  and  then  they  would  hear  hundreds 
of  them  hissing  at  once,  and  the  sight  and  the  sound  was 
appalling  and  unbearable.  But  if  you  should  take  the 
wickedness  of  our  best  of  cities,  and  bring  it  all  together  in 
one  place,  and  pile  it  up  fold  above  fold,  it  would  be  a 
hissing  horror  and  ghastliness  that  no  human  eye  could 
look  at  without  being  blasted,  and  no  human  ear  could  hear 
without  being  stunned. 

Now,  how  will  all  these  scenes  of  iniquity  in  our  cities  bo 
overcome?  They  will  not  be  overcome  un^  the  Church, 
and  the  school,  and  a  Christian  printing-press  kindle  all 
around  about  us  God's  street  lamp  of  the  Bible.  Send  the 
Bible  down  that  filthy  alley,  if  you  would  faan^^^  ^^ns^^ftR^ 
Send  it  against  those  decantetB,  il  70U  -^iotX.^  \iwi^  ^Oasssa^ 
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smashed.  Send  it  against  those  chains,  if  jon  would  have 
them  broken.  Send  it  through  all  the  ignorance  of  the 
dtjf  if  you  would  have  it  illumined  as  bj  a  flash  from 
heaven's  morning.  The  Bible  can  do  it — will  do  it.  G-ather 
all  the  ignorance,  and  the  wickedness,  and  the  vice  of  our  cities 
in  one  great  pile — Alps  aboye  Alps,  Pyrenees  abore  Pjrenees, 
Himalaya  aboye  Himalaya — and  then  give  one  little  New 
Testament  full  swing  against  the  side  of  that  mountain, 
and  down  it  would  come,  Alps  after  Alps,  Pyrenees  after 
Pyrenees,  Himalaya  after  Himalaya.  What  is  the  difference 
between  New  York  and  Pekin?  What  is  the  difference 
between  London  and  Madras  P  What  is  the  difference  between 
Edinburgh  and  Canton  P  No  difference,  save  that  which  the 
Bible  makes.  0,  city  missionary;  0,  philanthropist;  0, 
Christian,  go  everywhere,  and  kindle  up  these  great  street 
lamps  of  the  Q-ospel ;  and  our  city,  purified  and  cleansed, 
will  proclaim  what  the  Psalmist  so  long  ago  declared :  **  Thy 
Word  is  a  lamp." 

I  know  there  are  people  who  suppose  that  the  vice  of  our 
cities  is  going  to  conquer  the  virtue  of  the  people.     I 

DO  NOT  BBLIBVB  IT. 

Let  error  and  vice  run,  if  you  only  let  truth  run  along  with 
them.  Urged  on  by  sceptic's  shout,  and  transcendentalist's 
spur,  let  error  run!  Q-od's  angels  of  wrath  are  in  hot 
pursuit,  and  quicker  than  eagle's  beak  dutcheth  out  a  hawk's 
heart,  Q-od's  vengeance  will  tear  it  to  pieces.  Let  it  run,  if 
you  only  let  God's  Word  run  along  with  it. 

Still  further :  the  Bible  is  the  best  stare  lamp.  Blessed 
is  the  merchant  who  under  its  glow  reads  his  ledger,  and 
transacts  his  business,  and  pockets  his  gains,  and  suffers 
his  losses.  It  may  be  well  to  have  a  fine  sky-light,  to  have 
a  magnificent  glass  show*windovf,  by  night  to  have  bronzed 
brackets  spouting  fixe  m  ^  ^^t^  ^^i^a^  Qt  merchandize ;  but 
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if  you  have  not  this  eternal  lamp  yon  had  betted  quit  keeping 
store.  What  is  the  reason  so  many  who  started  in  merchan- 
dize, with  good  principles,  and  fair  prospectSi  and  honourable 
intentions,  have  become  gamblers,  and  defrauders,  and 
knaves,  and  desperadoes,  and  liars,  and  thieves  P  They  did 
not  have  the  right  kind  of  a  store  lamp.  Why  is  it,  in  our 
day,  merchandize  is  smitten  with  uncertainty,  and  three- 
fourths  of  the  businesses  of  our  great  cities  is  only  one  huge 
species  of  gambling,  and  society  is  upturned  by  false  assign- 
ments, and  two-third  acts,  and  repudiations,  and  imperilled 
trust-funds,  and  fraudulent  certificates  of  stock,  and  wild 
schemes  in  railroads  without  any  track,  and  banks  without 
any  capital,  and  cities  without  any  houses,  and  joint-stock 
companies  without  any  conscience?  And  why  are  ten 
thousand  of  our  business  men  ridden  with  a  night-mare 
enough  to  crush  Hercules  and  Prometheus  ?  It  is  the  want 
of  a  right  kind  of  store  lamp.  What  ruined  the  merchant 
princes  of  Tyre — ^that  great  city  of  fairs,  and  bazaars,  and 
palaces ;  her  vessels  of  trade  with  cedar  masts,  and  embroid- 
ered sails,  and  ivory  benches,  driven  by  fierce  blasts  on 
Northern  waters,  and  then  dropping  down  on  glassy  Indian 
seas ;  bringing  wine  from  Helbon,  and  chariot  cloths  from 
Dedan,  and  gold  and  spices  from  Bahmah,  and  emerald  and 
agate  from  Syria;  her  waters  foaming  with  innumerable 
keels ;  her  store-houses  bursting  with  the  treasures  of  all 
nations — ^that  queen  of  cities,  on  a  throne  of  ivory  and  ebony, 
under  a  crown  of  gold,  and  pearl,  and  diamond,  and  car- 
buncle, and  chrysopras  ?  The  want  of  a  right  kind  of  store 
lamp.  If  the  principles  of  religion  had  ruled  in  her  trade, 
do  you  suppose  that  dry  rot  would  have  sunk  the  ships,  and 
that  vermin  would  have  eaten  up  her  robes,  and  that  G-od's 
mills  would  have  ground  up  the  agate,  and  that  fishermen 
would  dry  their  nets  on  the  rocks  which  oncft  "^«t^  ^wjjiaifc.^ 
with  the  roar  and  tread  of  a  great  m^\>xoi^o\V&^ 
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O,  WHAT  THB0VS8  HATI  VALLUr, 

wluit  moniiments  hare  cmmbledy  wliat  fleeti  liaTe  ranki 
wbttfc  statues  liaye  been  defaced,  what  barbarisms  have  been 
created,  what  dyilization  retarded,  what  nations  damned,  all 
for  the  want  of  the  right  kind  of  a  store  lamp.  Men  of 
business  I  take  jour  Bibles  with  yon  to-morrow  morning. 
Place  them  in  yonr  store  or  shop.  Do  not  be  ashamed  it 
anybody  at  noon  finds  yon  reading  the  Scriptures.  It  is  safe 
always  to  do  business  by  its  teachings.  There  was  a  young 
man  in  a  store  in  Boston,  standing  behind  the  counter,  sell- 
ing goods.  A  gentleman  came  in,  and  asked  for  some 
Middlesex  doths.  ^  0,''  said  the  young  man,  '^  we  hayen't 
any  Middlesex  cloths,  but  here  is  something  just  as  good.** 
**  No,"  replied  the  gentleman,  **  I  don't  want  them ;  *'  and  he 
passed  out.  The  head  man  of  the  firm  came  down  to  the 
young  man,  and  said:  "  What  did  that  man  want  P **  **  He 
wanted  Middlesex  doths,"  replied  the  young  man.  **  Why 
didn't  you  tell  him  they  were  Middlesex  doths  P  "  **  Because 
they  were  not,  sir."  ^'Then  you  can  take  your  hat,  and 
leaye."  The  young  man  took  his  hat,  and  left  He  went 
into  merchandize  in  Cincinnati,  went  on  up  till  he  became  a 
merdiant  prince,  and  not  more  eminent  for  wealth  than  for 
piety.  Gk)d  will  neyer  let  a  young  man  suffer  for  doing 
right.  Full  justice  may  not  be  done  him  in  this  world ;  but 
in  the  last  day,  before  an  assembled  uniyerse,  it  will  be  found 
out  whether  or  not  they  were  Middlesex  doths. 

Still  further :  the  Bible  is  the  best  church  lamp.  I  care 
not  how  many  chandeliers  there  may  be  in  a  church,  how 
many  brilliant  lights  there  may  be,  the  Word  of  Gh)d  is  the 
best  church  lamp.  0,  is  there  anything  more  beautiful  than 
an  audience  gathered  on  the  Sabbath  for  Christian  worship  f 
There  may  be  no  dazzle  of  theatric  assemblage,  there  may 
be  no  glitter  of  foot-lights,  there  may  be  no  allegorie 
images  blossoming  from  i^it  to  dome ;  but  there  is  something 
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in  tbe  place  and  in  the  occasion  tliat  makes  it  supernatural* 
In  the  light  of  this  lamp  I  see  your  faces  kindle  with  great 
joj.  Glorious  church  lamp,  this  Bible.  Luther  found  it  in 
the  cloister  at  Erfurt,  and  he  lifted  it  until  the  monasteries 
and  cathedrals  of  (Germany,  and  Italy,  and  France,  and 
England,  and  the  world  saw  its  illumination.  It  shone  under 
the  breast-plate  of  sacerdotal  authority;  and  in  the  mosques 
of  Turkey,  and  in  the  pagodas  of  India,  and  in  the  ice  huts 
of  Greenland,  and  in  the  mud  hovels  of  Africa,  and  in  the 
temples  of  China,  Gk)d's  regenerated  children,  in  musical 
Tamil,  and  sweet  Italian,  and  nasal  Chinese,  and  harsh 
Choctaw,  cried  out :  **  Thy  Word  is  a  lamp."  It  throws  its 
light  on  the  pulpit,  making  a  bulwark  of  truth;  on  the 
baptismal  cup,  until  its  waters 

GLITTBB  LIKS  THE   CBYSTALS  OF   HSAYBir. 

It  strikes  penitence  into  the  prayers  and  gladness  into  the 
thanksgiving.  It  changes  into  a  church  John  Bunyan's 
prison,  and  Covenanter's  cave,  and  Calvin's  castle,  and 
Huss's  stake,  and  Hugh  McKail's  scaffold  of  martyrdom. 
Zwinglius  carried  it  into  Switzerland,  and  John  Wickfield 
into  England,  and  John  Knox  into  Scotland,  and  Jehudi 
Ashman  into  Africa.  Begone,  ye  scoffers!  Down  to  the 
lowest  pit,  ye  emissaries  of  darkness  I  for  by  the  throne  of 
an  omnipotent  judgment  I  declare  it  that  all  iniquity  shall 
fall,  and  all  bondage  be  broken,  and  all  wounds  be  healed, 
and  all  darkness  be  dispelled,  when  God's  truth  shall  go 
forth  *'  as  a  lamp  that  bumeth."  We  want  no  sappers  or 
miners  to  level  the  wall ;  we  want  no  axemen  or  engineers  to 
prepare  the  way ;  we  want  no  glittering  steel,  or  booming 
gun,  or  howling  Hotchkiss  shell  to  get  us  the  victory,  for 
the  mountains  are  full  of  horses  and  chariots  of  fire.  Halle- 
lajah  I  for  the  kingdoms  of  this  world  are  become  the  king- 
doms  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.    I  do  not  wond^t  \X^a^  V^^ 
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•tnager  who  sat  the  other  daj  bende  me  in  the  rail- car 
reading  his  Bible,  after  he  had  eoncladed  his  reading,  closed 
it,  and  kissed  it,  and  pot  it  in  his  pocket.  There  have  been 
times  when  jou  did  the  same.  When  all  else  failed  yon,  it 
was  so  bright,  it  was  so  loTing,  it  was  so  sympathetic  a  book 
that  yon  too  kissed  it. 

Still  further :  the  Bible  is  a  seprdchral  lamp.  Yon  know 
that  the  ancient  Egyptians  used  to  keep  lights  burning  in 
the  tombs  of  their  dead.  These  lights  were  kept  np  for 
scores,  even  hundreds,  of  years.  Friends  would  come  from 
generation  to  generation  and  put  oil  in  the  lamps,  and  it 
was  considered  a  disaster  if  those  lamps  went  out.  You 
and  I  will  some  day  go  down  into  the  house  of  the  dead. 
Some  haye  looked  upon  it  as  an  unknown  land,  and  when 
they  have  thought  of  it,  their  knees  have  knocked  together 
and  their  hearts  fainted.  There  were  whole  generations  of 
men  that  had  no  comfort  about  death,  no  view  of  the  eternal 
world,  and  whenever  they  brought  their  friends  and  put 
them  away  into  the  dust,  they  said,  without  any  alleviation : 
**  This  is  horrid,  this  is  horrid."     And  it  was.     The  grave  is 

THB   DBEPS8T,    GHASTLIEST   PIT 

that  a  man  ever  looks  in,  unless  the  lamp  of  G-od's  word 
flashes  into  it.  For  whole  ages  men  thought  that  the 
sepulchre  was  a  den  where  a  great  monster  gorged  him- 
self on  human  carcasses.  **  I  will  put  an  end  to  that,"  said 
Jesus  of  Nazareth ;  **  I  will  with  mine  own  voice  go  down 
and  make  darkness  flee ;"  and  as  He  stepped  out  from  the 
gate  of  heaven,  all  the  graveyards  of  earth  cried :  **  Come  I 
Gome  I"  And  He  came  down,  bringing  a  great  numy  beau- 
tiful lights,  and  above  this  babe's  grave  He  himg  a  light, 
and  over  this  mother's  tomb  He  huog  a  light,  and  over  this 
wife's  grave  He  hung  a  light,  and  over  all  the  sleeping- 
placea  of  the  Chiistaan  de^  He  hung  a  light.    Then  He 
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uttered  His  Toice,  and  it  ran  along  under  the  ground  from 
city  to  citjy  and  along  under  the  sea  from  continent  to  con- 
tinent, nntU  mausoleum,  and  sarcophagus,  and  sepulchre 
throbbed  with  the  joy — **  I  am  the  resurrection  and  the  life, 
he  that  believeth  in  Me,  though  he  were  dead,  yet  shall  he 
live."  And  now  if  G-reenwood,  and  Laurel  Hill,  and  Mount 
Auburn  could  break  their  beautiful  silence  and  should  speak, 
their  lips  of  bronze  and  granite  would  break  forth  in  the 
strains  of  mj  text :  **  Thj  word  is  a  lamp." 

O  ye  bruised  souls  I  0  ye  who  have  been  cutting  your- 
selves among  the  tombs  I  O  ye  who  have  been  sowing 
seed  for  the  resurrection  day  I  O  ye  of  the  broken  heart ! 
I  come  out  to-day  and  put  in  your  hand  this  glorious  G-os- 
pel  lamp.  It  will  throw  a  glow  of  consolation  over  your 
bereft  spirit.  ^'Weeping  may  endure  for  a  night,  but 
joy  cometh  in  the  morning."  ^'They  that  sow  in  tears 
will  reap  in  joy."  Babbi  Mier  went  off  from  home  to  be 
gone  a  few  days,  and  left  two  beautiful  boys.  While  he 
was  gone  the  two  lads  died.  Babbi  Mier  returned,  not 
knowing  that  anything  had  happened.  His  Christian 
wife  knew  he  would  be  overcome  with  grief,  and  she  met 
him  at  the  door  and  said  to  him:  "My  husband,  I  once 
had. two  beautiful  jewels  loaned  to  me.  I  had  them  for 
a  little  while.  And  do  you  know,  while  you  were  gone  the 
owner  came  for  them.  Ought  I  to  have  given  themp" 
"Of  course,"  said  Babbi  Mier:  "you  ought  to  have 
given  them  up,  you  say  they  were  only  loaned."  Then  she 
called  her  husband  to  the  side-room  and  removed  the  cloth 
that  covered  the  dead  children.  After  Babbi  Mier  had  for 
a  few  moments  given  way  to  his  grief,  he  rose  up  and  said  : 
"Now 

I   KNOW  WHAT  TOTJ  MBAKT 

by  the  borrowed  jewels.      The  Lord  gave  and  th.<^  Ij»i^ 
hath  taken  away.   Blessed  be  the  nsbmft  ol  \\i<b\jK3»t^r     ^s^^ 
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80  Babbi  Mier  was  oomfortecL  Let  this  sepnlcliral  light 
gild  all  the  grares  of  your  dead.  May  this  lamp  of  the 
text  be  set  in  all  jour  parlours,  in  all  your  streets,  in  all 
your  stores,  in  all  yonr  chorcheBi  in  all  yonr  sepulchres! 
Amen. 


UNITARTANISM   VEBSUS  THE  BIBLE. 

"  Christ  came,  who  is  oyer  all|  God  blessed  for  ever.    Amen." — Momant 
X.  5. 

PAUL  was  a  reckless  man  in  always  telling  the  whole 
truth ;  it  mattered  not  who  it  hit  or  what  theologicd 
system  it  npset.  In  this  one  sentence  he  makes  a  world  of 
trouble  for  all  Arians  and  Socinians,  and  gives  a  cud  for 
scepticism  to  chew  on  for  the  next  thousand  years.  We 
must  proceed  skilfully  to  twist  this  passage  of  Scripture,  or 
we  shall  have  to  admit  the  Deity  of  Jesus  Christ.  I  roll  up 
my  sleeves  for  the  work,  and  begin  by  saying,  perhaps  this 
is  a  wrong  version.  No,  all  the  versions  agree — Syriac, 
Ethiopic,  Latin,  Arabic.  Perhaps  this  word  G-od  means  a 
being  of  great  power,  but  not  the  Deity.  It  is  God  **  over 
all.''  But  perhaps  this  word  God  refers  to  the  first  person 
of  the  Trinity— God  the  Father.  No ;  it  is  "  Christ  came, 
who  is  over  all,  God  blessed  for  ever.  Amen."  Whichever 
way  I  take  it,  and  when  I  turn  it  upside  down,  and  when  I 
try  to  read  it  in  every  possible  shape,  I  am  compelled  to 
leave  it  as  all  have  been  compelled  to  leave  it  who  have  g^ne 
before  me,  an  incontrovertible  proof  of  the  eternal  and  mag- 
nificent Godhead  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  "  Christ  came, 
who  is  over  all,  God  blessed  for  ever.    Amen." 

About  the  differences  between  the  evangelical  denomina* 
tions  of  Christians,  I  have  no  concern.  If  I  could  by  the 
turning  over  of  my  hand  decide  whether  fiaally  all  the  world 
shall  be  Methodbts,  or  Baptists,  or  Episcopalians,  or  Con- 
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gregationalists,  or  PresbjterianSy  I  would  not  tnm  oyer  my 
hand ;  but  between  Unitarianisniy  which  diBbelieves  the  deity 
of  Chriaty  and  Trinitarianism,  which  argues  His  Divine 
nature^  there  is  a  difference  as  wide  as  eternity.  If  Ohrist 
be  not  a  €h)d,  then  we  are  base  idolaters.  If  Christ  be  Q-od, 
then  those  who  deny  it  are  blasphemers.  To  that  Christo- 
logical  question  we  oome  this  morning,  and  may  God  help 
us  to  do  right  in  a  question  where  mistake  is  infinite. 

I  suppose  we  are  all  willing  to  take  the  Bible  as  our 
standard.  It  requires  as  much  faith  to  be  an  infidel  as  to 
be  a  Christian ;  but  it  is  faith  in  a  different  direction.  The 
Christian  believes  in  the  statements  of  Moses  and  Isaiah, 
and  David,  and  Matthew,  and  Mark,  and  Luke,  and  Paul. 
The  infidel  believes  in  the  statement  of  the  Freethinkers. 
We  have  faith  in  one  class  of  men;  they  have  faith  in 
another  class  of  men.  Bat  as  I  suppose  the  vast  majority 
of  the  people  in  the  audience  this  morning  are  willing  to 
take  the  Bible  as  their  guide  in  morals  and  religion,  I  shall 
make  this  book  my  starting  point. 

Ton  may  be  aware  that  the  two  g^at  generals  who  have 
marshalled  the  largest  army  of  Unitarian  troops  are  Strauss 
and  Benan.  The  multitudes  of  the  slain  under  them  will 
never  be  counted  until  the  day  when  the  archangel  sounds 

THE  BOLL  CALL  OF  THE  BESUBBECTIOK. 

These  men,  and  all  men  who  have  sympathy  with  them, 
begin  by  attacking  the  fortress  of  the  miracles.  They  know 
that  when  once  they  have  captured  that  fortress,  Christianity 
must  surrender.  The  great  Q-erman  exegete  says  that  all 
the  miracles  are  myths.  The  great  French  exegete  says 
that  all  the  miracles  are  legends.  They  must  somehow  or 
other  explain  away  everything  supernatural  in  the  Bible— 
everything  supernatural  in  the  life  of  Christ — though  to 
accomplish  that  they  must  go  up  the  greatoat  ^w^^ibN^< 
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Thej  prefer  the  mirades  of  baman  nonsense  rather  tlian  the 

grand  miracles  of  Jesus  Christ.    Thej  saj,  for  instance,  that 

the  miraculons  birth  of  Christ  was  a  myth,  just  as  it  is  a 

fanciful  idea  that  Bomulus  was  born  of  Bhea  Sylvia  and  the 

god  Mars.    Thej  say  that  Christ  did  not  feed  fire  thousand 

with  a  few  loaves  of  bread ;  that  is  only  a  myth  which  got 

mixed  up  with  the  distribution  of  twenty  loaves  among  a 

hundred  people  by  Elisha.    They  say  Christ  did  not  turn 

the  water  into  wine ;  that  was  oiily  an  improvement  on  the 

old  Egyptian  plague  by  which  water  was  turned  into  blood. 

They  say  no  star  pointed  down  to  the  manger  where  Jesus 

laid ;  that  was  only  the  flash  of  a  passing  lantern.    They 

say  that  Christ's  sweating  great  drops  of  blood  in  Cethse- 

mane  was  net  very  astonishing,  for  He  had  been  exposed  to 

the  nighty  and  had  been  taken  suddenly  physically  ill.    They 

say  no  tongues  of  fire  sat  on  the  heads  of  the  disciples  at  the 

Pentecost ;  it  was  only  a  greajb  thunder-storm,  and  the  air 

was  fall  of  electricity,  and  it  snapped  and  flew  all  around 

about  the  heads  of  the  disciples.    They  say  that  Mary  and 

Martha,  and  Lazarus,  and  Christ  made  up  their  minds  is 

was  necessary  to  get  up  an  excitement  in  order  to  forward 
their  religion,  and  so  they  resolved  to  play  funeral,  and 

Lazarus  consented  to  be  the  corpse,  and  Mary  and  Martha 
consented  to  be  mourners,  and  Christ  consented  to  be  the 
chief  operator.  I,  of  course,  put  it  in  my  own  words,  but 
state  accurately  their  meaning.  They  say  that  the  four 
Gospels  are  spurious,  written  by  superstitious  or  lying  men, 
and  that  they  were  backed  up  by  people  who  were  to  die 
and  actually  did  die  for  a  thing  they  did  not  believe.  Now 
I  take  back  the  limited  remark  I  made  a  moment  ago,  and 
say  that  it  requires  a  thousandfold  more  credulity  and  faith 
to  be  an  infidel  than  to  be  a  Christian,  and  that  if  Chris- 
tianity demands  that  the  whale  swallow  Jonah,  then  scepti- 
dsm  demands  that  Jonah  swallow  the  whale. 
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I  propose  this  morning  to  show  yon,  so  far  as  the  Lord 
may  help  me,  that  Jesus  Christ  is  Q-od.  I  shall  prove  it, 
firsts  from  what  inspired  men  say  of  Him ;  then  from  what 
Bs  said  of  Himself ;  then  from  His  wonderful  achievements. 

"OBT  A   GOOD   PAT   TEXT   TO   STAET  WITH,** 

said  Dr.  DadloWy  our  grand  old  theological  professor.  If  I 
never  had  such  a  text  before,  I  have  one  this  morning: 
"  Christ  came,  who  is  over  all,  God  blessed  for  ever.  Amen." 
Not  over  Solomon's  throne ;  not  higher  than  David's  throne ; 
not  higher  than  Csesar's  ;  not  higher  than  the  Henrys',  than 
the  Fredericks',  than  the  Louis',  than  Napoleon's,  than 
Victoria's.  O,  yes.  Gather  all  those  thrones  and  pile  them 
np,  and  my  text  overspans  them  as  easily  as  a  rainbow  spans 
the  mountain-top.  "Christ  came,  who  is  over  all,  God 
blessed  for  ever.    Amen." 

The  Bible  says :  "  all  things  were  made  by  Him."  Stop ! 
Does  not  that  prove  too  much?  He  did  not  make  the 
Mediterranean,  did  He?  not  Mount  Lebanon?  nor  the  Alps? 
not  Mount  Washington  ?  not  the  earth  ?  not  the  stars  ?  not 
the  universe?  Yes,  all  things  were  made  by  Him.  And 
lest  we  should  be  so  stupid  as  not  to  understand  it,  the 
apostle  concludes  by  saving :  **  Without  Him  was  not  any- 
thing made  that  was  made."  Why,  then.  He  must  have 
been  a  God. 

The  Bible  says :  "  At  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ  every  knee 
shall  bow,  of  things  on  earth,  and  things  in  heaven."  See 
all  heaven  coming  down  on  their  knees — ^martyrs  on  their 
knees,  apostles  on  their  knees,  confessors  on  their  knees, 
the  archangel  on  his  knees.  Before  whom?  A  man?  No, 
a  God. 

The  Bible  goes  on  to  say  that  "  every  tongue  shall  confess 
that  Jesus  Christ  is  Lord."  Malayan,  Bornesian,  Mexican, 
Persian,  Italian,  German,  Spanish,  Fcencli)  l^\i^^A£*^ — ^^^^v^ 
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tongue  sliall  confess  that  Jesus  Christ  is  Lord.  Why,  He 
must  be  a  God.  The  Bible  says :  **  Jesus  Christ,  the  same 
yesterday,  to-day,  and  for  ever."  Men  change;  the  body 
changes  entirely  in  seven  years,  the  mind  changes,  the  heart 
changes ;  but ''  Christ  the  same  yesterday,  to-day,  and  for 
ever."    He  must  be  a  Gh)d. 

Philosophera  say  that  it  is  grayitation,  the  centripetal  and 
centrifugal  forces,  which  keep  the  worlds  from  clashing  and 
from  demolition ;  but  Paul  says  that  Christ's  arm  is  the  axle 
on  which  eyerything  turns,  and  that  His  hand  is  the  socket 
in  which  everything  is  set ;  ''  upholding^  holding  all  things 
by  the  word  of  His  power."    He  must  be  a  GK)d. 

Bat  I  go  on  in  the  next  place  and  see  what  Christ  said  of 
Himself.  Every  person  ought  to  know  more  about  himself 
than  anybody  else  does.  If  I  ask  you  where  you  were  bom, 
and  you  say :  **  I  was  bom  in  Chester,  England,  or  Dublin,  or 
New  Orleans,"  I  would  belieye  you.  Why  ?  Because  you 
ought  to  know — ^it  b  a  matter  that  pertains  to  yourself.  If 
I  ask  you  whether  you  can  lift  three  or  four  hundred  pounds, 
and  you  said  yes,  I  would  belieye  you.  Tou  ought  to  know. 
If  I  ask  you  how  much  money  you  haye — a  hundred  or  a 
hundred  thousand  dollars — and  you  tell  me,  I  belieye  you, 
because  you,  being  an  honest  man,  will  tell  me  truth.  Now 
I  ask  if  Christ  ought  not  to  know  whether  or  not  He  is 
God  ?    I  ask  his  age.    He  says,  in  so  many  words : 

''bBFOBS  ABBAHAM  was,   I  AM." 

Abraham  had  been  dead  two  thousand  and  twenty-eight 
years.  Was  Christ  two  thousand  and  twenty-eight  years 
old  ?  He  says  so.  In  Eeyelations  He  says :  '^  I  am  Alpha ; " 
Alpha  being  the  first  letter  of  the  Greek  alphabet,  it  was  as 
mach  as  to  say :  *^  1  am  the  A  of  the  great  alphabet  of  all 
the  centuries."  Oaght  not  He  to  know  ? 
Could  Christ  be  in  a  tloLOUAVudi ^\aAi^%  Sit  the  same  time? 
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I 

He  said  so.  He  intimates  that  He  can  be  in  Madras,  in 
StoGkholm,  in  Pekin,  in  San  Francisco^  in  Constantinople  at 
the  same  time.  **  Where  two  or  three  are  gathered  together 
in  My  name,  there  am  I  in  the  midst  of  them."  The  faculty 
of  every  whereatiyeness,  is  it  a  homan  or  a  Diyine  attribute  ? 
Lest  we  should  think  that  this  power  of  every  whereative- 
ness  should  give  out,  Christ  intimates  that  He  is  going  to 
keep  on,  and  that  on  the  day  before  the  world  is  burned  up 
He  will  be  in  all  the  prayer-meetings  in  Europe,  Africa,  and 
North  and  South  America;  for  He  declares  in  so  many 
words :  "  Lo  I  I  am  with  you  alway,  even  unto  the  end  of  the 
world  !  "    He  is  a  Ood !    He  is  a  God ! 

He  takes  Divine  honours.  He  calls  himself  the  Lord  of 
men,  the  Lord  of  angels,  the  Lord  of  devils.  Is  He  not  ? 
If  He  b  not,  then  He  is  the  grandest  fraud  that  was  ever 
enacted.  To-morrow  morning,  a  man  comes  into  your  store 
in  New  York  and  he  sajs :  **  1  am  Mr.  Laird,  the  great  ship- 
builder of  Liverpool.  I  built  the  Alabama.  I  have  built  a 
great  many  fine  ships."  You  treat  him  with  a  great  deal  of 
consideration ;  but  you  find  out  after  awhile  that  he  is  not 
Mr.  Laird,  and  that  he  never  built  anjthiog.  What  is  that 
man?  An  impostor.  Now  Christ  said  that  He  built  the 
earth — ^built  all  things.  Did  He  build  the  earth  or  did  He 
not  ?  If  He  did.  He  was  a  God ;  if  He  did  not.  He  was  an 
impostor.  A  man  with  a  Jewish  countenance  and  German 
accent  comes  into  your  store.  He  says :  **  1  am  Eothschild, 
the  banker,  of  London.  I  bold  the  wealth  of  nations  in  my 
vest  pocket.  I  loaned  that  money  to  Italy  and  to  Austria." 
You  treat  him  with  a  great  deal  of  consideration  for  awhile ; 
but  suppose  you  find  out  that  he  is  not  a  banker,  that  he 
does  not  own  a  single  dollar  in  all  the  world?  What  is  that 
man  ?  An  impostor.  Now  Christ  comes  and  He  says  He 
owns  this  world,  He  owns  the  next,  He  owns  all  the  gloriea 
of  land  and  sea,  He  professes  to  be  T8iA\im'Ba&  ^^^^i^^ssis^'SA^ 
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Ig  He  in  the  possession  of  all  these  tilings  P    Does  He  own 
them  all  P    If  He  does  not,  what  is  He  P 

AN     IMPOSTOB. 

A  man  with  venerable  aspect  and  grej  beard  comes  into  the 
White  Honse  at  Washington.  He  says  to  the  President,  ''I 
am  King  William  of  Germany.  I  have  come  over  incagniio 
for  the  purpose  of  recreation  and  amusement.  I  gained  the 
▼ictorj  at  Sedan.  I  have  castles  in  Berlin  and  Dresden." 
Suppose  after  awhile  the  President  finds  that  he  has  no 
castles,  and  that  he  b  not  the  King ;  what  is  he  then  P  An 
impostor.  Now,  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  professed  to  be 
King,  eternal,  immortal,  invisible,  the  only  wise  God.  If 
He  was  not,  what  was  He  P  I  appeal  to  your  common  sense. 
He  was  either  God,  or  He  was  a  villain.  Strauss  saw  that 
alternative,  and  he  says  that  Christ  was  sinful  in  taking 
homage  that  did  not  belong  to  Him.  Eenan  saw  that  alter- 
native, and  says  that  Christ,  not  through  his  own  fault,  but 
through  the  fault  of  others,  lost  some  of  the  purity  of  His 
conscience,  and  slyly  intimates  that  dishonourable  women 
may  have  damaged  His  souL  Anything  but  admit  that 
Christ  is  God. 

I  have  shown  you  that  Christ  was  God,  from  what  inspired 
men  have  said  of  Him  and  from  what  He  said  of  Himself; 
now  I  want  to  show  you  that  He  was  God  from  His  wonder- 
ful  achievements.  I  suppose  that  all  believe  the  Bible.  If 
you  do  not,  what  do  you  do  in  the  Brooklyn  Tabemade? 
Why  do  you  not  go  over  to-day  and  join  the  infidel  club  in 
Broadway  P  Why  do  you  not  go  and  kiss  the  foot  of  the 
new  statue  of  Tom  Payne  they  are  rearing  in  Boston  p  Why 
do  you  not  take  your  hat,  and  not  stealing  the  hymn-book, 
go  out  and  find  associates  among  men  who  do  not  believe  in 
the  Word  of  God,  the  ohly  foundation  for  good  government 
and  for  common  honesty  P    We  in  this  church  are  among 
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the  deluded  soub  and  the  narrow-heads  who  belieye  the 
whole  Bible,  and  take  it  down  in  one  swallow  as  easilj  as 
jon  take  down  a  ripe  strawbmry.  Supposing  that  yon 
admit  the  Bible  to  be  trnoylet  nsgoont  and  seethe  Saviour's 
achieTements — surgical,  alimentarj,  marinoy  mortuary. 

Surgical  achieTements  P  Did  yon  eyer,  in  all  the  scientific 
journals  of  the  world,  see  such  wonderful  operations  as  He 
performed?  He  used  no  knife.  He  carried  no  splints.  He 
employed  no  compress.  He  never  made  a  patient  squirm 
under  cauterization.  He  never  tied  an  artery,  and  yet, 
behold  Him.  With  one  word  he  stuck  fast  Malchus's  ampu- 
tated ear.  He  stirred  dust  and  spittle  into  a  salve,  with 
which  He  made  the  man  who  was  bem  blind,  without  optic 
nerve,  cornea,  or  crystaline  lens,  open  his  eyes  on  the  glorions 
sunlight.  He  beat  music  on  the  drum  of  the  deaf  ear.  He 
straightened  a  woman  who,  through  contraction  of  muscles, 
had  been  bent  almost  double  for  nigh  two  decades.  He 
made  a  man  who  had  not  used  his  limbs  for  thirty-eight 
years  shoulder  his  mattress  and  walk  off.  Sir  Astley  Cooper, 
Abemethy,  and  Valentine  Mott  stood  powerless  before  a 
withered  arm.    This 

DOOTOB  or  OMNIPOTBNT   SITBGBBT 

comes  np  to  the  man  with  the  lifeless,  useless,  shrivelled 
arm,  and  He  says  to  him :  **  Stretch  forth  thy  hand."  The 
man  stretched  it  forth  just  as  good  as  the  other.  This  was  a 
QoA !    This  was  a  Qoi ! 

Alimentary  achievements  P  A  lad  comes  with  five  loaves 
with  which  he  expected  to  make  a  speculation ;  perhaps 
having  bought  them  for  five  pennies,  and  expecting  to  sell 
them  for  ten  pennies,  and  thus  double  his  money.  Lo! 
Christ  takes  those  loaves,  and  from  them  performs  a  mirade 
with  which  he  satisfies  seven  thousand  famishing  people. 
When  the  Saviour's  mother  went  into  a  neighbo^^  V^^^^s^^ 
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to  help  get  np  a  wedding-partj,  and  by  a  calcnlation  sbe 
•aw  that  thej  had  made  a  mistalro  in  the  amount  of  beverage 
that  was  reqaimte,  she  calls  Christ  for  help ;  and  Christ,  to 
reliere  the  awkward  embarrassment,  not  tluroagh  slow  decaj 
of  fermentation,  bnt  by  one  word,  makes  a  hundred  and 
thirtj  gallons  of  pore  wine. 

Marine  achieyements  P  Do  yon  not  remember  how  He 
brought  around  a  whole  school  of  fish  into  the  net  of  the 
men  who  were  mourning  orer  their  poor  luck,  and  how  thej 
had  to  halloo  to  the  people  in  the  other  boat,  and  then  both 
ships  were  loaded  down  to  the  water's  edge  with  game,  bo 
that  the  sailors  had  to  walk  cautiously  from  larboard  to 
starboard  lest  the  boat  sink.  And  then  when  the  squall 
came  down  through  the  mountain  gorge  to  the  water,  and 
G^nnessaret  with  long  white  locks  of  foam  rose  up  to  battle 
it,  and  the  vessel  dropped  into  the  trough,  and  shipped  a 
se%  and  the  loosened  sails  cracked  in  the  tornado;  how 
Christ  rose  from  the  back  part  of  the  vessel,  and  came  on 
across  the  staggering  ship  until  He  came  to  the  prow ;  and 
wiping  the  spray  from  His  forehead,  hushed  the  crjing 
tempest  on  the  knee  of  His  omnipotence.  0,  was  it  a  man 
who  wrestled  down  the  storm  ?  Was  it  a  man  who,  with 
both  feet  trampled  Oennessaret  into  a  smooth  floor  P 

But  look  at  His  mortuary  achievements.  Let  all  the 
psychologists  and  anatomists  of  the  world  go  to  Westminster 
Abbey,  and  try  to  wake  Qaeen  Elizabeth,  or  Henry  VIIL 
All  the  ingenuity  of  man  never  yet  brought  the  dead  to  life. 
But  look  at  that  dead  girl  at  Capernaum.  What  a  pity  that 
she  should  die  so  early,  and  when  the  world  is  so  fair.  She 
is  only  twelve  years  old.  Feel  of  the  hands.  Feel  of  the 
brow.  Dead.  Dead.  The  house  is  full  of  uproar  and 
wailing.  What  does  Christ  do  ?  He  comes  and  takes  that 
little  girl  by  the  hand,  and  no  sooner  has  He  touched  her 
hand  than  her  eyes  open,  and  her  heart  starts,  and  the  white 
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lilj  of  death  flashes  into  the  red  rose  of  life,  and  she  rashes 
into  the  arms  of  her  rejoicing  relatiTOS.  Who  was  it  that 
raised  her  apP    Was  it  a  man,  or  was  it  a  Otoi  ? 

What  is  that  crying  in  Bethany  ?    Mary  crying,  Martha 
Cfyingy  Jesos  crying,  and  the  neighbonrs  crying. 

WHAT   IS   THB  MATTXbP 

Lazaras  is  dead.  Tiie  sisters  think  they  will  nerer  again  see 
him,  never  have  him  sit  at  the  table  again.  Poor  things  I 
Since  their  father  died  they  have  depended  apon  Lazaras 
for  almost  eyerything.  Jesos  comes  down  to  the  excavation 
in  the  rock,  in  one  of  the  side  niches  of  which  Lazaras  sleeps 
in  death.  Jesas  generally  spoke  in  gentle  articalations,  bat 
now  He  lets  oat  His  Toice  to  fall  strength,  antil  it  rings 
throngh  all  the  labyrinths  and  avenaes  of  the  rock: 
''Lazaras,  come  forth P'  And  Lazaras  slides  down  from 
the  side  niche  into  the  main  avenae  of  the  rock,  and  stands 
a  living  man  before  the  abashed  and  conf oanded  spectators. 
Who  was  it  that  stood  at  the  month  of  that  cave,  and 
attered  that  potent  word  P  Was  it  a  man  P  Tell  that  to 
the  Innatics  in  Bloomingdale  Asylam.  It  was  Christ,  the 
everywhere  present,  the  everlasting,  the  omniscient,  the 
omnipotent  Otod !  Bat  there  is  one  test  which  will  show 
yon  whether  Christ  is  God  or  not.  The  redtal  of  that  one 
verse  onght  to  blanch  the  cheeks  of  some  with  alarm,  and 
kindle  the  faces  of  others  with  eternal  snnrise :  **  We  mast 
all  appear  before  the  jadgment-seat  of  Christ.''  The  world 
will  be  stnnned  by  a  blow  that  will  make  it  stagger  mid 
heaven ;  the  stars  will  scatter  like  dried  leaves  in  an  eqainoz ; 
tiie  graveyards  will  nnroll  the  bodies,  and  the  donds  will 
nnroll  the  spirits,  and  seal  and  flesh  will  come  together  in« 
incorrnptible  conjanction.  Hark  to  the  load  wash  of  the 
retreating  sea,  and  the  baying  of  the  advancing  thanders, 
and  the  sweeping  of  winged  cohorts  I    Smoke  and  darkness. 
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and  fire  and  eartbqnakey  and  ghoniingy  Bhoutingy  sbontingv 
wailing,   waUing,  wailing.    On  tho  one  side,  in  piled  np 
galleries  of  light,  are  the  one  hundred  and  fortj  and  four 
thousand — jetk,  the  qnintillions  of  the  saved ;  and  as  thej 
take  their  seats,  I  feel  as  if  I  must  drop  under  the  insuffer* 
able  radiance.    On  the  other  side  b  piled  up,  in  galleries  of 
thunder-cloudy  the  frowning,  glaring,  djing  populations  of 
the  wrath  to  come.  Before  me,  and  between  the  two  galleries, 
is  a  throne.    It  is  very  high.    It  stands  on  two  burnished 
pillars — ^justice  and  mercy.    It  is  stupendous  with  awards 
and  condemnations.    Look;  but  half  hide  your  eyes,  lest 
they  be  put  out  in  the  excess  of  vision.    There  is  a  throne, 
but  no  one  is  seated  on  it.    Who  shall  occupy  it  ?    Will  you 
go  up  and  take  it  f    **  No,"  you  say :  ^  I  am  only  dust  and 
ashes.''    Show  me  some  man  that  is  fit  to  take  it,  in  all  ages. 
Lord  Mansfield  P     No.      Solomon  ?     No.      Isaiah  P    No. 
Paul  P    No.    Their  foot  would  consume  at  the  first  touch  of 
the  step  of  that  throne.    Even  Gabriel  dare  not  go  up  on 
it.    Michael,  the  archangel,  would  rather  bow  down,  pulling 
his  right  wing  over  his  left,  and  both  over  his  face,  and  cry: 
**  Holy ! ''    Bat  here  is  one  ascending  that  throne. 

HIS   BACK   IS   TOWABD    US. 

He  goes  step  above  step,  height  above  height,  until  He  comes  to 
the  apex.  Then,  turning  around,  so  that  all  nations  can  see 
Him,  we  behold  it  is  Christ;  and  all  earth,  and  heaven, and  hell 
fall  on  the  knee,  and  cry  out :  "  It  is  a  God !  It  is  a  God ! " 
There  is  great  comfort  in  my  subject.  It  is  God  who 
came  down  in  Jesus  Christ  to  save  us.  Do  you  think  only  a 
man  could  have  made  an  atonement  for  millions  of  the  race  P 
Does  your  common  sense  teach  you  thatp  I  tell  you  if 
Christ  is  not  God  the  redemption  of  our  race  is  a  deal 
failure.  We  want  a  Divine  arm  to  lift  our  burden.  We 
want  a  Divine  endurance  to  carry  our  pang.    We  want  a 
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Divine  expiation  to  take  away  our  sin ;  and  **  Ohrist  camoi 
who  is  over  all,  Q-od  blessed  for  ever.    Amen.'' 

Gt>d  also  conies  down  in  Christ  to  oomf ort  joo.  Some- 
times  our  troubles  are  so  great,  human  sympathy  does  not 
seem  to  be  sufficient  for  them.  O  ye  who  cried  all  last  night 
because  of  loneliness  and  berearement,  I  want  to  tell  you 
that  it  is  your  Maker  and  your  God  that  comes  this  day  to 
eomfort  you.  When  there  are  children  in  the  house,  and 
the  mother  dies,  then  you  know  that  the  father  has  to  be 
more  gentle  than  ever,  and  he  has  to  act  two  parts  in  that 
household.  And  it  seems  as  if  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  looked 
down  and  saw  your  helplessness,  and  he  proposed  to  be  both 
father  and  mother  to  your  sick  soul.  He  comes  in  the 
strength  of  the  one,  and  in  the  tenderness  of  the  other,  and 
He  says:  ''As  a  father  pitieth  his  children  so  I  pity  you. 
As  one  whom  his  mother  comforteth  so  I  will  comfort  you." 
O,  do  you  not  feel  the  hush  of  that  Divine  lullaby  P  Put 
down  your  tired  head  on  the  heaving  bosom  of  that  Divine 
compassion,  and  let  Him  put  His  arms  around  you,  and  say  : 
*'  O,  widowed  soul,  I  will  be  thy  husband  and  thy  God.  O, 
orphaned  ones,  I  will  be  your  protector.  Don't  cry.  Don't 
cry."  And  then  He  will  put  His  hand  on  your  eyelids,  and 
sweep  that  hand  down  on  the  cheek,  wiping  away  all  the 
tears  of  loneliness  and  bereavement.  O,  what  a  loving, 
tender,  sympathetic  God  has  come  for  us.  I  do  not  ask 
you,  this  morning,  to  lay  hold  of  God ;  you  may  be  too  weak 
for  that.  I  do  not  ask  you  even  to  pray ;  you  may  be  too 
bewildered  for  that.  I  only  ask  jou  just  to  let  go,  and  fall 
back  into  the  arms  of  everlasting  strength. 

You  and  I  will  soon  hear  the  click  of  the  latch  of  the 
sepulchre.  We  want  an  Almighty  Christ  to  go  with  us.  I 
wonder  if  the  friend  of  Lazarus  will  be  about.  Oar  friends 
will  take  us  with  strong  arms,  and  lay  us  down  in  the  dust ; 
but  they  cannot  bring  us  back  again.    I  would 
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BB  80ABED   WITH   IKFINITB   FBIOHT 

if  I  thought  I  should  haye  to  stay  there  for  eyer.  Bat  no. 
Christ  will  oome  with  a  glorious  iconoclasm,  and  split  and 
grind  up  the  granite^  and  let  us  come  out.  O,  the  resurrec- 
tion I    What  kind  of  a  resurrection  will  it  be  P 

A  young  woman  was  recently  dying,  without  any  hope, 
and  she  said  to  her  mother  in  the  closing  hour :  '^  Mother, 
I  am  going  away  from  you,  and  I  am  so  afraid."  When  you 
leave  this  world,  when  you  bid  farewell  to  those  with  whom 
you  have  been  associated,  and  in  the  last  great  day,  will  you 
be  afraid  P  If  we  have  on  that  day  Christ,  the  Omnipotent 
Saviour,  on  our  side,  all  shall  be  well.  If  the  resurrection 
comes  upon  a  spring  day,  and  all  the  flowers  are  blooming 
around  our  graves,  how  pleasant  it  would  be  to  take  up  the 
brightest  one  of  all  those  flowers  and  put  in  the  scarred  hand 
of  Him  who  died  for  us ;  to  gather  up  the  most  redolent  of 
them  all,  and  twist  them  into  a  garland  for  the  brow  that 
was  struck  with  the  thorns.  On  that  day,  when  Jesus  is 
surrounded  by  all  the  dominions  of  the  saved,  we  will  see 
what  an  awful  libel  it  was  when  men  said  that  Christ  was 
only  a  man ;  and  then  you  will  declare  with  unparalleled 
emphasis :  **  Christ  came,  who  is  over  all,  God  blessed  for 
ever.  Amen."  0,  would  you  not  like  to  join  in  that 
''Amen,"  ye  who  believe  this  Christ  is  the  eternal  God? 
You  shall  have  my  permission.  Let  your  **  Amen  "  be  the 
dozology  of  this  whole  assemblage  I  **  Christ  came,  who  is 
over  all,  G^d  blessed  for  ever.  Amen."  [Thousands  of 
voices:  ^^Amenl"] 
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THE    RELIGION    OP    GHOSTS. 

*'  Behold,  there  is  a  woman  that  hath  a  familiar  spirit  at  En-dor.  And 
Sanl  disguised  himself,  and  put  on  other  raiment,  and  be  went,  and  two 
men  with  him,  and  they  came  to  the  woman  by  night :  and  he  said,  I 
pray  thee,  divine  nnto  me  by  tiie  familiar  spirit,  and  bring  me  him  np, 
whom  I  shall  name  unto  thee.** — 1  Sam  zzviii.  7|  8. 

TEOUBLE  to  the  right  of  him,  and  trouble  to  the  left 
of  him,  Saul  knew  not  what  to  do.  As  a  last  resort, 
he  condaded  to  seek  oat  a  spiritual  medium,  or  a  witch,  or 
anything  that  you  please  to  call  her — at  any  rate,  a  woman 
who  had  communication  with  the  spirits  of  the  eternal  world. 
It  was  a  very  difficult  thing  to  do,  for  Saul  had  either  slain 
all  the  witches,  or  oompeiled  them  to  stop  business.  A 
servant,  one  day,  said  to  King  Saul :  '^  I  know  of  a  spiritual 
medium  down  at  the  village  of  En-dor.''  **  Do  you  ?  "  said 
the  king.  Night  falls.  Saul,  putting  off  his  kingly  robes, 
and  putting  on  the  dress  of  a  plain  citizen,  with  two  servants, 
goes  out  to  hunt  up  this  spiritual  medium.  It  was  no  easy 
thing  for  Saul  to  disguise  himself,  for  the  tallest  people  in 
the  country  only  came  up  to  his  shoulder,  and  I  think  from 
the  strength  of  the  man  and  the  way  he  bore  himself,  he 
must  have  been  well-proportioned.  It  must  have  been  a 
frightful  thing  to  see  a  man  walking  along  in  the  night  eight 
or  nine  feet  high.  I  suppose,  as  the  people  saw  him  pass, 
they  said :  ''  Who  is  that  P  He  is  as  tall  as  the  king '' — 
having  no  idea  that  in  such  a  plain  dress  there  really  was 
passing  the  king.  Saul  and  his  servants  after  awhile  reach 
the  village,  and  they  say :  '^  I  wonder  if  this  is  the  house ; " 
and  they  look  in  and  they  see  the  haggard,  weird,  and 
shrivelled  up  spiritual  medium  sitting  by  the  light,  and  on 
the  table  sculptured  images,  and  divining  rods,  and  poisonous 
herbs,  and  bottles,  and  vases.  They  say :  ''  Yes,  this  must 
be  the  place."  One  loud  rap  brings  the  woman  to  the  door, 
and  as  she  stands  there,  holding  the  candle  or  lamp  above 
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Iter  head,  and  peering  out  into  the  darkness,  she  sajs : ''Who 
is  here  ?  "  The  tall  king  informs  her  that  he  has  come  to 
hare  his  fortune  told.  When  she  hears  that  she  trembles, 
and  almost  drops  the  light,  for  she  knows  there  is  no  chance 
for  a  fortune-teller  or  spiritual  medium  in  all  the  land.  But 
Saul  having  sworn  that  no  harm  shall  come  to  her,  she 
says :  ''  Well,  who  shall  I  bring  up  from  the  dead  9  "  Saul 
says — 

'^BBnfG  UP  SAMTTEL." 

That  was  the  prophet  who  had  died  a  little  while  before.  I 
see  her  waving  a  wand,  or  stirring  up  some  poisonous  herbs 
in  a  cauldron,  or  hear  muttering  over  some  incantations,  or 
stamping  with  her  foot,  as  she  cries  out  to  the  reakn  of  the 
dead :  ''  Samuel !  Samuel  I''  Lo,  Aie  freezing  horror !  The 
floor  of  the  tenement  opens,  and  the  grey  hairs  float  up,  and 
the  forehead,  the  eyes,  the  lips,  the  shoulders,  the  arms,  the 
feet,  the  entire  body  of  dead  Samuel,  wrapped  in  septdchral 
robe,  appearing  to  the  astonished  group,  who  stagger  back 
and  hold  fast,  and  catch  their  breath,  and  shiver  with  terror. 
The  dead  prophet,  white  and  awful  from  the  tomb,  begins  to 
move  his  ashen  lips,  and  he  glares  upon  King  Saul,  and  cries 
out :  **  What  did  you  bring  me  up  for  ?  Why  did  you  break 
my  long  sleep?  What  do  you  mean.  King  Saul ? ''  Saul, 
trying  to  compose  and  control  himself,  makes  this  stam- 
mering and  affrighted  utterance,  as  he  says  to  the  dead  pro- 
phet :  ''  The  Lord  is  against  me,  and  I  have  come  to  you  for 
help.  What  shall  I  do  P ''  The  dead  prophet  stretched  forth 
his  finger  to  King  Saul  and  said :  ''  Die  to-morrow !  Come 
with  me  into  the  sepulchre.  I  am  going  now.  Come,  come 
with  me !''  And  lo  I  the  floor  again  opens,  and  the  feet  of 
the  dead  prophet  disappear,  and  the  arms,  and  the  shoulders, 
and  the  forehead.  The  floor  closes.  Nothing  is  left  in  the 
room  but  Saul   and  the   two  servants,   and  the  spiritual 
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medianiy  and  the  scalptared  images,  and  tbe  diyiniDg-rods, 
and  the  bottles^  and  the  vasesy  and  the  poisonous  herbs.  O, 
that  was  an  awful  seance ! 

I  learn  first  from  this  subject  that  SpirUualUm  ia  a  very 
old  religion.  It  is  natural  that  people  should  want  to  know 
the  origin  acd  the  history  of  a  doctrine  which  is  so  wide- 
spread in  all  the  villages,  towns,  and  cities  of  the  civilized 
world,  getting  new  converts  every  day — a  doctrine  with 
which  many  of  joa  are  already  tinged. 

SPIBITUALISM  IN  AMEBIOA 

was  bom  in  1847,  in  Hydesville,  Wayne  County,  New  York, 
when  one  night  there  was  a  loud  rap  heard  against  the  door 
of  Michael  Weekman ;  a  rap  a  second  time,  a  rap  a  third 
time ;  and  all  three  times,  when  the  door  was  opened,  there 
was  nothing  found  there,  the  knocking  having  been  made 
seemingly  by  invisible  knuckles.  In  that  same  house  there 
was  a  young  woman  who  had  a  cold  hand  passed  over  her 
face,  and  there  being  seemingly  no  arm  attached  to  it, 
ghostly  suspicions  were  excited.  After  awhile  Mr.  Fox  and 
his  family  moved  into  that  house,  and  then  every  night  there 
was  a  banging  at  the  door ;  and  one  night  Mr.  Fox  said : 
"Are  you  a  spirit?"  Two  raps,  answering  in  the  affirmative. 
''Are  you  an  isjured  spirit ?  "  Two  raps,  answering  in  the 
affirmative.  And  so  they  found  out,  as  they  say,  that  it  was 
the  ghost  or  spirit  of  a  pedlar  who  had  been  murdered  in 
that  house,  many  years  before,  for  his  five  hundred  dollars. 
Whether  the  ghost  of  the  dead  pedlar  had  come  there  to 
collect  his  five  hundred  dollars,  or  his  bones,  I  cannot  say, 
not  being  a  spiritualist ;  but  there  was  a  great  racket  at  the 
door,  so  Mr.  Weekman  declared,  and  Mrs.  Weekman,  and 
Mr.  Fox,  and  Mrs.  Fox,  and  all  the  little  Foxes.  The  excite- 
ment spread.  There  was  a  universal  rumpus.  The  Hon« 
Judge  Edmonds  declared,  in  a  book,  that  he  had  actually 
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seen  a  bell  start  from  the  top  shelf  of  a  closet,  heard  it  ring 
oyer  the  people  that  were  standing  in  the  closet;  then, 
swung  by  inyisible  hands,  it  rang  over  the  people  in  the  back 
parlour ;  and  floated  tnrough  the  folding-doors  to  the  front 
parlour,  rung  over  the  people  there,  and  then  dropped  on 
the  floor.  N.  P.  Talmage,  Senator  of  the  United  States, 
afterwards  Govemor  of  Wisconsin,  had  his  head  completelj 
turned  with  spiritualistic  demonstrations.  A  man,  as  he  was 
passing  along  the  road,  said  that  he  was  lifted  up  bodily, 
and  carried  toward  his  home,  through  the  air,  at  such  great 
speed  he  could  not  count  the  posts  on  the  fence  as  he  passed ; 
and  as  he  had  a  hand-saw  and  a  square  in  his  hand,  they 
beat,  as  he  passed  through  the  air,  most  delightful  music. 
And  the  tables  tipped,  and  the  stools  tilted,  and  the  bedsteads 
raised,  and  the  chairs  upset,  and  it  seemed  as  if  the  spirits 
everywhere  had  gone  into  the  furniture  business !  Well,  the 
people  said :  '^  We  have  got  something  new  in  this  country ; 
it  is  a  new  religion."  O  no,  my  friends.  Thousands  of  years 
ago  we  find  in  our  text 

A   SPIBITUALISTIC   SBA17CB. 

Nothing  in  the  spiritualistic  circles  of  our  day  has  been  more 
strange,  mysterious,  and  wonderful  than  things  which  have 
been  seen  in  the  past  centuries  of  the  world.  In  all  the 
ages  there  have  been  necromancers,  those  who  consult  with 
the  spirits  of  the  departed ;  charmers,  those  who  put  their 
subjects  in  a  mesmeric  state ;  sorcerers,  those  who  by  taking 
poisonous  drugs  see  everything,  and  hear  everything,  and 
tell  everythiag;  dreamers,  people  who  in  their  sleeping 
moments  can  see  the  future  world  and  hold  consultation 
with  spirits ;  astrologers,  who  oould  read  a  new  dispensation 
in  the  stars ;  experts  in  palmistry,  who  can  tell  by  the  lines 
in  the  palm  of  your  hand  your  origin  and  your  history. 
From  a  cave  on  Mount  Parnassus,  we  are  told,  there  was  an 
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exhalation  that  intoxicated  the  sheep  and  the  goats  that 
came  anywhere  near  it,  and  a  shepherd  approaching  it  was 
thrown  by  that  exhalation  into  an  excitement  in  which  he 
could  foretell  future  events  and  hold  consultation  with  the 
spiritual  world.  Yea,  before  the  time  of  Christ  the  Brahmins 
went  through  all  the  table-moving,  all  the  furniture  excite- 
ment, which  the  spirits  have  exploited  in  our  day ;  precisely 
the  same  thing,  ever  and  over  again,  under  the  manipula- 
tions of  the  Brahmins.  Now,  do  you  say  that  Spiritualism  is 
different  from  these  ?  I  answer,  all  these  delusions  I  have 
mentioned  belong  to  the  same  family.  They  are  exhumations 
from  the  unseen  world.  What  does  God  think  of  all  these 
delusions  ?  He  thinks  so  severely  of  them  that  He  never 
speaks  of  them  but  with  livid  thunders  of  indignation.  He 
says :  **  I  will  be  a  swift  witness  against  the  sorcerer."  He 
Bays :  "  Thou  shalt  not  suffer  a  witch  to  live."  And  lest 
you  might  make  some  important  distinction  between  Spirit- 
ualism and  witchcraft,  God  says,  in  so  many  words :  "  There 
shall  not  be  among  you  a  consulter  of  familiar  spirits,  or 
wizard,  or  necromancer ;  for  they  that  do  these  things  are 
an  abomination  unto  the  Lord."  And  He  says  again :  ^*  The 
soul  of  those  who  seek  after  such  as  have  familiar  spirits, 
and  who  go  whoring  after  them,  I  will  set  myself  against 
them,  and  he  shall  be  cut  off  from  among  his  people."  The 
Lord  Almighty,  in  a  score  of  passages,  which  I  have  not  now 
time  to  quote,  utters  His  indignation  against  all  this  great 
family  of  delusions.  After  that  be  a  Spiritualist  if  you 
dare! 

StiU  further  :  we  learn  from  this  text  how  it  is  that  jaeople 
eome  to  faU  into  Spiritualism.     Saul  had 

ENOUGH  TBOUBLB   TO   KILL   TEN   MEN. 

He  did  not  know  where  to  go  for  relief.    After  awhile  he 
resolved  to  go  and  see  the  witch  of  En-dor.    He  expected 
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thftt  somehow  slie  would  afford  him  relief.  It  was  his  trouble 
that  droTe  him  there.  And  I  have  to  tell  you  now  that 
Spiritualism  fiuds  its  victims  iu  the  troubled,  the  bankrupt, 
the  sick,  the  bereft.  You  lose  your  watch,  and  you  go  to  the 
fortune-teller  to  find  where  it  is.  You  are  sick  with  a  strange 
disease,  and  you  go  to  a  fortune-teller  doctor  to  find  out  by 
a  lock  of  hair  what  b  the  matter  with  you.  You  lose  a  friend, 
you  want  the  spiritual  world  opened,  so  that  you  may  have 
communication  with  him.  In  a  highly -wrought,  nervous,  and 
diseased  state  of  mind,  you  go  and  put  yourself  in  that  com- 
munication. That  is  why  I  hate  Spiritualism.  It  takes 
advantage  of  one  in  a  moment  of  weakness,  which  may  come 
upon  us  at  any  time.  We  lose  a  friend.  Tke  trial  is  keen, 
sharp,  suffocating,  almost  maddening.  If  we  could  marshal 
a  host,  and  storm  the  eternal  world,  and  recapture  our  loved 
one,  the  host  would  soon  be  marshalied.  The  house  is  so 
lonely.  The  world  is  so  dark.  The  separation  is  so  insuffer- 
able. 

But  Spiritualism  says:  ''We  will  open  the  future 
world,  and  your  loved  one  can  come  back  and  talk  to  you.'' 
Though  we  may  not  hear  his  voice,  we  may  hear  the  rap  of 
his  hand.  So,  dear  the  table.  Sit  do?m.  Put  your  hands 
on  the  table.  Be  very  quiet.  Fi^e  minutes  gone.  Ten 
minutes.  No  motion  of  the  table.  No  response  from  the 
future  world.  Twenty  minutes.  Thirty  minutes.  Nervous 
exdtement  all  the  time  increasing.  Forty  minutes.  The 
table  shirers.  Two  raps  from  the  future  world.  The  letters 
of  the  alphabet  are  called  over.  The  departed  f riend*s  name 
is  John.  At  the  pronunciation  of  the  letter  '*  J,"  two  raps. 
At  the  pronunciation  of  the  letter  "0,"two  raps.  At  the 
pronunciation  of  the  letter  **  H,"  two  raps.  At  the  pronun- 
ciation of  the  letter  "N,"  two  raps.  There  you  have  the 
whole  name  spelled  out.  J-o-h-n,  John.  Now,  the  spirit 
being  present^  you  say : 
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"JOHN,   ABB  lOTJ  HAPPY  P " 

Two  raps  give  an  affirmative  answer.  Pretty  soon  the  hand 
of  the  medium  begins  to  twitch  and  toss,  and  begios  to  write 
out,  after  paper  and  ink  are  famished,  a  message  from  the 
eternal  world.  What  is  remarkable,  the  departed  spirit, 
although  it  has  been  amid  the  illuminations  of  heaven,  can- 
not spell  as  well  as  it  used  to !  It  has  lost  all  grammatical 
accuracy,  and  cannot  write  as  distinctly.  I  received  a  letter 
through  a  medium  once.  I  sent  it  back.  I  said:  ''Just 
please  to  tell  those  ghosts  they  had  better  go  to  school  and 
get  improved  in  their  orthography  1 "  Now,  just  think  of 
spirits,  that  the  Bible  represents  as  enthroned  in  glory, 
coming  down  to  crawl  under  the  table,  and  break  crockery, 
and  ring  tea-bells  before  supper  is  ready,  and  rap  the  win- 
dow shutter  on  a  gusty  night.  Is  there  any  consolation  in 
such  poor,  miserable  work  compared  with  the  thought  that 
our  departed  Christian  friends,  got  rid  of  pain  and  languish- 
ing, are  in  the  radiant  society  of  heaven,  and  that  we  shall 
join  them  there,  not  in  a  stifled  and  mysterious  half-utter- 
ance, which  makes  the  hair  stand  on  end  and  the  cold  chills 
creep  the  back,  but  in  an  unhindered  and  illimitable  delight. 

"And  none  shall  murmor  or  misdoubt, 
When  God's  great  sunrise  fiads  us  oat.*' 

Yes,  my  friends,  Spiritualism  comes  to  those  who  are  in 
trouble  and  sweeps  them  into  its  delusions.  SauI,  in  the 
midst  of  his  disaster,  went  to  the  witch  of  En- dor.  The  vast 
majority  of  those  who  have  gone  to  spiritual  mediums  have 
been  sent  there  through  their  misfortunes. 

I  learn  still  farther  from  this  subject,  that  SjpirUiialism 
and  necromancy  a/re  affairs  of  the  darhnesa.  Why  did  not 
Saul  go  in  the  day  ?  He  was  ashamed  to  go.  Besides  that, 
he  knew  that  this  spiritual  medium,  like  all  her  successors, 
performed  her  exploits  in  the  night.  The  Davenports,  the 
Fowlers,  the  Foxes,  the  spiritual  mediums  of  all  ages,  have 
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dhoien  the  night  or  a  darkened  room.   Why?    The  majority 
of  their  wonden  haye  been  iwindlesi  and 

DXCXPTION   PSOSPSB8   BKST   IK  THS    KIOHT* 

Some  of  the  performances  of  spiritual  mediams  are  not  to 

be  ascribed  to  fraud,  bat  to  some  occolt  law  that  aftei 

awhile  may  be  demonstrated.    Bat  I  belieye  that  now  nine 

hundred  and  ninety-nine  oat  of  eyery  thoosand  aohieye- 

joents  on  the  part  of  spiritual  mediums  are  arrant  and 

unmitigated  humbug.    The  mysterious  red  letters  that  used 

to  come  out  on  the  medium's  arm  were  found  to  haye  been 

made  by  an  iron  pencil  that  went  heayily  oyer  the  flesh,  not 

tearing  it,  but  so  disturbing  the  blood,  that  it  came  up  in  great 

round  letters.    The  witnesses  of  the  seances  haye  locked  the 

door,  put  the  key  in  their  pocket,  arrested  the  operator,  and 

found  out,  by  searchiug  the  room,  that  hidden  leyers  moyed 

the  tables.    The  sealed  letters  that  were  mysteriously  read 

without  opening,  haye  been  found  to  haye  been  cut  at  the 

side,  and  then  afterwards  slily  put  together  with  gum  arabic; 

and  the  medium  who,  with  a  heayy  blanket  oyer  his  head, 

could  read  a  book,  has  been  found  to  haye  had  a  bottle  of 

phosphoric  oil,  by  the  light  of  which  anybody  can  read  a 

book ;  and  yentriloquism,  and  legerdemain,  and  sleight  of 

hand,  and  optical   delusion  account  for  nearly  eyerything. 

Deception  being  the  main  staple  of  Spiritualism,  no  wonder 

it  chooses  the  darkness. 

You  haye  aU  seen  strange  and  unaccountable  things  in  the 
mght.  Almost  eyery  man  has  at  some  time  had  a  touch  of 
haUucmation.  Some  time  ago,  after  I  had  been  oyer  tempted 
to  eat  something  indigestible  before  retiring  at  night,  after 
retirmg  I  saw  the  president  of  one  of  the  prominent  colleges 
astnde  the  foot  of  the  bed,  whUe  he  demanded  of  me  a  iLn 
of  five  cents !  When  I  awakened  I  had  no  idea  it  was  any. 
thmg  supernatural.     And  I  haye  to    adyise  you,  il   you 


THE  BSLiaiON  OV   GHOSTS.  52] 

hear  and  see  strange  tilings  at  night,  to  stop  eating  hot 
minoe  pie  and  take  a  dose  of  bilious  medicine.  It  is  an 
outraged  physical  organism,  and,  not  to  deceiye  the  yerj  elect 
after  sundown,  does  nearly  all  its  work  in  the  night.  The 
witch  of  En-dor  held  her  seances  at  night ;  so  do  all  the  witches. 
Awaj  with  this  religion  of  spooks. 

SPIBITTJALISM   A   CTTBSB   TO   ITS   DISCIPLES. 

Still  further :  I  learn  from  mj  text  that  Sjpvriiualism  is 
doom  and  death  to  its  disciples.  King  Saul  thought  that  he 
would  get  heJp  from  the  "  medium ; "  but  the  first  thing 
that  he  sees  makes  him  swoon  awaj,  and  no  sooner  is  he 
resuscitated  than  he  is  told  he  must  die.  Spiritualism  is 
doom  and  death  to  eyerjone  that  yields  to  it.  It  ruins  the 
body.  Look  in  upon  an  audience  of  spiritualists.  Cadaver- 
ous. Weak.  Nervous.  Exhausted.  Hands  clammj  and 
cold.  Nothing  prospers  but  long  hair — soft  marshes  jield- 
ing  rank  grass.  Spiritualism  destroys  the  physical  health. 
Its  disciples  are  ever  hearing  startling  news  from  the  other 
world.  Strange  beings  crossing  the  room  in  white.  Table 
fidgetty,  wanting  to  get  its  feet  loose  as  if  to  dance.  Voices 
sepulchral  and  ominous.  Bewildered  with  raps.  I  never 
knew  a  confirmed  spiritualist  who  had  a  healthy  nervous 
system.'^  It  is  incipient  epilepsy  and  catalepsy.  Destroy 
your  nervous  system  and  you  might  as  well  be  dead.  I  have 
noticed  that  people  who  are  hearing  raps  from  the  future 
world  have  but  little  strength  left  to  bear  the  hard  raps  of  ^ 
this  world.  It  is  an  awful  thing  to  trifle  with  one's  nervous 
system.  It  is  so  delicate — ^it  is  so  far-reaching — ^its  derange- 
ments are  so  terrible.  G^t  the  nervous  system  a  jangle,  and 
so  far  as  your  body  and  soul  are  concerned,  the  whole 
universe  is  a  jangle.  Better  in  our  ignorance  experiment 
with  a  chemist's  retort  that  may  smite  uif  dead,  or  with  an 
engineer's  steam  boiler  that  may  blow  us  to  atoms,  than 
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cxpcnaieBt  viUb  Uie  aawoM  vjitem.  A  sua  cun  fife  with 
obIj  oae  long  or  viUb  bo  ejes,  asd  be  bappj*  ee  sea  beve 
mder  sodi  elBietioiie ;  but  woe  be  to  the  oua  whooe 
are  ■bettered*  Spizitmliat  notes  €rrt  of  all,  and 
■ngbtil jy  agaieat  tlM  eeifooa  ajetea,  and  so  aakea  life 


I  indict  Spiritoaliem  aleo^  became  Hit  a  aoadl  amd  wtarUal 
The  worst  deeds  of  fieeatioasneas  and  the  worst 
orgies  of  obsccmij  hare  been  enacted  under  its  patronage. 
The  storj  is  too  vile  fn*  me  to  telL  I  will  not  pollate  mj 
tongue  nor  joor  ean  with  the  ledtaL  Sjmetimes  the  erril 
lawhasbeeneroked  to  st>p  theontnge.  F^unilies  innamer- 
aUehare  been  broken  npbjiL  It  hae  piuhed  off  haodreds 
of  jaoDg  women  into  a  life  of  proAigaej.  It  talks  aboat 
''eleetiYe  affioitiee,''  and  ''affiaital  relations,"  and  ''spiritoal 
waJUhm^  and  adopts  the  whi^  Tocabalaxy  of  free-lorism. 
In  one  of  its  poblie  joonials  it  dedazes 

''ICAKBIAOS  IS  THS  MOV8TKK  CUBSS  OF  CmUBAnCfEj* 

''Itisaeooreeof  debandfterfandintemperanee."  IfSpiri- 
tnalism  coold  hare  its  foil  swing,  it  wonld  torn  this  world  into 
a  pandemooiam  of  carnality.  It  is  an  nndean,  adnlterons, 
daamaiUe  reHgum,  and  the  sooner  it  drops  into  the  hell  from 
whieh  it  roee,  the  better  boih  far  earth  and  heaTen.  For 
the  sshe  of  man's  honoor  and  woman's  pnritf ,  I  saj  let  the 
last  reetige  of  it  perish  for  erer.  I  with  I  coold  gather  op 
all  the  rapt  it  has  erer  heard  from  efdrits  Uest  or  damned, 
and  gather  them  all  on  its  own  head  in  one  thundering  rap 
of  annihilation ! 

I  farther  indict  SfHritnalism  for  the  foct  that  UUike  eamm 
4  mmeh  insamUf.  There  is  not  an  aejlnm  between  Bangor 
and  San  Frandsco  which  has  not  the  torn  and  bleeding  Tictima 
of  this  delosion.  Go  into  anj  aejlom,  I  care  not  where  it  is, 
and  the  presiding  doctor,  after  YOU  haTe  asked  him:  «Wha* 
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18  the  matter  with  that  man  P"  will  say :  **  Spiritualism  de« 
mented  him  ;*'  or  ^  What  is  the  matter  with  that  woman  P" 
he  will  saj:  "Spiritualism  demented  her."  It  has  taken 
down  some  of  the  brightest  intellects.  It  swept  o£E  into 
mental  midnight  judges,  senators,  governors,  ministers  of 
the  Gospel,  and  one  time  came  near  capturing  one  of  the 
presidents  of  the  United  States.  At  Flushing,  near  this 
dt J,  a  man  became  absorbed  with  it,  forsook  his  family,  took 
his  only  fifteen  thousand  dollars,  surrendered  them  to  a 
spiritual  medium  in  New  York,  attempted  three  times  to  put 
an  end  to  his  own  life,  and  then  was  incarcerated  in  the  State 
Lunatic  Asylum,  where  he  is  to-day  a  raving  maniac.  Put 
your  hand  in  the  hand  of  this  witch  of  En-dor,  and  she  will 
lead  you  to  bottomless  perdition,  where  she  holds  her  ever- 
lasting seance.  Many  years  ago  the  steamer  AUardic  started 
from  Europe  for  the  United  States.  Getting  mid-ocean  the 
machinery  broke,  and  she  floundered  around  day  after  day, 
and  week  after  week,  and  for  a  whole  month  after  she  was 
due  people  wondered,  and  finally  gave  her  up.  There  was 
great  anguish  in  the  cities,  for  there  were  many  who  had 
friends  aboard  that  vesseL  Same  of  the  women,  in  their 
distress,  went  to  the  spiritual  mediums,  and  inquired  as  to 
the  fate  of  that  vesseL  The  mediums  called  up  the  spirits, 
and  the  rappings  on  the  table  indicated  the  steamship  lost, 
with  all  on  board. 

WOMEN   WENT  BAVINO   MAD, 

and  were  carried  to  the  lunatic  asylum.  After  awhile  one 
day  a  gun  was  heard  off  Qaarantine.  The  flags  went  up  on 
the  shipping,  and  the  bells  of  the  churches  were  rung.  The 
boys  ran  through  the  streets,  crying :  ''  Extra !  The  Atlantic 
is  safe  1 "  There  was  the  embracing  as  from  the  dead,  when 
friends  came  again  to  friends ;  but  some  of  those  passenger? 
went  up  to  find  their  wives  m  the  lunatic  asylunii  where 
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this  cheat  of  infernal  Spiritaalism  had  put  them.  A  man  in 
BelleTue  Hospitali  dying  from  wonnds  made  bj  hia  own 
hand,  was  asked  whj  he  tried  to  commit  soiddey  and  he 
said:  "The  spirits  told  me  to."  Parents  have  strangled 
their  children,  and  when  asked  asked  whj  thej  did  it-, 
replied :  ''  Spiritaalism  demanded  it."  It  is  the  patronizer 
and  forager  for  the  mad-honse.  Jadge  Edmonds,  in  Broad- 
way Tabemade,  New  York,  delivering  a  lecture  in  behalf  of 
Spiritualism,  admitted,  in  so  many  words:  "There  is  a 
fascination  about  consultation  with  the  spirits  of  the  dead 
that  has  a  tendency  to  lead  people  off  from  their  right 
judgment,  and  to  instil  into  them  a  fanaticism  that  is 
reTolting  to  the  natural  mind." 

It  not  only  ruins  its  disciples,  but  it  ruins  the  mediums 
also,  only  give  it  time.  The  Gaderean  swine,  on  the  banks 
of  the  Lake  of  Galilee,  no  sooner  became  spiritual  mediums 
than  down  they  went,  in  an  avalanche  of  pork,  to  the  con- 
sternation of  all  the  herdsmen.  The  office  of  a  medium  is 
bad  for  a  man,  bad  for  a  woman,  bad  for  a  beast. 

I  bring  against  this  delusion  a  more  fearful  indictment : 
U  ruins  the  soul  immortal.  First,  it  makes  a  man  a  quarter 
of  an  infidel ;  then  it  makes  him  half  an  infidel ;  then  it 
makes  him  whole  infidel.  The  whole  system,  as  I  conceive 
it,  is  founded  on  the  insufficiency  of  the  Word  of  God  as  a 
revelation.  God  says  the  Bible  is  enough  for  you  to  know 
about  the  future  world.  You  say  it  is  not  enough,  and 
there  is  where  you  and  the  Lard  differ.  You  dear  the  table, 
you  shove  aside  the  Bible,  you  put  your  hand  on  the  table, 
and  say:  "Now  let  spirits  of  the  future  world  come  and 
tell  me  something  the  Bible  has  not  told  me."  And  although 
the  Scriptures  say:  "  Add  thou  not  unto  His  words,  lest  He 
reprove  thee,  and  thou  be  found  a  liar,"  you  risk  it,  and 
say:  "Come  back,  spirit  of  my  departed  father;  come 
bade,  spirit  of  mj  departed  mother,  of  mj  companions,  of 
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my  Utile  child,  and  tell  me  some  things  I  don't  know  about 
you  and  about  the  unseen  world."  If  God  is  ever  slapped 
square  in  the  face,  it  is  when  a  spiritual  medium  puts  down 
her  hand  on  the  table,  invoking  spirits  departed  to  make  a 
reyelation.  God  has  told  you  all  you  ought  to  know,  and 
how  dare  you  be  prying  into  that  which  is  none  of  your 
business?  You  cannot  keep  the  Bible  in  one  hand  and 
Spiritualism  in  the  other.  One  or  the  other  will  slip  out  of 
your  grasp,  depend  upon  it. 

8PIBITUALI8M   IS   ABySBBB   TO   TBI   BIBLE 

in  the  fsuc^  that  it  has  in  these  last  days  called  from  the 
future  world  Christian  men  to  testify  against  Ohristianity. 
Its  mediums  call  back  Lorenzo  Dow,  the  celebrated  evan- 
gelist, and  Lorenzo  Dow  testifies  that  Ohristians  are 
idolaters.  Spiritualism  calls  back  Tom  Payne,  and  he 
testifies  that  he  is  stopping  in  the  same  house  in  heaven 
with  John  Bunyan.  They  call  back  John  Wesley,  and  he 
testifies  against  the  Ohristian  religion  which  he  all  his  life 
gloriously  preached.  Andrew  Jackson  Davis,  the  greatest 
of  all  the  spiritualists,  comes  to  the  front  and  declares  that 
the  New  Testament  is  but  **  the  dismal  echo  of  a  barbaric 
age,"  and  the  Bible  only  "  one  of  the  pen  and  ink  relics  of 
Christianity."  They  attempt  to  substitute  the  writings  of 
Swedenborg,  and  Andrew  Jackson  Davis,  and  other  religious 
balderdash,  in  the  place  of  this  old  Bible.  I  have  in  my 
house  a  book  which  was  used  in  this  very  city  in  the  public 
service  of  spiritualists.  It  is  well  worn  with  much  service. 
I  open  that  book,  and  it  says:  "What  is  our  baptism? 
Answer :  Frequent  ablutions  of  water.  What  is  our  inspira- 
tion? Plenty  of  fresh  air  and  sunlight.  What  is  our 
prayer?  Abundant  physical  exercise.  What  is  our  love- 
feast  ?  A  clear  conscience  and  sound  sleep."  And  I  find 
from  the  same  book  that  the  chief  item  in  their  public 
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worship  is  gjiniiastiG  exercisei  and  that  whenever  thej  want 
to  rouse  up  their  souls  to  a  verj  high  pitch  of  devotion  thej 
sing  page  sixty-five:  ''The  night  has  gathered  up  her  moonlit 
fringes ; "  or  page  sixteen : ''  Come  to  the  woods,  heigho ! " 
You  say  you  are  not  such  a  fool  as  that ;  bat  you  will  be 
if  you  keep  on  in  the  track  you  have  started. 

''  Baty"  says  some  one, ''  wouldn't  it  be  of  advantage  to  hear 
from  the  future  world  P  Don't  you  think  it  would  strengthen 
Christians  P  There  are  a  great  many  Materialists  who  do  not 
believe  there  are  souls ;  but  if  spirits  from  the  future  world 
should  knock  and  talk  over  to  us,  they  would  be  persuaded." 
To  that  I  answer,  in  the  ringing  words  of  the  Son  of  God : 
''If  they  believe  not  Moses  and  the  prophets,  neither  will 
they  be  persuaded  though  one  rose  from  the  dead." 

Now  I  believe,  under  God,  that  this  sermon  ^ill  save 
many  from  disease,  insanity,  and  perdition.  I  believe  these 
are  the  days  of  which  the  Apostle  spake  when  he  said :  "  In 
the  latter  times  some  shall  depart  from  the  faith,  giving 
heed  to  seducing  spirits."  I  think  my  audience,  as  well  as 
other  audiences  in  this  day,  need  to  have  reiterated  in  their 
hearing  the  passages  I  quoted  some  minutes  ago :  "  There 
shall  not  be  among  you  a  consuilter  of  familiar  spirits,  or 
wizard,  or  necromancer ;  for  they  that  do  these  things  are 
an  abomination  unto  the  Lord ; "  and  "  The  soul  that  turneth 
after  such  as  have  familiar  spirits,  I  will  set  myself  ag^ainst 
them,  and  they  shall  be  cut  o£E  from  their  people." 

But  I  invite  you  this  morning  to 

A   OHBISTIAN   SEANCS, 

a  noonday  seance.  This  congregation  is  only  one  great 
family.  Here  is  the  church  table.  Come  around  the  church 
table,  take  your  seats  for  this  great  Christian  seance,  put 
your  Bible  on  the  table,  put  your  hands  on  the  top  of  the 
Bible,  and  then  listen,  and  hear  if  there  are  any  voices  coming 


THX  BELiaiON  OF   aHOSTS.  527 

from  the  eternal  world.  I  think  there  are.  Listen !  **  Secret 
things  belong  unto  the  Lord  onr  God,  but  things  that  are 
revealed  belong  to  as  and  to  our  children."  Sarelj  that  is 
a  Toice  from  the  spirit-world  1  Bat  before  70a  rise  from  this 
Christian  seance,  I  want  joa  to  promise  me  70a  will  be 
satisfied  with  the  Divine  revelation  ontil  the  light  of  the 
eternal  throne  breaks  npon  7oar  vision.  Do  not  go  after  the 
witch  of  En-dor.  Do  not  sit  down  at  table-rappings,  either 
in  sport  or  in  dead  earnest.  Have  7oar  tables  so  well  made 
and  their  legs  so  even,  that  the7  will  not  tip  and  rattle.  If 
the  table  most  move,  let  it  be  ander  the  offices  of  indastrioos 
hoasewifer7.  Teach  7oar  children  there  are  no  ghosts  to  be 
seen  or  heard  in  this  world  save  those  which  walk  on  two 
feet  or  f oar,  haman  or  bestial.  Eemember  that  Spiritualism 
at  the  best  is  a  useless  thing ;  for  if  it  tells  what  the  Bible 
reveals  it  is  a  saperflait7,  and  if  it  tells  what  the  Bible  does 
not  reveal,  it  is  a  lie.  Listead  of  going  out  to  get  other 
people  to  tell  7oar  fortune,  tell  70ur  own  fortune  b7  putting 
70ur  trust  in  God  and  doing  the  best  70U  can.  I  will  tell 
70ur  fortune :  **  All  things  work  together  for  good  to  them 
who  love  God."  Insult  not  70ur  departed  friends  b7  asking 
them  to  come  down  and  scrabble  under  an  extension-table. 
Eemember  that  there  is  onl7  one  Spirit  whose  dictation  70a 
have  a  right  to  invoke,  and  that  is  the  hol7,  blessed,  and 
omnipotent  Spirit  of  God.  Hark !  He  is  rapping  now,  not 
on  a  table  or  the  floor,  but  rapping  on  the  door  of  70ur 
heart,  and  ever7  rap  is  an  invitation  to  Christ  and  a  warning 
of  judgment  to  come.  O,  grieve  Him  not  awa7.  Quench 
Him  not.  He  has  been  all  around  70U  this  morning.  He 
was  all  around  70U  last  night,  fie  has  been  around  70U  all 
70ur  lives.  Hark !  There  comes  a  voice  dropping  through 
the  roof,  breaking  through  the  window,  filling  all  tLis  house 
with  tender  and  overmastering  intonation,  sa7ing:  ''M7 
spirit  shall  not  alwa7S  strive." 
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'  Behold,  I  will  lend  my  mesaenger,  and  he  shall  prepare  the  way 
before  me :  and  the  Lord,  whom  ye  seek,  shall  suddenly  oome  to  his 
temple,  even  the  messenger  of  the  covenant,  whom  ye  delight  in ;  behold, 
he  shall  come,  saith  the  Lord  of  hosts." — Malachi  iii.  1. 

SOMETIMES,  a  mimster's  subject  is  suggested  by  his 
artistic  tastes ;  sometimes^  bj  the  occurrences  of  the 
preyious  week;  sometimes,  by  a  hearer  who  desires  some 
particular  religious  subject  discussed.  My  subject  comes  in 
no  such  way.  It  drops  straight  from  GKkL  into  my  heart. 
Give  me  your  prayerful  and  intense  listening. 

I  want  to  show  this  morning,  so  far  as  God  may  help  me, 
that  the  dying  need  of  the  Ohurch  uniyersal  is  a  mighty 
awakening.  The  ox  m  the  pasture  field  looks  around,  and 
perhaps  comes  to  the  conclusion  that  all  the  world  is  a  clover 
field.  So  we,  standing  in  the  midst  of  luxuriant  religious 
advantages,  might  think  perhaps  that  the  earth  is  covered 
with  the  knowledge  of  God ;  but  so  far  from  that,  if  this 
platform  were  the  world,  so  much  of  it  as  I  now  cover  with 
my  right  foot  would  represent  all  that  is  conquered  for 
EmanueL  Or  if  this  whole  Tabernacle  were  the  world,  then 
one  pew  would  represent  so  much  of  it  as  the  grace  of  God 
has  already  conquered.  O  there  is  need  of  a  radical  change. 
Something  must  be  done,  and  I  shall  show  this  morning  that 
the  great — aye,  as  I  have  already  said,  the  dying — ^need  of 
the  Church  is  a  great  awakening. 

I  learn  this  need,  in  the  first  place,  from  the  coldnest  in 
the  majority  of  Ohurch  membera.  If  a  religious  society  have 
a  thousand  members,  eight  hundred  of  them  are  sound 
asleep.  If  it  have  five  hundred  members,  four  hundred 
are  lethargic.  If  the  Christians  can  rally — ^that  is,  the 
professed  Christians — for  communion  day,  and  succeed 
in  not  dropping  the  wine  cup,  how  many  of  them  are 
satisfied  P    If  it  be  a  choice  between  Christ  and  the  world, 
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the  world  haa  it  You  know  it  as  well  as  I  do.  If  a  re- 
ligious meeting  be  on  a  certain  night,  and  on  that  same 
night  there  be  an  extraordinary  operatic  entertainmenti 
or  a  social  gathering,  or  a  literary  dub,  or  a  political 
meeting,  or  a  Free  Mason  Society,  or  an  Odd  Fellows  asso- 
dation,  you  know  which  they  go  to.  God  there  fairly 
demonstrating  that  while  such  professed  Christians  pretend 
to  be  on  His  side,  they  are  really  on  the  other  side ;  for  there 
is  a  point-blank  issue  between  Christ  and  the  world,  and  the 
world  has  it.  You  know  yery  well  whether  you  are  a  pro- 
fessed Christian  or  not ;  you  know  yery  well  that  the  dividing 
line  between  the  Church  and  the  world  to-day  is — like  the 
equator,  or  the  arctic  or  antarctic  circle — an  imaginary  line, 
and  that  there  are  men  and  women  sworn  of  G>od  who  sit 
discussiog  infinitessimal  questions:  "  Shall  wa dance  ?  Shall 
we  play  cards?  Shall  we  go  to  the  theatre?  Shall  we 
attend  the  opera  ?  "  while  there  are  five  hundred  millions  of 
the  race  going  down  to  darkness  unwarned.  These  sham 
Christians  will  go  on,  occasionally  taking  a  little  religion 
with  the  tip  end  of  their  fingers,  sauntering  on  lazily  towards 
the  bar  of  Christ,  until  they  come  in  front  of  God's  swift 
reyolving  mill,  and  find  themselyes  to  be  **  the  chaff  which 
the  wind  driyeth  away."    O 

HOW  MTTOH  DEAD  WOOD  WE  HAVE 

in  all  our  Churches.  The  Day  of  Judgment  will  make  a 
fearful  thinning  out  among  professed  Christians.  I  suppose 
it  will  be  found  on  that  day  that  there  are  hundreds  of 
thousands  of  men  who  have  their  names  on  the  Church 
books  who  really  made  religion  a  second-rate  or  third-rate 
thing;  living  for  themselves,  unmindful  of  God  and  the 
salvation  of  the  race,  and  then  tumbling  over  the  embank- 
ment where  Judas  went,  and  Achan  went,  and  where  all 
those  shall  go  who  do  not  make  religion  the  primordial 
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thiog — ^the  first  and  the  last  matter  of  the  bohL  O  worldly 
professor  of  religion*  yacillating  profesBOr,  idle  profeaaor, 
tremble  before  God  to-daj.  Do  you  not  know  that  if  yon 
die  as  you  are,  all  the  commnnion-tables  at  which  yon  haye 
ever  sat  will  lift  up  hands  of  blood,  crying  for  your  e(»idemna- 
tion  P  And  your  neglected  Bible,  and  yoor  prayerless  pillow, 
will  cry:  ^GK>  downl  go  down!  You  pretended  to  have 
religion,  bat  you  had  none.  Oat  of  the  sevai  days  of  the 
week,  yon  gaye  not  five  hoars  to  Christ.  Yoa  broke  yoor 
sacramental  oath.  GK>  down  1  go  do?m !  '*  And  the  fieriest 
and  mightiest  thnnderbolt  of  God's  indignation  that  is  ever 
forged  will  smite  yoa  into  darkness.  O  I  would  rather  be 
the  man,  in  the  last  day,  who  has  neyer  seen  a  church,  than 
you  who  professed  to  be  so  much,  and  to  do  so  much,  and 
yet  did  nothing.  You  shall  perish  in  the  way  when  God*s 
wrath  is  kindled  but  a  little.  O  worldly  professor  of  rdi- 
gion — and  there  are  hundreds  of  them  here  to-day,  I  am 
aiming  at  the  mark — ^if  you  could  to-day  realize  your  true 
condition,  and  your  true  position  before  Gh>d,  you  would  bite 
your  lip  until  the  blood  came ;  you  would  wring  your  hands 
until  the  bones  cracked ;  yom  would  utter  a  carj  that  woidd 
send  this  whole  audience  to  their  feet  with  &  horror.  May 
God  wake  you  up,  worldly  professor  of  religion,  before  yom 
wake  up  in  the  barred  and  flaming  dungeons  of  a  destroyed 
eternity.  When  you  look  abroad  and  see  lethargy  among 
the  professors  oi  religion  almost  all  the  world  over,  do  you 
not  see  that  there  is  a  need  that  the  bugles,  and  the  cymbals, 
and  the  drums,  and  the  trumpets  of  all  earth  and  heayoi 
call  upon  the  Ohurdh  to  wake  up  all  those  dormant  professors 
of  religionP  ^  Awake,  thou  that  sleepest;  awakoi  and 
Christ  shall  giye  thee  life." 

Still  further :  I  see  a  need  for  a  great  awakening  in  the 
fact  that  those  c/  u$  vfko  pveaok  ihe  Chipel  have  ao  UtUe  m* 
ihiusiaam  and  Meal  eompared  vriih  vihat  we  aught  to  have,    Now 
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you  see  the  gun  kicks.  I  say,  we  who  preach  the  Gospel 
have  so  littJe  zeal  and  enthasiasm  for  Christ  compared  with 
what  we  ought  to  have.  O,  it  is  a  tremendous  thing  to 
stand  before  an  audience  on  Sabbath  days,  realizing  the  fact 
that  the  majority  of  them  will  believe  what  you  say  about 
Gody  and  the  soul,  and  the  great  future.  Suppose  a  man 
asked  of  you  the  road  to  a  certain  place,  and  you  carelessly 
and  falsely  told  him«  and  afterwards  you  heard  that  through 
lack  of  right  direction  that  man  was  lost  on  the  mountains, 
fell  over  the  rocks,  and  lost  his  life.  You  could  not  forgive 
yourself.  You  would  say :  **  I  wish  I  had  taken  more  time 
with  that  man.  I  wish  I  had  given  him  such  specific  directions 
that  he  would  not  have  been  lost.  How  sorry  I  feel  about  it." 
But  0,  to  misdirect  the  eternal  interests  of  a  large  congre- 
gation !  How  cold  and  stolid  we  stand  in  our  pulpits,  actually 
sometimes  priding  ourselves  on  our  deliberation,  when  we 
have  no  right  to  be  cold,  and  ought  to  be  almost  frantic 
with  the  perils  that  threaten  our  hearers.  So  much  so, 
that  some  of  us  give  no  warning  at  all,  and  we  stand 
Sabbath  after  Sabbath,  talking  about  <' human  develop- 
ment,'' and 

WB  PAT  MBV  ON  THB  BACK, 

and  we  please  them,  and  we  hide  eternal  retribution,  and  we 
sing  them  all  down  through  the  rapids  to  the  last  plunge. 
Or,  as  the  poet  has  it : — 

**  Smooth  down  the  stubborn  text  to  ears  polite^ 
And  snugly  keep  dftmnation  out  of  sight  1  *' 

O,  my  brethren  in  the  ministry — ^for  I  see  them  always 
in  the  audience — ^my  brethren  in  the  ministry,  we  cannot 
afford  to  do  that  way.  II  you  prophesy  good  things, 
smooth  things,,  to  your  people,  without  regard  to  their 
character^  what  ehanoe  will  there  be  for  you  in  the  day 
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when  jaa  meet  them  «t  the  har  of  €h>dP  Ton  had  better 
•teiid  deur  of  them  then.  Thej  will  tew  joa  to  pieeet. 
Thef  wiUmj:  ''Iheud  joapreAdifiTe  hundzed  timee,aiid 
I  admired  joor  philofophic  diequieitioii,  and  joor  giaeefol 
geetmeay  and  jour  nioel  j  monlded  aenteneea,  aurilinear  and 
atellifomi,  and  I  thonght  yoa  were  the  prince  of  proprietiea; 
but  yoa  didn't  help  me  prepare  for  thia  daj.  Cursed  be 
jonr  rhetoriCy  eorsed  be  your  art.  I  am  g<Hng  down,  and 
TU  take  yoa  with  me.  It  ii  yoar  fiuilt;  witneaa  all  the 
hoeta  of  heaven  and  all  the  hoata  of  clarlmeaa,  it  ia  yoor 
faulty  sir ;  *^  and  the  choroa  will  come  op  from  all  worida: 
""Hia  fault!  hia  fault  !"*  AU  of  us  who  preach  thia  Goepd 
need  to  epeak  as  though  the  pulpit  quaked  with  the  tramp 
of  eternal  realities,  as  though  beneath  us  ?rere  the  bursting 
graves  of  the  resurrection  mom,  as  though  rising  above  us, 
tier  above  tier,  were  the  myriads  of  heaven  looking  down, 
ready  to  applaud  our  fidelity,  or  hiss  at  our  stolidity,  while 
coming  through  the  Sabbath  air  were  the  long,  deep,  har- 
rowing groan  of  the  dying  nations  that  are  never  dead. 
ICay  God  with  a  toroh  from  heaven  set  all  the  pulpits  of 
England  and  Scotland,  and  Ireland,  and  the  United  States 
on  fire.  As  for  myself,  standing  here  in  this  presence  this 
morning,  I  feel  as  if  I  hod  never  begun  to  preach.  If  God 
will  forgive  me  for  the  past,  I  will  do  better  for  the  future. 

•<  <Tif  not  a  caiue  of  iman  import 
The  pastor's  caie  demands ; 
Bat  what  might  fiU  an  angel's  hearty 
It  filled  a  Sayionr'i  hands. 

**  Thej  watch  for  souls  for  which  the  Lord 
Did  heavenly  bliss  forego  ; 
For  sonls  that  must  for  eyer  live 
In  raptures  or  in  woe." 

Still  further :  I  see  a  need  for  a  great  awakening  in  the 
fact  that  the  kingdom  of  Ood  is  making  such  slow  progress.    1 
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simplj  state  a  fact  when  I  saj  that  in  many  places  the 
Church  is  surrendering  and  the  world  is  conquering.  Where 
there  is  one  man  brought  into  the  kingdom  of  God  through 
Christian  instrumentalitjy  there  are  ten  men  dragged  down 
bj  dissipations.  Fif tj  grog  shops  built  to  one  Church  estab- 
lished, literary  journals  in  different  parts  of  the  country 
filled  with  scum,  and  dandrufiy  and  slag,  controlled  by  the 
very  scullions  of  societyi  depraving  everything  they  put 
their  hands  on.  Three  hundred  and  ten  newspapers,  journals^ 
and  magazines  in  New  York,  and  more  than  two  hundred  of 
them  depraving  to  the  public  taste,  if  not  positively  inimical  to 
our  holy  Christianity.  Look  abroad  and  see  the  surrender,  even 
on  the  part  of  those  that  pretend  to  be  Christian  Churches, 
to  Spiritualism  and  Humanitarianism,  and  all  the  forms  of 
devilism.  If  a  man  stand  in  his  pulpit  and  say  that  unless 
you  be  bom  again  you  will  be  lost,  do  not  the  tight  kid 
gloves  of  the  Christian,  diamonds  bursting  through,  go  up 
to  their  foreheads  in  humiliation  and  shame?  It  is  not 
elegant.  A  mighty  host  in  the  Christian  Church,  positively 
professing  Christianity,  do  not  believe  in  the  Bible,  out 
and  out,  in  and  in,  from  the  first  word  of  the  first  verse  of 
the  first  chapter  of  the  book  of  Genesis,  down  to  the  last 
word  of  the  last  verse  of  the  last  chapter  of  the  book  of 
Bevelation.  And  when,  a  few  Sabbaths  ago,  I  stood  in  this 
pulpit  and  said :  ''  I  fear  that  some  of  this  audience  will  be 
lost  for  the  rejection  of  Christ,"  why  there  were  four  or  five 
of  the  daily  papers  that  threw  up  their  hands  in  surprise  at 
it.  O,  we  have  magnificent  Church  machinery  in  this 
country:  we  have  sixty  thousand  American  ministers,  we 
have  costly  music,  we  have  great  Sanday-schools ;  and  yet  I 
give  you  the  appalling  statistics  that  in  the  last  twenty*five 
years,  laying  aside  last  year,  the  statistics  of  which  I  have 
not  yet  seen — ^within  the  last  twenty-five  years  the  Churches 
of  QqA  ia  titia  osoaJUcj  hMr«  avt^raged 
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LESS  TH^N   TWO   COKTESSIONS  ▲  TKAB 

each.  There  has  been  an  aTerage  of  four  or  &we  deatlis  ia 
the  Churches.  How  soon,  at  that  rate,  will  this  world  he 
brooght  to  Gk)dP  We  gain  two;  we  lose  four.  Eternal 
Ood,  what  will  this  come  to  P  I  tell  jou  plainly,  that  while 
here  and  there  a  regiment  of  the  Christian  soldiery  is  ad- 
yandngy  the  Church  is  falling  back  for  the  most  part^  and 
falling  backy  and  falling  back,  and  if  you  do  not  come  to 
complete  rout — aye,  to  ghastly  Bull  Sun  defeat — ^it  will  be 
because  some  individual  Churches  hurl  themselTcs  to  the 
front,  and  ministers  of  Christ,  trampling  on  the  favour  of 
this  world  and  sacrifidng  everything,  shall  snatch  up  the 
torn  and  shattered  banner  of  Emanuel,  and  rush  ahead, 
crying :  ''On  I  on  I  This  is  no  time  to  run ;  this  is  the  time 
to  advance.'' 

I  see,  still  further,  the  need  of  a  great  awakening  in  iJis 
muUUudinouB  going  down  of  wnforgiven  souls.  Since  many 
of  you  came  on  the  stage  of  action,  a  whole  generation  has 
gone  into  the  gates  of  eternity.  Your  opportunity  to  act 
upon  them  is  gone.  They  have  disappeared  from  the 
churches,  from  tiie  stores,  the  shops,  the  streets,  from  the 
homes.  Many  of  them  are  now — ^what  is  the  use  of  my 
hiding  the  fact  and  being  the  coward  in  regard  to  it — ^no, 
I  will  tell  you  just  as  it  is — ^many  of  them  going  out  of  this 
world  without  one  item  of  preparation.  Their  souls  dropped 
fiat  into  the  lost  world.  That  is,  if  the  BiUe  is  true,  and  I 
am  supposing  it  is.  You,  O  Christian  man,  had  an  oppor- 
tunity of  meeting  them.  You  did  meet  them.  You  talked 
with  them  on  other  subjects.  You  had  an  opportunity  of 
saying  the  saving  word,  and  you  did  not  say  that  saving 
word.  Just  think  of  that  I  O,  where  is  the  fountain  where, 
with  sleeve  rolled  up,  we  may  wash  our  hands  from  the  blood 
of  souls  P  There  is  no  need,  perhaps,  of  mourning  over 
that  just  now.    We  cannot  change  it.    They  are  dead  and 
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ihey  ore  destroyed— rthoae  who  believed  not  in  Christ — they 
are  destroyed.  The  only  qnesUon  is,  whether,  as  Christian 
men  and  women,  we  can  now  interrupt  the  other  procession 
that  is  marching  down,  and  will,  after  awhile,  if  unarrested 
by  God's  grace,  fall  off.  There  are  going  ont  from  onr  stores 
hundreds  of  thousands  of  clerks ;  going  out  from  our  facto- 
ries hundreds  of  thousands  of  operatives ;  there  are  going 
out  of  our  (^lieges  hundreds  of  thousands  of  students ; 
there  are  going  out  of  our  fields  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
husbandmen,  to  join  the  ranks  of  death.  They  are  fighting 
their  way  down.  They  storm  and  take  every  impediment 
put  in  their  way,  and  who  will  throw  himself  in  the  way  of 
this  stampede  of  dying  men  and  women — ^who,  crying: 
**  Halt,  halt ! "  If  there  be  eight  hundred  millions  of  the 
race  unblessed,  and  the  Churches  average  two  souls  saved  in 
a  year,  wiU  you  let  this  generation  go  down,  and  the  next, 
and  the  next  p 

I  need  not  rehearse  in  this  presence  what  God  has  done 
for  us  as  an  individual  Church.  You  have  heard  with  your 
own  ears  the  cries  for  mercy,  and  you  have  seen  the  raining 
tears  of  repentance  for  the  last  eighteen  months.  I  do  not 
believe  that  there  is  any  Church  in  this  land  that  owes  God, 
more  of  gratitude  than  this  Church  owes  Him  to-day.  But 
who  can  count  the  number  of  our  permanent  congregation 
who  are  not  Christians  P  And  what  about  the  eighty  or  one 
hundred  thousand  souls  of  strangers  that,  during  the  last 
year,  floated  in  and  out  our  assemblages ;  and  what  about  the 
eternity  of  those  who  are  now  and  will  be  this  year  in  our 
permanent  congregation ;  and  the  eighty  or  one  hundred 
thousand  souls  that  during  this  coming  twelve  months  will 
float  in  and  out  our  services ;  and  the  vaster  audience  to  whom 
thL'^  Church  preaches  week  by  week  on  both  sides  of  the  sea 
through  the  Christian  printing-press  P  If  John  Livingston 
in  a  small  church  in  one  service  had  five  hundred  souls 
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brcmglit  to  God,  why  maj  j<m  not^  in  a  larger  diardi,  IiaTO 
three  thomand  Mmli  as  easily  as  be  bad  fire  bondred?  It 
is  tbe  same  GhMpeL  Jobn  layingston  did  not  save  tbenu  It 
is  tbe  same  Holy  Gbost.  It  is  the  same  great  Jehoyab.  If 
John  Knox  coold  pnt  the  lerer  of  prayer  nnder  Scotland 
ontil.be  moTed  it  from  end  to  end,  shall  yon  not  by  the  lerer 
of  im|>ortnnate  petition  more  this  whole  dty  of  Brooklyn, 
from  tbe  East  Siver  to  XTtreebt,  and  from  Keir  Utrecht  to 
Ranter's  Point?  Gk)d  can  do,  and  He  will  do  it,  if  yon 
mightily  and  relentlessly  ask  ffim  to  do  it.  O,  fling  body, 
mind,  and  son],  and  eternal  destiny  into  this  one  thing. 
Swing  out  and  enlarge  in  yonr  prayerful  expectations.  You 
asked  God  for  hundreds  of  souls,  and  He  gave  them  to  you, 
and  I  sometimes  beard  you  ask  for  thousands ;  and  I  am 
Tery  certain  that  if  you  bad  asked  for  thousands  with  the 
same  faith  that  you  asked  for  hundreds,  God  would  baTO 
given  you  thousands.  There  is  no  need,  in  this  presence,  of 
bringing  tbe  old  stereotyped  illustrations  of  the  fact  that 
God  hears  prayer,  nor  telling  you  about  Hezekiah's  restored 
health,  and  about  Elijah  and  the  great  rain,  and  about  the 
past  mortem  examination  of  the  apostle  James,  which  found 
that  his  knees  bad  become  callous  by  mudi  praying ;  nor  of 
Bichard  Baxter,  who  stained  tbe  walls  of  his  study  with  tbe 
breath  of  prayer;  nor  of  John  Welch  and  the  midnight 
plaid ;  nor  of  George  Whitefield  flat  on  his  face  before  God. 
No  need  of  my  telling  you  these  things.  I  turn  jn  on  your 
own  consciousness,  and  I  review  the  memory  of  that  time 
when 

TOUB  OWN  SOUL  WAS  siKKura, 

and  God  beard  your  cry ;  and  of  that  time  when  your  child 
was  dying,  and  Gk)d  beard  your  petition ;  and  of  that  time 
when  your  fortune  failed,  and  God  set  in  your  empty  pantry 
the  cruse  of  oil,  and  tbe  measure  of  meaL    I  want  no  illus- 
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tration  at  all.  I  jast  take  a  ladder  with  three  rongSi  and 
set  it  down  at  your  feet.  On  that  joa  can  mount  np,  and, 
if  you  will  look  o£^  see  the  saltation  of  ten  thousand  of 
your  fellow  citizens.  **  Ask,  and  it  shall  be  given  you.  Seek, 
and  ye  shall  find.''  Put  your  right  foot  on  the  lower  rung 
of  that  ladder,  and  your  left  on  the  second  rung  of  it,  and 
that  will  bring  your  right  foot  on  the  top  rung.  Then  hold 
fasti  and  look  out  and  see  the  wave  of  the  Divine  blessing 
dashing  higher  than  the  top-gallants  of  your  ship.  0  yes, 
GK>d  is  ready  to  hear.  I  think  the  Lord  put  on  ns, 
as  a  Ohurchy  a  great  responsibility.  We  set  our  hands  to 
the  work  of  evangelization.  We  are  doing  nothing  else 
here.  We  do  not  want  to  do  anything  else  here^  but  this 
work  of  evangelization.  That  is,  we  want  to  bring  men  and 
and  women  to  Christ,  and  bring  them  now.  I  do  not  know 
how  you  feel|  my  brethreUi  but  my  heart  is  breaking  with  a 
longing  that  I  have  for  the  redemption  of  this  people.  If 
God  does  not  give  me  my  prayer,  I  cannot  endure  it.  I  offer 
myself,  I  offer  my  life,  to  this  work.  Take  it,  0  Lord  Jesus, 
and  slay  me  if  that  be  best.  Whether  by  my  life,  or  by  my 
death,  may  a  great  multitude  of  souls  here  be  borne  to  God. 
If  from  the  mound  of  my  grave  more  can  step  into  the 
kingdom  of  God  than  through  my  life,  let  me  now  lie  down 
to  the  last  sleep.  But  only  let  the  people  be  saved.  Lord 
Jesus,  it  is  sweet  to  live  for  Thee ;  methinks  it  would  be 
sweet  to  die  for  Thee.  If  in  the  Napoleonic  wars  six  miUions 
fell ;  if  in  the  wars  of  the  Boman  Empire  one  hundred  and 
eighty  millions  fell,  shall  there  not  be  a  great  many  in  our 
day  who  are  willing  to  sacrifice,  not  only  worldly  ambition, 
but  sacrifice  all  for  Christ  P 
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A  VIEW  PEOM  A  PALACE  WINDOW. 
"Yaoi^  of  Taaitieih  taith  fhe  preadier ;  all  ia  ■ntoHfy." — Bee.  zii.  8. 
HEN  a  book  ia  placed  in  your  hands,  th«  fint  qnestion 
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jouaakis:  "^  Who  wrote  it  P''  Not  aU  the  poHticaL 
attateneM,  and  ckuudc  grace,  and  unparalleled  satire  of 
JuniuB's  Letters  can  satisfy  jon,  because  yon  do  not  know 
who  Jonins  was — ^whether  John  Home  Tooke,  or  BLshop 
Bntler,  or  Edmnnd  Borke.  ICghtier  than  a  book  alwajs  is 
the  man  who  wrote  the  book. 

Now,  who  is  the  author  of  this  text  ?  'King  Solomon.  It 
seemed  as  if  the  world  exhausted  itself  on  that  man.  It 
woTe  its  brightest  flowers  into  his  garland.  It  set  its  richest 
gems  in  his  coronet.  It  pressed  the  rarest  wine  to  his  lip« 
It  robed  him  in  the  purest  purple  and  embroidery.  It 
dieered  him  with  the  sweetest  muuc  in  that  land  of  harps. 
It  greeted  him  with  the  gladdest  laughter  that  ever  lei^ed 
from  mirth's  lip.  It  sprinkled  his  cheek  with  spray  from 
the  brightest  fountains.  Boyalty  had  no  dominion,  wealth 
no  luxury,  gold  no  glitter,  flowers  no  sweetness,  song  no 
melody,  light  no  radiance,  upholstery  no  gorgeousness, 
waters  no  gleam,  birds  no  plumage,  prancing  coursers  no 
metal,  architecture  no  grandeur,  but  it  was  all  his.  Across 
the  thick  grass  of  the  lawn,  fragrant  with  tufts  of  camphire 
from  En-gedi,  fell  the  long  shadows  of  trees  brought  from 
distant  forests.  Fish-pools,  fed  by  artificial  channels  that 
brought  the  streams  from  hills  far  away,  were  perpetually 
roffled  with  fins,  and  golden  scales  shot  from  water  caye  to 
water  caye  with  endless  diye  and  swirl,  attracting  the  gaze 
of  foreign  potentates.  Birds  that  had  been  brought  from 
foreign  ayiary  glanced  and  fluttered  among  the  foliage, 
and  called  to  their  mates  for  beyond  the  sea.  From  the 
royal  stables  there  came  up  the  neighing  of  twelye  thousand 
horses,  standing  in  blankets  of  Tyrian  purple^  chewing  their 
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bits  oyer  troughs  of  goldi  waiting  for  the  king's  order  to  be 
bronght  out  in  front  of  the  palace,  when  the  official  digni- 
taries would  leap  into  the  saddle  for  some  grand  parade,  or, 
harnessed  to  some  of  the  fourteen  hundred  chariots  of  the 
king,  the  fieij  chargers,  with  flaunting  mane  and  throbbing 
nostril,  would  make  the  earth  jar  with  the  tramp  of  hoofs 
and  the  thunder  of  wheels.  While  within  and  without  the 
palace  you  could  not  think  of  a  single  luxury  that  could  be 
added,  or  of  a  single  splendour  that  could  be  kindled,  down 
on  the  banks  of  the  sea  the  dry  docks  of  Ezion-geber  rang 
with  the  hammers  of  the  shipwrights  who  were  constructing 
larger  Tessels  for  a  still  wider  commerce,  for  all  lands  and 
climes  were  to  be  robbed  to  make  up  Solomon's  glory.  No 
rest  till  his  keels  shall  cut  every  sea,  his  axemen  hew  eyery 
forest,  his  archers  strike  eyery  rare  wing,  his  fishermen  whip 
eyery  stream,  his  merchants  trade  in  eyery  bazaar,  his  name 
be  honoured  by  eyery  tribe ;  and  royalty  shall  haye  no 
dominion,  wealth  no  luxiuy,  gold  no  glitter,  song  no  melody, 
light  no  radiance,  waters  no  gleam,  birds  no  plumage, 
prancing  coursers  no  metal,  upholstery  no  gorgeousness, 
architecture  no  grandeur, 

BUT   IT  WAS  ALL  HIS. 

'^  Well,"  you  say,  ^  if  there  is  any  man  happy,  he  ought  to 
be."  But  I  hear  him  coming  out  through  the  palace,  and 
see  his  robes  actually  encrusted  with  jewels,  as  he  stands  in 
the  front  and  looks  out  upon  the  yast  domain.  What  does 
he  say?  King  Solomon,  great  is  your  dominion,  great  is 
your  honour,  great  is  your  joy  P  No.  While  standing  there 
amid  all  that  splendour,  the  tears  start,  and  his  heart  breaks, 
and  he  exdaims:  '*  Vanity  of  yanitaes;  all  is  yanity." 
What !  Solomon  not  happy  yet  P    No,  not  happy. 

I  learn  from  this  subject,  in  the  first  place,  that  official 
position  ufiU  never  give  eoktee  to  a  maale  ewA.    I  know  there 
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haT6  been  very  bappj  men  in  high  positions^  such  as  Wilber- 
foroOy  as  Theodore  Frelinghnjsen,  as  G-ovemor  Briggs,  as 
Prince  Albert.  But  the  joy  came  not  from  their  elevated 
position ;  it  came  from  the  Lord  GKkL  whom  thej  tried  to 
serre.  This  man  Solomon  was  king  thirtj-five  years.  Ail 
the  pleasure  that  comes  from  palatial  reaidencey  from  the 
flattery  of  foreign  diplomatists,  from  uniTersal  sycophancy, 
gathered  around  him.  For  a  long  while  his  throne  stood 
firm  and  the  people  were  loyal,  and  yet  hear  his  awful  sigh 
of  disheartenment  in  the  words  of  my  text.  How  many 
people  in  all  ages  have  made  the  same  experiment  with  the 
same  failure!  How  often  you  see  people  who  think:  ''If 
I  could  only  get  into  this  or  that  position — ^if  I  could  be  a 
mayor,  or  a  governor,  or  a  senator,  or  a  president,  I  should 
be  perfectly  happy  I''  And  they  have  gone  on,  climbing 
from  one  position  to  another,  never  finding  the  solace  they 
anticipated.  Ask  the  men  who  have  gone  through  the  poli- 
tical life  of  the  last  forty  years,  in  their  old  days,  what  they 
think  of  the  honours  of  this  world,  and  they  will  tell  you, 
**  Ashes  I  ashes !  '*  An  old  man  told  me  some  time  ago  that 
he  called  at  the  White  House  just  before  the  expiration  of 
the  second  term  of  President  Jackson.  He  sent  a  message 
in ;  the  president  came  not.  He  sent  a  second  time,  and  a 
third  time.  After  awhile  the  president  came  out  in  great 
indignation,  and  said :  '*  Gentlemen,  people  envy  me  in  this 
White  House,  and  they  long  to  get  here ;  but  I  tell  you,  at 
the  end  of  the  second  term,  I  am  glad  to  get  out  of  it,  for 
it  is  a  perfect  helL''  The  honours  and  the  emoluments  of 
this  world  bring  so  many  cares  with  them  that  they  bring 
also  torture  and  disquietude.  Pharaoh  sat  on  one  of  the 
highest  earthly  eminences,  yet  he  is  miserable  because  there 
are  some  people  in  his  realm  that  do  not  want  any  longer  to 
make  bricks.  The  head  of  Edward  I.  aches  under  his  crown 
because  the  people  will  not  pay  the  taxes^  and  LleweUyn, 
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Prince  of  Wales,  will  not  do  liim  homage,  and  Wallace  will 
be  a  hero.  Frederick  William  III.,  of  PmsBia,  is  miflerable 
becanse  France  wants  to  take  the  Prussian  provinces.  The 
world  is  not  large  enough  for  Louis  XLY.  and  William  III. 
The  ghastliest  suffering,  the  most  shrivelling  fear,  the  most 
rending  jealousies,  the  most  gigantic  disquietude,  has  walked 
amid  obsequious  courtiers,  and  been  clothed  in  royal  apparel, 
and  sat  on  judgment  seats  of  power. 

HOKOUB  ABD   TBXTTH  AKD   JT78TJCB 

cannot  go  so  high  up  in  authority  as  to  be  beyond  the  range 
of  human  assault.  The  pure  and  the  good  in  all  ages  have 
been  execrated  by  the  mob  who  cry  out :  ''Not  this  man,  but 
Barabbas.  Now,  Barabbas  was  a  robber.''  By  patriotic 
devotion,  by  honesty,  by  Christian  principle,  I  would  have 
you,  my  hearers,  seek  for  the  favour  and  the  confidence  of 
your  fellow-men ;  but  do  not  look  upon  some  high  position 
in  society  as  though  that  were  always  sunshine.  The  moun- 
tains of  earthly  honour  are  like  the  mountains  of  Svritzer- 
land,  covered  with  perpetual  ice  and  snow.  Having  obtained 
the  confidence  and  the  love  of  your  associates,  be  content 
with  such  things  as  you  have.  You  brought  nothing  into 
the  world,  and  it  is  very  certain  you  can  carry  nothing  out. 
Cease  ye  from  man,  whose  breath  is  in  his  nostrils.  There 
is  an  honour  that  is  worth  possessing,  but  it  is  an  honour 
that  comes  from  Q-od.  This  day  rise  up  and  take  it.  Be- 
hold what  manner  of  love  the  Father  hath  bestowed  upon 
us  that  we  should  be  called  the  sons  of  Ood.  Who  aspires 
not  for  that  royalty  P  Come  now  and  be  kings  and  priests 
unto  Ood  and  the  Lamb  for  ever. 

Still  further :  I  learn  from  my  subject  that  worldly  wealth 
cannot  satisfy  the  souCs  longing.  The  more  money  a  man  has, 
the  better,  if  he  gets  it  honestly  and  uses  it  lawfully.  The 
whole  teaching  of  the  Word  of  God  has  a  tendency  to  create 
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ihoM  Idnds  of  habiti  and  tliat  kind  of  mental  acumen  wluch 
leada  on  to  xiehee.  A  man  who  tallai  against  wealth  as 
though  it  were  a  bad  thing,  is  either  a  knaTe  or  a  fooi^  not 
oieaning  what  he  sajs»  or  ignorant  of  the  glorious  uses  to 
which  monej  can  be  pnt.  Bat  the  man  who  builds  his  soul's 
hapiwiess  on  earthly  accnmnlation  is  not  at  all  wise,  to  put 
it  in  the  faintest  shape.  To  saj  that  Solomon  was  a  mil- 
lionaire gives  bat  a  Tery  imperfect  idea  of  the  property  he 
inherited  from  David  his  father.  He  had  at  his  command 
gold  to  the  Tslae  of  six  handred  and  eighty  million  poimdsy 
and  he  had  silver  to  the  value  of  one  biUion,  twentrf-nine 
million,  three  hundred  and  seventy-seven  pounds  sterling. 
The  Qaeen  of  Sheba  made  him  a  nice  little  present  of  seven 
hundred  and  twenty  thousand  pounds,  and  Hiram  made  him 
a  present  of  the  same  amount.  If  he  had  lost  the  value  of 
a  wlu^  realm  out  of  his  pocket,  it  would  have  hardly  been 
worth  his  while  to  stoop  down  and  pick  it  up ;  and  yet,  with 
all  that  affla^ice,  he  writes  the  words  of  my  text:  <<  Vanity 
of  vanities ;  all  is  vanity.''  Alas  I  if  that  man  could  not 
find  in  all  his  worldly  possessions 

MSOVGB,   TO   SATISFT   HIS   IKMOBTAIi  SOTTIJ, 

no  amount  that  you  and  I  will  ever  gather  by  the  sweat  of 
our  brow,  or  by  the  strength  of  our  arm,  will  make  us  happy. 
I  have  been  amused  to  hear  people  when  they  start  in  life 
say  at  what  pcant  in  life  they  wiU  be  contented  with  worldly 
possessions.  One  man  says :  **  I  want  to  get  twenty  thou- 
sand  dollars,  and  I  will  be  satisfied."  Another:  *a  want 
to  get  fifty  or  a  hundred  thousand,  or  a  miUion,  and  then  I 
will  be  satisfied.  Then  I  will  say  to  my  soul:  'Now,  juat 
look  at  that  block  of  storehouses.  Just  look  at  those 
^I?T''?*i '^"^^^^■-    J««t  look  at  those  bonds  and  mort. 

my  soul, take  thine  ease;  eat,  drink,  and  be  merry  I '••  Thou 
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fool  I  If  you  aro  not  happy  now  with  the  smaller  posses- 
Bionsi  you  will  never  be  with  the  larger  posBessions.  If  with 
decent  and  oomely  apparel  you  are  not  grateful  to  God,  yon 
would  be  ungrateful  if  yon  had  a  prince's  wardrobe  crowded 
till  the  hinges  burst.  If  yon  sat  this  morning  at  your  table, 
the  fare  was  so  poor  you  complained,  you  would  not  be  satis- 
fied though  you  sat  down  to  partridge  and  pine-apple.  If 
you  are  not  contented  with  an  income  to  support  comfort- 
ably your  householdi  you  would  not  be  contented  though 
your  income  rolled  in  on  you  fifty  or  a  hundred  thousand 
dollars  a  year.  It  is  not  what  we  get,  it  is  what  we  are^  that 
makes  us  happy  or  miserable.  If  that  is  not  so,  how  do  you 
account  for  the  fact  that  many  of  those  who  fare  sumptu- 
ously every  day  are  waspish  and  dissatisfied,  and  overbear- 
ing, and  foreboding,  and  crankey,  and  uncompromising ; 
with  a  countenance  in  which  wrath  always  lowers,  and  a  lip 
which  seom  curls ;  while  many  a  time  in  the  summer  even- 
tide you  see  a  labouring  man  going  home  in  his  shirt  sleeves, 
with  a  pail  on  his  arm  and  a  pickaxe  over  his '  shoulder,  his 
face  bright  with  smiles,  and  his  heart  with  hope,  and  the 
night  of  his  toil  bright  with  flaming  auroras?  It  is  an 
illustration  and  proof  of  the  fact  that  it  is  not  outward  con- 
dition that  makes  a  man  happy.  A  man  came  to  Boths- 
child,  the  great  London  banker,  and  said :  ^  You  must  be  a 
thoroughly  happy  man.''  He  said :  "  Happy  p  Me  happy  P 
Happy  when,  just  as  I  am  going  to  dine,  a  man  sends  me  a 
note,  saving :  *  If  you  don't  send  me  five  hundred  pounds 
before  to-morrow  night,  I  will  blow  your  brains  out.'    Me 

happy  P  " 

O,  I  wish  this  morning  I  could,  by  the  power  of  the  Lord 
Almighty,  break  the  infatuation  of  those  men  who  are  neg- 
lecting iJie  present  sources  of  satisfaction,  hoping  that  there 
is  to  be  something  m  the  futurofor  them  of  a  wildly  nature 
that  wiU  satisfy  th^  souls.    The  heart  right,  all  is  right. 
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The  heart  wrong,  all  10  wrong.  Bat  I  ask  jou  to  Uglier 
riches:  to  crowns  that  neyer  fadoi  to  inTOstments  that 
alirays  declare  dividends,  dome  np  this  daj  and  get  it, — 
the  riches  of  Qod*s  pardon,  the  riches  of  God's  mercj,  the 
riches  of  Ood's  peace.  Blessed  are  all  they  who  put  their 
trust  in  Him. 

I  go  still  farther,  and  learn  from  this  subject  that  learn' 
ing  and  science  cannot  satisfy  the  BoviL  You  know  that 
Solomon  was  one  of  the  largest  contributors  to  the  literature 
of  his  day.    He  wrote  one  thousand  and  fire  songs. 

HE  WBOTE  THREE  THOUSAKD  PBOYEBBS. 

He  wrote  about  almost  everything.  The  Bible  says  dis- 
tinctly he  wrote  about  plants,  from  the  cedar  of  Lebanon  to 
the  hyssop  that  groweth  out  of  the  walls ;  and  about  birds, 
and  beasts,  and  fishes.  No  doubt  he  put  off  his  royal  robes, 
and  put  on  hunter's  trapping,  and  went  out  with  his  arrows 
to  bring  do?ni  the  rarest  specimens  of  birds ;  and  then  with 
his  fishing  apparatus  he  went  down  to  the  stream  to  bring 
up  the  denizens  of  the  deep,  and  plunged  into  the  foresty 
and  found  the  rarest  specimens  of  flowers ;  and  then  he 
came  back  to  his  study  and  wrote  books  about  zoology,  the 
science  of  animals ;  about  ichthyology,  the  science  of  fishes ; 
about  ornithology,  the  science  of  birds ;  about  botany,  the 
science  of  plants.  Yet,  notwithstanding  all  his  achieve- 
ments he  cries  out  in  my  text :  ''  Vanity  of  vanities  ;  all  is 
vanity."  Have  you  ever  seen  a  man  try  to  make  learning 
and  science  his  God  P  Did  you  ever  know  such  a  fearful 
autobiography  as  that  of  John  Stuart  Mill,  a  man  who 
prided  himself  on  his  philosophy,  and  had  a  wonderful 
strength  of  intellect ;  yet  now,  after  his  death,  his  autobio- 
graphy goes  forth  to  the  world  showing  that  his  whole  life 
was  a  gigantic  wretchedness.  We  have  seen  men  go  out 
with    mineralogist's    hammer,    and    geologist's  pry,    and 
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botanist's  knife,  and  ornithologist's  gun,  and  storm  the  king- 
dom of  niture  in  her  barred  castles  of  cave,  and  grove,  and 
forest;  and  if  there  is  any  heaven  on  earth,  it  is  that. 
With  yonr  eyes  prepared  for  *  all  beautiful  sights,  and 
your  ears  for  all  sweet  sounds,  and  your  soul  for  all  great 
thoughts,  if  you  go  forth  in  the  place  where  G-od  breathes 
in  the  aroma  of  flowers,  and  talks  in  the  wind's  rustling, 
and  sings  in  the  rear  of  forest  and  mountain  cataract, 
then  you  know  why  Linnseus  spent  his  life  amid  plants, 
and  Cuvier  found  intelligent  converse  among  beasts,  and 
Werner  grew  exhilarant  among  minerals,  and  Audubon 
revelled  among  birds,  and  Agassiz  found  untravelled  worlds 
of  thought  in  a  fish.  But  every  man  who  has  testified,  after 
trying  the  learning  and  science  of  the  world  for  a  solace, 
testified  that  it  is  an  insufficient  portion.  The  philosopher 
has  often  wept  in  astronomer's  observatory,  and  chemist's 
laboratory,  and  botanist's  herbarium.  There  are  times  when 
the  soul  dives  deeper  than  the  fish,  and  soars  higher  than 
the  bird,  and  though  it  may  be  enraptured  with  the  beauties 
of  the  natural  world,  it  will  long  after  trees  of  life  that 
never  wither,  and  fountains  that  never  dry  up,  and  stars  that 
shall  shine  after  the  glories  of  our  earthly  nights  have  gone 
out  for  ever.  O,  what  discontents,  what  jealousies,  what 
uncontrollable  hate  has  sprung  up  among  those  who 
depended  upon  their  literary  success.  How  often  have 
writers,  with  their  pens  plunged  into  the  hearts  of  their 
rivals — pens  sharper  than  dmetars, 

STBIKING  DESPEB  THAN    BAYONETS. 

Yoltair  hated  Bousseau.  Charles  Lamb  could  not  endure 
Coleridge.  Waller  warred  against  Cowley.  The  hatred  of 
Plato  and  Xenophon  is  as  immortal  as  their  works.  Cor- 
neille  had  an  utter  contempt  for  Hacine.  Have  you  ever 
been  in  Westminster  Abbey  P    In  the  "  Poet's  Corner,"  in 

o  o 
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Westminster  Abbej,  sleep  Drayton  the  poet,  and  a  little 
waj  off,  Goldioi  who  said  the  former  was  not  a  poet.  There 
sleep  Dryden,  and  a  little  way  off,  poor  ShadwelT,  who  pur- 
sued him  with  fiend's  fury.  There  is  Pope,  and  a  little  way 
off  is  John  Dennis,  his  implaoahle  enemy.  They  neyer 
before  came  so  near  together  without  quarrelling  I  Byron 
had  all  that  genius  could  give  a  man,  and  that  sympathy 
with  nature  could  giye  a  man,  and  that  literary  applause 
could  give  a  man,  and  yet  a  later  poet  most  graphically 
describes  both  his  genius  and  his  grief  by  saying : 

The  nationfl  gazed,  and  wondered  much,  and  praised : 
Critics  before  him  fell  in  hnmble  plight^ 
Confonnded  fell :  and  made  debasing  signs 
To  catch  his  eye ;  and  stretched,  and  swelled  tbemselTCS 
To  bursting  nigh,  to  utter  bnlkj  words 
Of  admiration  vast :  and  many,  too- 
Many  that  aimed  to  imitate  his  flight, 
With  weaker  wing — unearthly  flattering  made^ 
And  gare  abundant  sport  to  after  days. 

Great  man  I  the  nations  gazed,  and  wondered  much, 

And  praised :  and  many  called  his  evil  good. 

Wits  wrote  in  f  arour  of  his  wickedness  : 

And  kings  to  do  him  honour  took  delight. 

Thus  full  of  titles,  flattery,  honour,  fame : 

Beyond  desire,  beyond  ambition  full. 

He  died. — He  died  of  what  ?    Of  wretchednesa 

Drank  every  cap  of  joy,  heard  every  trump 

Of  fame ;  drank  early,  deeply  drank ;  drank  draughts 

That  common  millions  might  have  quenched— -then  died 

Of  thirst,  because  there  was  no  more  to  drink. 

I  come  to  learn  one  more  lesson  from  my  subject,  and  that 
is  that  there  U  no  comfort  in  the  life  of  a  voluptuary.  I  dare 
not  draw  aside  the  curtain  that  hides  the  excesses  into  which 
Solomon's  dissoluteness  plunged  him.  Though  he  waved  a 
sceptre  oyer  others,  there  arose  in  his  own  soul  a  tyrant  that 
mastered  him.    With  a  mandate  that  none  dare  disobej,  he 
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l&id  the  whole  land  under  tribute  to  his  iniquitj.  Delilah 
sheared  the  locks  of  that  S^imson.  From  that  princely 
seraglio  there  went  forth  a  ruinons  blight  on  the  whole 
nation's  chastitj;  bnt  after  awhile  remorse,  with  feet  of 
fire,  leaped  upon  his  son!,  and  with  bodj  exhausted,  and 
loathsome,  and  dropping  apart  with  putrefaction,  he  staggers 
out  from  the  hell  of  his  own  iniquitj  to  give  warning  to 
others.  0  how  many  hare  Tentured  out  on  that  wild  sea  of 
sensuality,  driven  by  fierce  winds  of  passion,  hurled  against 
rocks,  swallowed  in  the  whirl  of  hell's  maelstrom ;  that  was 
the  last  of  them.  No!  that  was  not  the  last  of  them. 
Everlastingly  ruined,  with  their  passions  unsubdued  and 
burning  on  the  soul  fiercer  thibU  unquenchable  fire,  they  shall 
writhe  in  a  torture  that  shall  make  the  cheek  of  darkness 
pale,  and  utter  a  blasphemy  that  shall  shock  devils  damned. 
O  how  many  young  men  have  gone  on  that  path  of  sin 
because  it  seemed  blooming  with  tropical  splendour,  and  the 
sky  was  bright,  and  the  air  was  balm,  and  from  the  castles 
that  stood  on  the  shore  of  glittering  seas  there  came  ringing 
up  laughter  as  merry  as  the  waves  that  dashed  on  the  crags 
beneath.  By  some  infernal  spell  their  eye  was  blinded  and 
their  ear  was  stopped,  or  they  would  have  heard  the  dank 
of  chains  and  the  howl  of  woe,  and  across  their  vision  would 
have  passed  spectres  of  the  dead,  with  shrouds  gathered  up 
about  faces  blistered  with  pain,  and  eyes  starting  from  their 
sockets  in  agony.  But,  alas  I  they  saw  it  not,  they  heard  it 
not,  until  from  the  slippery  places  the  long,  lean,  skeleton 
hands  of  despair  reached  up  and  snatched  them  down, 
destroyed  without  despair  I  Has  this  sorcerer  cast  its  eye 
on  you  P  O  young  man,  have  you  bemi  once  and  again  to 
the  places  were  the  pure  never  go  P  Have  you  turned  your 
back  upon  a  mother's  prayer  and  a  sister's  love,  and  while  I 
speak  does  your  consdenoe  begin  to  toll  dismally  the  burial 
of  your  purity  and  honour  P 

o  o  2 
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FUT  BACK   SOW   OE  VKTSS. 

Pat  baek !  That  ■hadow  that  Uls  upcm  jour  Kml  U  from 
no  pMnng  dood,  but  from  a  night  deep,  starless,  etemaL 
GKkL's  eje  watcheth  th j  footsteps.  A  little  further  on  and 
no  tears  ean  wash  oat  thj  sio,  and  no  prayer  will  bring  a 
pardon.  Pat  baek  now  or  nerer !  I  tear  off  the  garlands 
whidi  hide  this  death's  bead,  and  hold  before  jon  to-daj  the 
reeklDg  sknll  of  sinfal  pleasare.  Nations  haTe  gone  down 
nnder  this  sin.  Exhnaied  dties  on  broken  pillars,  and  on 
temple  walls  hare  preserred  in  infamons  scolptoro  the 
memory  of  scenes  beforo  which  the  antiquarian  tarns  his 
head  and  asks  if  there  be  a  God  whero  so  long  has  slept 
His  TeDgeance.  The  world  still  trembles  nnder  the  weight 
of  this  behemoth  of  iniquity,  and  from  the  myriad  grayes 
in  which  it  holds  the  scarred  carcasses  of  the  slain  lifts 
np  its  hands,  crying:  ^How  long,  0  Lord,  bow  long?" 
From  Christian  circles,  from  the  Tery  altars  of  God,  the 
ranks  of  rain  are  made  np.  They  march  on  witb  scorched 
feet  over  a  pathway  of  fire,  the  gronnd  trembling  with  earth- 
quake, and  the  air  hot  with  the  breath  of  woe,  and  sulphu- 
reous with  the  fleet  lightniogs  of  God's  wrath.  Scorpions 
strike  out  at  every  step,  and  the  "  worm  that  never  dies '' 
lifts  its  awful  crest,  with  horrid  folds  to  crush  the  debauched. 
O,  there  is  no  peace  in  the  life  of  a  Toluptuary.  Solomon, 
answer.    **  None !  none  I  ** 

But,  my  friends,  if  there  is  no  complete  satisfaction  in 
worldly  office,  in  worldly  wealth,  in  worldly  learning,  in 
sinfal  indulgence — where  is  there  any  p  Has  God  turned 
us  out  on  a  desert  to  die  P  Ah,  no ;  look  at  this  one  that 
comes  this  morning — this  fair  one.  Immortal  garlands  on 
her  brow.  The  song  of  heaven  bursting  from  her  lips! 
^'Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness,  and  all  her  paths  are 
peace.''  In  Christ  is  peace.  In  Ohrist  is  pardon.  In  Christ 
is  everlasting  joy,  and  nowhere  else. 
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**  And  His  disciples  went  and  told  Jesns.** — Matt,  ziy.  12. 

AN  outrageous  assassination  has  just  taken  place.  To 
appease  a  revengeful  woman,  King  Herod  ordered 
the  death  of  that  noble,  self-sacrificing  Christian,  John  the 
Baptist.  The  group  of  disciples  were  thrown  into  grief  and 
dismaj.  Thej  felt  themselves  utterly  defenceless.  There 
was  no  authority  to  which  they  could  appeal,  and  yet  grief 
must  always  find  expression.  If  there  be  no  human  ear  to 
hear  it,  then  the  agonized  soul  will  cry  it  aloud  to  the 
winds,  and  the  woods,  and  the  waters.  But  there  was  an 
ear  that  was  willing  to  listen.  There  is  a  tender  pathos, 
and  at  the  same  time  a  most  admirable  picture,  in  the  words 
of  my  text :  ''  They  went  and  told  Jesus.''  He  could  under* 
stand  their  grief,  and  He  immediately  soothed  it.  Our 
burdens  are  not  more  than  half  so  heavy  to  carry  if  another 
shoulder  is  thrust  under  the  other  end  of  them.  Here  we 
find  Christ,  His  brow  shadowed  with  grief,  standing  amid 
the  group  of  disciples,  who,  with  tears,  and  violent  gesticu- 
lations, and  wringing  of  hands,  and  outcry  of  bereavement, 
are  expressing  their  woe.  Raphael,  with  his  skilful  brush 
putting  upon  the  wall  of  a  palace  some  scene  of  sacred 
story,  gave  not  so  skilful  a  stroke  as  when  the  plain  hand  of 
the  evangelist  writes :  ''  They  went  and  told  Jesus.'' 

The  old  Goths  and  Yandals  came  down  from  the  North  of 
Europe,  and  they  upset  the  gardens,  and  they  broke  down 
the  altars,  and  swept  away  everything  that  was  good  and 
beautiful*  So  there  is  ever  and  anon  in  the  history  of  all 
the  sons  and  daughters  of  our  race  an  incursion  of  rough- 
handed  troubles  that  come  to  plunder,  and  ransack,  and  put 
to  the  torch  all  that  men  highly  prize.  There  is  no  cave  so 
deeply  deft  into  the  mountain  as  to  allow  us  shelter,  and 
the  foot  of  fleetest  courser  cannot  bear  us  beyond  the  quick 
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pursuit.  The  arrows  they  put  to  the  string  flj  with  UDerring 
darty  until  we  fall  pierced  and  stunned*  It  seems  to  me 
that  there  has  nerer  been  so  many  trials  in  my  congrega- 
tion as  now;  so  many  bereayed  hearts;  so  many  boroe 
down  in  worldly  and  spiritual  trouble.  Bat  I  feel  that  I 
bring  to  yon  a  most  appropriate  message.  I  mean  to  bind 
up  all  your  griefs  into  a  bandloi  and  set  them  on  fire  with  a 
spark  from  Ood*s  altar.  The  same  prescription  that  cored 
the  sorrow  of  the  disciples  will  care  all  your  heart-aches.  I 
haye  read  that  when  Gk>dfrey  and  his  army  marched  oat  to 
o^tare  Jerosalemy  as  they  came  oyer  the  hillsy  at  the  first 
flash  of  the  pinnacles  of  that  beantif  al  city,  the  army  that 
had  marched  in  silence  lifted  a  shoat  that  made  the  earth 
tremble.  O,  you  soldiers  of  Jesus  Ohriat,  marchlDg  on 
toward  heayeuy  I  would  that  to-day,  by  some  gleam  of  the 
palace  of  God*s  mercy  and  €k>d's  strength,  you  might  be 
lifted  into  great  rejoidng,  and  that  before  this  serrice  is 
ended  jou  might  raise  one  glad  hosanna  to  the  Lord. 

In  the  first  place,  I  oommend  the  behayiour  of  these  dis- 
ciples to  all  those  in  this  audience  who  are  $inful  and  unpar' 
doned.  There  oomes  a  time  in  almost  eyery  man's  history 
when  he  feels  from  some  source  that  he  has  an  erring  nature. 
The  thought  m^y  not  haye  such  heft  as  to  fell  him.  It  may 
be  only  like  the  fla>sh  in  an  eyening  cloud  just  after  a  yery 
hot  summer  day.  One  man,  to  get  rid  of  that  impression,  wiU 
go  to  prayer ;  another  will  stimulate  himself  by  ardent  spirits, 
and  another  man  will  diye  deeper  in  seeularities.  But  some- 
times a  man  cannot  get  rid  of  these  impressions.  The  fact 
is,  when  a  man  finds  out  that  his  eternity  is  poised  upon  a 
perfect  uncertainty,  and  that  the  next  moment  his  foot  may 
slip,  he  must  do  something  yiolent  to  make  himself  forget 
where  he  stands,  or  else  fly  for  refuge.  If  there  are  any 
here  who  haye  resolyed  that  they  would  rather  die  of  this 
awful  cancer  of  sin  than  to  haye  the  heayenly  Surgeon  cut  it 
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outy  let  me  saj,  my  dear  brother,  joa  mingle  for  yourself  a 
bitter  cup.  You  flj  in  tke  face  of  jour  eyerlasting  interests. 
You  crouch  under  a  yoke  and  you  bite  the  dust,  if?hen,  this 
moment,  you  might  rise  up  a  crowned  conqueror.  DriTen, 
and  perplexed,  and  harassed  as  you  have  been  by  sin,  go  and 
tell  Jesus.  To  relax  the  grip  of  death  from  your  soul,  and 
plant  your  unshackled  feet  upon  the  golden  throne,  Christ 
let  the  tortures  of  Calvary's  mount  transfix  Him. 

WITH   THB  BBAM  Ol*   HIS  OWN   CBOSS 

He  will  break  down  the  door  of  your  dungeon.  From  the 
thorns  of  His  own  crown  He  will  pick  enough  gems  to  make 
your  brow  blaze  with  eternal  victory.  In  every  tear  on  His 
wet  cheek ;  in  every  gash  of  His  side ;  in  every  long,  black- 
ening mark  of  laceration  from  shoulder  to  shoulder ;  in  the 
grave-shattering,  heaven*storming  death  groan,  I  hear  Him 
say : ''  Him  that  cometh  unto  me  I  will  in  no  wise  cast  out.'' 
''  O,''  but  you  say,  "  instead  of  curing  my  wound  you  want 
to  make  another  wound,  namely,  that  of  conviction."  Have 
you  never  known  a  surgeon  to  come  and  find  a  chronic  dis- 
ease, and  then  with  sharp  caustic  burn  it  all  out  P  S j  the 
grace  of  GK)d  comes  to  the  old  sore  of  sin.  It  has  long  been 
rankling  there,  but  by  Divine  grace  it  is  burned  out  through 
these  fires  of  conviction,  **  the  flesh  coming  again  as  the  flesh 
on  a  little  child ;"  ^  where  sin  abounded,  grace  much  more 
aboundeth."  With  the  ten  thousand  unpardoned  sins  of 
your  life,  this  morning  go  and  tell  Jesus.  You  will  never 
get  rid  of  your  sins  in  any  other  way ;  and  remember  that 
the  broad  invitation  which  I  extend  to  you  will  not  alwajs 
be  extended.  I  was  reading  of  King  Alfred,  who,  in  the  days 
long  before  the  modern  time-pieces  were  invented,  used  to 
divide  the  day  into  three  parts,  eight  hours  each,  and  then 
had  three  wax  candles.  By  the  time  the  first  candle  had 
burned  to  the  socket,  eight  hours  had  gone^  and  when  the 
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second  candle  had  burned  to  tlie  socket,  another  eight  hoars 
had  gone,  and  when  all  the  three  candles  were  gone  out,  then 
the  day  had  pasted.  O,  that  some  of  ns,  instead  of  calcula- 
ting our  dajSy  and  nights,  and  years  by  any  earthly  time- 
piece, might  calculate  them  by  the  numbers  of  opportunities 
and  mercies  which  are  burning  down  and  burning  out,  never 
to  be  relighted,  lest  at  last  we  be  amid  the  foolish  yirgins 
who  cry :  "  Our  lamps  have  gone  out." 

Again :  I  commend  the  behaviour  of  the  disciples  to  dU 
who  are  tempted,  I  have  heard  men  in  mid-life  say  they  had 
never  been  led  into  temptation.  If  you  have  not  felt  tempta- 
tion it  is  because  you  have  not  tried  to  do  right.  A  man 
hoppled  and  handcuffed,  as  long  as  he  lies  quietly,  does  not 
test  the  power  of  the  chain ;  but  when  he  rises  up,  and  with 
determination  resolves  to  snap  the  handcuff  or  break  the 
hopple,  then  he  finds  the  power  of  the  iron.  And  there  are 
men  who  have  been  for  ten,  and  twenty,  and  thirty  years 
bound  hand  and  foot  of  evil  habit,  who  have  never  felt  the 
power  of  the  chain,  because  they  have  never  tried  to  break 
it.  It  is  very  easy  to  go  down  with  the  stream  and  with  the 
wind,  lying  on  your  oars ;  but  you  just  turn  around,  and  try 
to  go  against  the  wind  and  the  tide,  and  you  will  find  it  is  a 
very  different  matter.  As  long  as  we  go  down  the  current 
of  our  evil  habits  we  seem  to  get  along  quite  smoothly ;  bat 
after  awhile  we  turn  around,  and  head  the  other  way  toward 
Christ,  and  pardon,  and  heaven;  O,  then  how  we  have  to  lay 
to  the  oars !  You  all  have  your  temptation.  You  have  one 
kind,  you  another,  you  another,  not  one  person  escaping.  It 
is  all  folly  for  you  to  say  to  some  one :  ''  I  could  not  be 
tempted  as  you  are."  The  lion  thinks  it  is  so  strange  that 
the  fish  should  be  caught  with  a  hook.  The  fish  thinks  it  is 
so  strange  that  the  lion  should  be  caught  with  a  trap.  You 
see  some  man  with  a  cold,  phlegmatic  temperament,  and  you 
say :  **  1  suppose  that  man  has  not  any  temptation."    Yes, 
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as  mucii  as  you  have.  In  his  pblegmatic  nature  lie  has  a 
temptation  to  indolence,  and  censoriouanessy  and  OTer-eating 
i.nd  drinking ;  to  sink  down  into  a  great  latitude  and  longi- 
tude of  f  attiness ;  a  temptation  to  ignore  the  great  work  of 
life ;  a  temptation  to  lay  down  an  obstacle  in  the  way  of  all 
good  enterprises.  The  temperament  decides  the  style  of 
temptation ;  but  sanguine  or  lymphatic,  you  will  have  temp- 
tation. Satan  has  a  grappling-hook  just  fitted  for  your  soul. 
A  man  never  liyes  beyond  the  reach  of  temptation.  Ton  say 
when  a  man  gets  to  be  seyenty  or  eighty  years  of  age  he  is 
safe  from  all  satanic  assault.  You  are  very  much  mistaken. 
A  man  at  eighty-fiye  years  of  ag^  has  as  many  temptations 
as  a  man  at  twenty-fi^e.  They  are  only  different  styles  of 
temptation.  Ask  the  aged  Christian  whether  he  is  neyer 
assaulted  of  the  powers  of  darkness.  If  you  think  you  have 
conquered  the  power  of  temptation 

T0X7  ABB  TEBY  MUCH   MISTAEBN. 

I  was  reading  this  morning  of  Pope  Sixtus,  who,  when  he 
was  cardiDal,  pretended  he  was  very  weak  and  sickly,  and  if 
they  elevated  him  to  the  office  or  chair  of  the  Pope,  he  would 
only  occupy  it  a  little  while,  for  he  would  soon  be  gone.  He 
crawled  upon  his  crutches  to  the  chair,  and  once  having 
attained  it,  he  was  strong  again.  He  said : ''  It  was  well  for 
me  while  I  was  looking  for  the  keys  of  St.  Peter  that  I 
should  stoop ;  but  now  I  have  found  them,  why  should  I 
stoop  any  longer?  "  and  he  threw  away  his  crutches  and  was 
well  again.  How  illustrative  of  the  power  of  temptation. 
You  think  it  is  a  weak  and  crippled  influence ;  but  give  it  a 
chance  and  it  will  be  a  pope,  it  will  be  a  tyrant  in  your  soul, 
it  will  grind  you  to  atoms.  No  man  has  finally  and  for  ever 
overcome  temptation  until  he  has  left  the  world.  But  what 
are  you  to  do  with  these  temptations  P  Tell  everybody  about 
them  P    Ahy  what  a  silly  man  you  would  be  I    As  well  might 
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a  oommander  in  a  fort  aend  word  to  the  enemy  which  gate 
of  the  castle  is  least  barred,  as  for  you  to  go  and  tell  what 
all  jour  frailties  are,  and  what  sJl  jour  temptations  are.    The 
world  will  only  caricature  you,  will  only  scoff  at  you.    What 
then,  must  a  man  do  P    When  the  ware  strikes  him  with 
terrific  dash,  shall  we  have  nothing  to  hold  on  to?    In  this 
contest  with  ''  the  world,  the  flesh,  and  the  deyil,"  shall  a  man 
hare  no  help  P  no  counsel  P    My  text  intimates  something 
different.    In  those  eyes  that  wept  with  the  Bethany  sisters, 
I  see  shining  hope.    In  that  Toice  which  spoke  until  the 
graTO  broke  and  the  widow  of  Nain  had  back  her  lost  son, 
and  the  sea  slept,  and  sorrow  stupendous  woke  up  in  the 
arms  of  rapture,  in  that  voice  I  hear  the  command  and  the 
promise:    ^'Oast  thy  burden  on  the  Lord,  and  He  will 
sustain  thee."    Why  should  you  carry  your  burdens  any 
longerP     O,  you  weary  soul,  Christ  has  been  in  aJl  this 
conflict.    He  says :  ''  My  grace  shall  be  sufficient  for  you. 
You  shall  not  be  tempted  aboye  that  you  are  able  to  bear." 
Therefore  with  all  your  temptations,  go^  as  these  disciples 
did,  and  tell  Jesus. 

Again :  I  commend  the  behaviour  of  the  disciples  to  all 
those  w7io  are  aJmsecl;  and  ilandered^  and  jperaectUed.  When 
Herod  put  John  to  death,  the  disciples  knew  that  their  own 
heads  were  not  safe.  And  do  you  know  that  every  John  has 
a  Herod  P  There  are  persons  in  life  who  do  not  wish  you 
very  welL  Your  misfortunes  are  honeycombs  to  them. 
Through  their  teeth  they  hiss  at  you,  misinterpret  your 
motives,  and  would  be  glad  to  see  you  upset.  No  man  gets 
through  life  without  having  a  pommelling.  Some  slander 
comes  after  you,  homed,  and  tusked,  and  hoofed,  to  gore  and 
trample  you ;  and  what  are  you  to  do  P  I  tell  you  plainly 
that  all  who  serve  Christ  must  suffer  persecution.  It  is  the 
worst  sign  in  the  world  for  you  to  be  able  to  say :  "  I  haven't 
an  enemy  in  the  world."    A  woe  is  pronounced  in  the  Bible 
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against  the  one  of  whom  eyerjbodj  speaks  well.    If  you  are 
at  peace  with  the  whole  world,  and  eTerjbodj  likes  yon  and 
approves  your  work,  it  is  because  you  are  an  idler  in  the 
Lord's  Tineyaidi  and  are  not  doing  your  duty.    All  those 
who  have  served  Christ,  however  eminent,  have  been  mal- 
treated at  some  stage  of  their  experience.    You  know  it  was 
so  in  the  time  of  Gkorge  YThitefieldi  when  he  stood  and 
invited  men  into  the  kingdom  of  G-od.   What  did  the  learned 
Doctor  Johnson  say  of  him  P    He  pronounced  him  a  miser- 
able mountebank.    How  was  it  when  Sobert  Hall  stood  and 
spoke  as  no  uninspired  man  ever  did  speak  of  the  glories  of 
heaven?  and  as  he  stood  Sabbath  after  Sabbath  preaching 
on  these  themes  his  face  kindled  with  the  glory.     John 
Foster,  a  Christian  man,  said  of  this  man:  ''Bobert  Hall  is 
only  acting,  and  the  smile  on  his  face  is  a  reflection  of  his 
own  vanity."    John  Wesley  turned  all  England  upside  down 
with  Christian  reform,  and  yet  the  punsters  were  after  him, 
and  the  meanest  jokes  in  England  were  perpetrated  about 
John  Wesley.    What  is  true  of  the  pulpit  is  true  of  the 
pew ;  it  is  true  of  the  street,  it  is  true  of  the  shop,  and  the 
store. 

All  who  will  live  godly  in  Christ  Jesus  must  suffer 
persecution.  And  I  set  it  down  as  the  very  worst  sign  in  all 
your  Christian  experience,  if  you  are,  any  of  you,  at  peace 
with  all  the  world.  The  religion  of  Christ  is  war !  It  is  a 
challenge  to  ''  the  world,  the  flesh,  and  the  devil,''  and  if  you 
will  buckle  on  the  whole  armour  of  Gh)d,  you  will  find  a 
great  host  disputing  your  path  between  this  and  heaven. 
But  what  are  you  to  do  when  you  are  assaulted,  and  slan- 
dered, and  abused,  as  I  suppose  nearly  all  of  you  have  been 
in  your  life?  Gk>  out  and  hunt  up  the  slanderer?  O,  no, 
silly  man.  While  you  are  explaining  away  a  falsehood  in 
one  place,  fifty  people  will  just  have  heard  of  it  in  other 
places. 
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Z   COUNSIL  YOXJ  TO  ANOTHBB   COUBSB. 

While  yon  are  not  to  admit  any  opportunity  of  ietting  yonr- 
■elyes  right,  I  want  to  tell  yon  this  momiog  of  One  who 
had  the  hardest  things  siud  about  Him,  whose  sobriety  was 
disputed,  whose  mission  was  scouted,  whose  companionship 
was  denounced,  who  was  pursued  as  a  babe,  and  spit  upon 
as  a  man,  who  was  howled  at  after  he  was  dead.  I  will  have 
yoji  go  unto  Him  with  your  bruised  soul,  in  some  humble, 
child-like  prayer,  saving :  ''  I  see  Thy  wounds — ^wounds  of 
head,  wounds  of  feet,  wounds  of  heart.  Now,  look  at  my 
wounds  and  see  what  I  haye  suffered,  and  through  what 
battles  I  am  going,  and  by  those  wounds  of  Thine,  sympathize 
with  these/'  And  He  will  sympathize,  and  He  will  help. 
Go  and  tell  Jesus ! 

Again :  I  commend  the  behaviour  of  the  disciples  to  all 
who  may  have  been  herea/oed.  How  many  in  garb  of  mourning ! 
If  you  could  stand  at  this  point  where  I  am  standing  and 
look  off  upon  this  audience,  how  many  signals  of  sorrow  you 
would  behold.  God  has  His  own  way  of  taking  apart  a 
family.  We  must  get  out  of  the  way  for  coming  generations. 
We  must  get  off  the  stage  that  others  may  come  on,  and  for 
this  reason  there  is  a  long  procession  reaching  down  all  the 
time  into  the  yalley  of  shadows.  This  matter  of  emigration 
from  time  into  eternity  is  so  vast  an  enterprise,  that  we 
cannot  understand  it.  Every  hour  we  hear  the  clang  of  the 
sepulchral  gate.  The  sod  must  be  broken.  The  ground 
must  be  ploughed  for  resurrection  harvest.  Eternity  must 
be  peopled.  The  dust  must  press  our  eyeUds.  "It  is 
appointed  unto  all  men  once  to  die."  This  emigration  from 
time  into  eternity  keeps  three-fourths  of  the  famiUes  of  the 
earth  in  desolation.  The  air  is  rent  with  fareweUs,  and  the 
biwk-tiwselled  vehicles  of  death  rumble  through  every  street. 

^ii^\    J*"?  "^^  '^**  ^  ^^^^^  «>  <^lo»^l/  to  ^^ 
ers  Heart  is  put  away  in  the  cold  and  the  darkness. 
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The  laughter  freezes  to  the  girFs  lip,  and  the  rose  scatters. 
The  boy  in  the  harvest  field  of  Shunam  sajs :  "  Mj  head, 
my  head/'  and  they  carry  him  home  to  die  on  the  lap  of 
his  mother.      Widowhood    stands  with  tragedies  of  woe 
strack  into  the  pallor  of  the  cheek.    Orphanage  cries  in  vain 
for  father  and  mother.   O,  the  graye  is  cruel !    With  teeth  of 
stone,  it  clutches  for  its  prey.    Between  the  closing  gates  of 
the  sepulchre,  our  hearts  are  mangled  and  crushed.  Is  there 
any  earthly  solace  P    None.    We  come  to  the  obsequies,  we 
sit  with  the  grief-stricken,  we  talk  pathetically  to  their  soul; 
bat  soon  the  obsequies  have  passed,  the  carriages  have  left  us 
at  the  door,  the  friends  who  stayed  for  a  few  days  are  gone, 
and  the  heart  sits  in  desolation  listening  for  the  little  feet 
that  will  never  again  patter  through  the  hall,  or  looking  for 
the  entrance  of  those  who  will  never  come  again — ^sighing 
into  the  darkness.    Ever  and  anon  coming  on  some  book  or 
garment,  or   little  shoe  or  picture,  that  arouses  former 
association,  almost  killing  the  heart.    Long  days  and  nights 
of  sufEeriog  that  wear  out  the  spirit,  and  expunge  the  bright 
lines  of  life,  and  give  haggardness  to  the  face,  and  draw  the 
flesh  tight  down  over  the  cheek-bone,  and  draw  dark  lines 
under  the  sunken  eye,  and  the  hand  is  tremulous,  and  the 
voice  is  husky  and  uncertain,  and  the  grief  is  wearing,  grind- 
ing, accumulating,  exhausting.    Now,  what  are  such  to  do  ? 
Are  they  merely  to  look  up  into  a  brazen  and  unpitying 
heaven  P    Are  they  to  walk  a  blasted  field  unfed  of  stream, 
unsheltered  by  overarching  tree  P    Has  God  turned  us  out 
on  the  barren  commons  to  die  P   O,  no !  no !  no !    He  has  not. 
He  comes  wit  a   sympathy,  and  kindness,  and  love.     He 
understands  all  our  grief.    He  sees  the  height,  and  the 
depth,  and  the  length,  and  the  breadth  of  it.    He  is  the 
only  one  that  can  fully  sympathize.    Go  and  tell  Jesus. 
Sometimes  when  we  have  trouble  we  go  to  our  friends  and 
we  explain  it,  and  they  try  to  sympathize ;  but  they  do  not 
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understand  it.  They  cannot  understand  it.  Bat  Glirist 
sees  all  over  it,  and  aJl  through  it.  He  not  only  counts  the 
tears  and  records  the  groans,  but  before  the  tears  started, 
before  the  groans  began,  Christ  saw  the  inmost  hiding- 
place  of  your  sorrow,  and  He  takes  it,  and  He  weighs  it^  and 
He  measures  it,  and  He  pities  it  with  an  aJl  absorbing  pity. 
Bone  of  our  bone.  Flesh  of  our  flesh.  Heart  of  our  heart. 
Sorrow  of  our  sorrow.  As  long  as  He  remembers  Lazarus's 
grave  He  will  stand  by  you  in  the  cemetery.  As  long  as  He 
remembers  His  own  heart-break,  He  will  stand  by  you  in 
the  laceration  of  your  affections.  When  he  forgets  the 
foot-sore  way,  the  sleepless  nights,  the  weary  body,  the 
exhausted  mind,  the  awful  cross,  the  solemn  grave,  then  He 
will  forget  you,  but  not  until  then. 

Often  when  we  were  in  trouble  we  sent  for  our  friends ; 
but  they  were  far  away,  they  could  not  get  to  us.  We  wrote 
to  them :  **  Come  right  away,"  or  telegraphed :  ''  Take  the 
next  train."  They  came  at  last,  yet  were  a  great  while  in 
coming. 

BUT  CHBIST   IS  ALWATS  NEAlfr^ 

before  you,  behind  you,  within  you.  No  mother  ever  threw 
her  arms  around  her  child  with  such  warmth  and  ecstacy  oi 
affection  as  Christ  has  shown  towards  you.  Close  at  hand- 
nearer  than  the  staff  upon  which  you  lean,  nearer  than  the 
cup  you  put  to  your  lip,  nearer  than  the  handkerchief  with 
which  you  wipe  away  your  tears — ^I  preach  Him  an  ever  pre- 
sent, all  sympathizing,  compassionate  Jesus.  How  can  yon 
stay  away  one  moment  from  Him  with  your  griefs  P  Go 
now !    Go  and  tell  Jesus ! 

It  is  often  that  our  friends  have  no  power  to  relieve  us. 
They  would  very  much  like  to  do  it;  but  they  cannot  disen- 
tangle our  finances,  they  cannot  cure  our  sickness  and  raise 
our  dead;  but  glory  be  to  God  that  He  to  whom  thedismples 
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went  has  all  power  in  heaven  and  on  earth,  and  at  our  caU 
He  will  balk  our  calamities,  and,  at  just  the  right  time,  in 
the  presence  of  an  applauding  earth  and  a  resounding  heaTCUi 
will  raise  our  dead.  He  will  do  it.  He  is  mightier  than 
'Herod.  He  is  swifter  than  the  storm.  He  is  grander  than 
the  sea.  He  is  vaster  than  eternity.  And  every  sword  of 
Ood*s  omnipotence  will  leap  from  its  scabbard,  and  all  the 
resources  of  infinity  be  exhausted,  rather  than  that  G-od*s 
child  shnll  not  be  delivered  when  he  cries  to  Him  for  rescue. 
Suppose  your  child  was  in  trouble :  how  much  would  you 
endure  to  get  him  out?  You  would  go  through  any  hard- 
ship. You  would  say :  "  I  don't  care  what  it  will  cost ;  I 
must  get  him  out  of  that  trouble.''  Do  you  think  G-od  is  not 
■o  good  a  father  as  you  P  Seeing  you  are  in  trouble,  and 
hailing  all  power,  will  He  not  stretch  out  His  arm  and 
deliver  you  ?  He  will.  He  is  mighty  to  save.  He  can  level 
the  mountain  and  divide  the  sea,  and  can  extinguish  the  fire 
and  save  the  soul.  Not  dim  of  eye,  not  weak  of  arm,  not 
feeble  of  resources,  but  -with  all  eternifcy  and  the  universe  at 
His  feet.  €h>  and  tell  Jesus.  Will  you  P  Ye  whose  cheeks 
are  wet  with  the  night-dew  of  the  grave ;  ye  who  cannot 
look  up ;  ye  whose  hearts  are  dried  with  the  breath  of  a 
sirocco ;  in  the  name  of  the  religion  of  Jesus  Christ,  which 
lifts  every  burden,  and  wipes  away  every  tear,  and  delivers 
every  captive,  and  lightens  every  darkness,  I  implore  you 
now,  go  and  teU  Jesus  ! 

I  was  reading  of  a  little  child  who  went  with  her  father,  a 
sea  captain,  to  sea,  and  when  the  first  storm  came  the  little 
child  was  very  much  frightened,  and  in  the  night  rushed  out 
of  the  cabin  and  said :  ^'  Where  is  father  P  where  is  father  P  " 
Then  they  told  her :  ^'  Father  is  on  deck  guiding  the  vessel 
and  watching  the  storm."  The  little  child  immediately  re- 
turned to  her  berth  and  said :  ''  It's  all  right,  for  father's  on 
deck."    O,  ye  who  are  tossed  and  driven  in  this  world,  up 
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hj  the  mountains  and  down  by  the  valleys,  and  at  yonr  wita* 
end,  I  want  you  to  know  the  Lord  G-od  is  guiding  the  ship. 
Tour  Father  is  on  deck.  He  will  bring  you  through  the 
darkness  into  the  harbour.  Trust  in  the  Lord.  Go  and  tell 
Jesus.  Let  me  say  that  if  you  do  not  you  will  have  no  com" 
fort  here,  and  you'  will  for  ever  be  an  outcast  and  a  wanderer. 
Your  life  will  be  a  failure.  Your  death  will  be  a  sorrow. 
Your  eternity  will  be  a  disaster.  But  if  you  go  to  Him  for 
pardon  and  sympathy,  all  is  well. 

But  I  am  oppressed,  when  I  look  over  this  audience,  at  the 
prospect  that  some  may  not  take  this  counsel,  and  go  away 
unblessed.  I  cannot  help  asking  what  will  be  the  destiny  of 
these  people  ?  So  I  neyer  care  whether  it  comes  into  the 
text  or  not :  I  never  leave  my  place  on  this  platform  without 
telling  them  that  now  is  the  time,  and  to  some,  perhaps, 
the  last. 

Xerxes  looked  off  on  his  army.  There  were  two  million 
men — perhaps  the  finest  army  ever  marshalled.  Xerxes 
rode  along  the  lines,  reviewed  them,  came  back,  stood  on 
some  high  point,  looked  off  upon  the  two  million  men,  and 
burst  into  tears.  At  that  moment,  when  every  one  sup- 
posed he  would  be  in  the  greatest  exultation,  he  broke  down 
in  grief.  They  asked  him  why  he  wept.  ''  Ah,"  he  said : 
**  I  weep  at  the  thought  that  so  soon  all  this  host  will  be 
gone.''  So  I  stand  looking  off  upon  this  host  of  immortal 
men  and  women,  and  realize  the  fact,  as  perhaps  no  man 
can,  unless  he  has  been  in  a  similar  position,  that  soon  the 
places  which  know  you  now  will  know  you  no  more,  and  you 
will  be  gone — whither  ?  whithbb  ? 
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